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THE  REVOLT  AGAINST  MARRIAGE 


There  is  no  subject  on  which  more 
dangerous  nonsense  is  talked  and  thought 
than  marriage.  If  the  mischief  stopped  at 
talking  and  thinking  it  would  be  bad 
enough;  but  k  goes  further,  into  disas- 
trous anarchical  action.  Because  our  mar- 
riage law  is  inhuman  and  unreasonable  to 
the  point  of  downright  abomination,  the 
bolder  and  more  rebellious  spirits  form  il- 
licit unions,  defiantly  sending  cards  round 
to  their  friends  announcing  what  they 
have  done.  Youngjwgmen  come^to  me 
an J  askjne  wJ^etherljJiinkjthey  ought  to 
cpj;£  ent  J:o  marry  the  manjthey  have  cfe- 
cidt  rl  to  live  with;  and  they  are  perplexed 
?nS  astonished  when jt,  who  am  supposed 
(Heaven  knows  wEy!)  to  liave  the  most 
advanced  xie$&  attajnablejon  the  subject, 
ui  ge  themjgn  no  account  tb^omgromise 
tlemselves  without  tHe"  security^of  an 
^uthenticlw^^^ing  jjt^g-  Tliey  cite  the 
example  of  George  Elipt,  wEo"formeJan^ 
illicit  union  with  Lewes.  'thejr^qilQie.^ 
saying  attribute d  to  Kietzsche,  thatj  mar^ 
ried  philosopher  is  ridiculous,  though  the 
men  of  iS5f^HoIce"are"fi6t  philosophers. 
When  they  finally  give  up  the  idea  of 
reforming  our  marriage  institutions  by 
private  enterprise  and  personal  righteous- 
ness, and  consent  to  be  led  to  the  Registry 
or  even  to  the  altar,  they  insist  on_first 
arriving  at  an  explicit  ^tylerstanding  that 
both  partiesare  to  be  perfectly  freejtojsip' 


every  flower  and  change  every  hour,  as 
their^  fancy  may  dictate,  injspite  of  the 
legal  bond.  I  do  not  observe  that  their 
unions  prove  less  monogarnic  than  other 
people's:  rather  the  contrary,  in  fact;  con- 
sequently, I  do  not  know  whether  they 
make  less  fuss  than  ordinary  people  when 
either  party  claims  the  benefit  of  the 
treaty;  but  the  existence  of  the  treaty 
shews  the  same  anarchical  notion  that  the 
law  can  be  set  aside  by  any  two  private 
persons  by  the  simple  process  of  promis- 
ing one  another  to  ignore  i*. 

MARRIAGE   NEVERTHELESS   INEVITABLE 

Now  most  laws  are,  and  all  laws  ought 
to  be,  stronger  than  the  strongest  indi- 
vidual. Certainly  the  marriage  law  is.  The 
only  people  who  successfully  evade  it  are 
those  who  actually  avail  themselves  of  its 
shelter  by  pretending  to  be  married  when 
they  are  not,  and  by  Bohemians  who  have 
no  position  to  lose  and  no  career  to  be 
closed.  In  every  other  case  open  violation 
of  the  marriage  laws  means  either  down- 
right ruin  or  such  inconvenience  and  dis- 
ablement as  a  prudent  man  or  woman 
would  get  married  ten  times  over  rather 
than  face.  And  these  disablements  and  in- 
conveniences are  not  even  the  price  of 
freedom;  for,  as  Brieux  has  shewn  so  con- 
vincingly in  Les  Hannetons,  an  avowedly 
illicit  union  is  often  found  i|i  pllctice  to 
be  as  tyranni<fel  and  as;  .hard  to  escape 
from  as  the  wqrst  legal  one, 
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We  may  take  it  then  that  when  a  joint 
domestic  establishment,  involving  ques- 
tions of  children  or  property,  is  contem- 
plated, marriage  is  in  effect  compulsory 
upon  all  normal  people;  and  until  the  law 
is  altered  there  is  nothing  for  us  but  to 
make  the  best  of  it  as  it  stands.  Even  when 
no  such  establishment  is  desired,  clandes- 
'tine  irregularities  are  negligible  as  an  al- 
ternative to  marriage.  How  common  they 
are  nobody  knows;  for  in  spite  of  the 
powerful  protection  afforded  to  the  parties 
by  the  law  of  li&el,  and  the  readiness  of 
society  on  various  other  grounds  to  be 
hoodwinked  by  the  keeping  up  of  the 
very  thinnest  appearances,  most  of  them 
are  probably  never  suspected.  But  they 
are  neither  dignified  nor  safe  and  com- 
fortable, which  at  once  rules  them  out  for 
normal  decent  people.  Marriage  remains 
practically  inevitable;  and  the  sooner  we 
acknowledge  this,  the  sooner  we  shall  set 
to  work  to  make  it  decent  and  reasonable. 

WHAT  DOES  THE  WORD  MARRIAGE  MEAN? 

(However  much  we  may  all  suffer 
through  marriage,  most  of  us  think  so 
little  about  it  that  we  regard  it  as  a  fixed 
part  .of  the  order  of  nature,  like  gravita- 
tionXExcept  for  this  error,  which  may  be 
regarded  as  constant,  we  use  the  word 
with  reckless  looseness,  meaning  a  dozen 
different  things  by  it,  and  yet  always 
assuming  that  to  a  respectable  man  it  can 
have  only  one  meaning.  The  pious  citi- 
zen, suspecting  the  Socialist  (for  example) 
of  unmentionable  things,  and  asking  him 
heatedly  whether  he  wishes  to  abolish 
marriage,  is  infuriated  by  a  sense  of  un- 
answerable quibbling  when  the  Socialist 
asks  him  what  particular  variety  of  mar- 
riage he,  means:  English  civil  marriage, 
sacramental  marriage,  indissoluble  Roman 
Catholic  marriage,  marriage  of  divorced 
persons,  Scotch  marriage,  Irish  marriage, 
French,  German,  Turkish,  or  South  Da- 
kotan  marriage.  In  Sweden,  one  of  the 
most  highly  civilized  countries  in  the 


world,  a  marriage  is  disso1  red  if  both  par- 
ties wish  it,  without  any  question  of  con- 
duct. That  is  what  marriage  means  in 
Sweden.  In  Clapham  that  is  what  they  call 
by  the  senseless  name  of  Free  Love.  In 
the  British  Empire  we  have  unlimited 
Kulin  gol^gamy,  Muslim  polygamy  lim- 
ited to  four  wives,  child  marriages,  and, 
nearer  home,  marriages  of  first  cousins: 
all  of  them  abominations  in  the  eyes  of 
many  worthy  persons.  Not  only  may  the 
respectable  British  champion  of  marriage 
mean  any  of  these  widely  different  insti- 
tutions; sometimes  he  does  not  mean 
marriage  at  all.  He  means  monogamy, 
chastity,  temperance,  respectability,  mor- 
ality, Christianity,  anti-socialism,  and  a 
dozen  other  things  that  have  no  necessary 
connection  with  marriage.  He  often  means 
something  that  he  dare  not  avow:  owner- 
shin  of  the  person  of  another  human 


for  instance.  And  he  never  tells  the 
truth  about  his  own  marriage  either  to 
himself  or  anyone  else. 

With  those  individualists  who  in  the 
nineteenth  century  dreamt  of  doing  away 
with  marriage  altogether  on  the  ground 
that  it  is  a  private  concern  between  the 
two  parties  with  which  society  has  no- 
thing to  do,  there  is  now  no  need  to  deal. 
The  vogue  of  "the  self-regarding  action" 
has  passed";  and  it  may  be  assumed  with- 
out argument  that  unions  for  the  purpose 
of  establishing  a  family  will  continue  to 
be  registered  and  regulated  by  the  State. 
Such  registration  is  marriage,  and  will 
continue  to  be  called  marriage  long  after 
the  conditions  of  the  registration  have 
changed  so  much  that  no  citizen  now 
living  would  recognize  them  as  marriage 
conditions  at  all  if  he  revisited  the  earth. 
(There  is  therefore  no  question  of  abolish- 
ling  marriage;  but  there  is  a  very  pressing 
[question  of  improving  its  conditions.  I 
have  never  met  anybody  really  in  favor  of 
maintaining  marriage  as  it  exists  in  Eng- 
land today.  A  Roman  Catholic  may  obey 
his  Church  by  assenting  verbally  to  the 
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doctrine  of  indissoluble  marriage.  But  no- 
body worth  counting  believes  directly, 
frankly,  and  instinctively  that  when  a  per- 
son commits  a  murder  and  is  put  into 
prison  for  twenty  years  for  it,  the  free  and 
innocent  husband  or  wife  of  that  mur- 
derer should  remain  bound  by  the  mar- 
riage. To  put  it  briefly,  a  contract  for 
better  for  worse  is  a  contract  that  should 
not  be  tolerated.  As  a  matter  of  fact  it  is 
not  tolerated  fully  even  by  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church;  for  Roman  Catholic 
marriages  can  be  dissolved,  if  not  by  the 
temporal  Courts,  by  the  Pope,  (indis- 
soluble marriage  is  an  academic  figment, 
advocated  only  by  celibares  and  by  com- 
fortably married  people  who  imagine  that 
if  other  couples  are  uncomfortable  it  must 
be  their  own  fault,  just  as  rich  people  are 
apt  to  imagine  that  if  othgr  peopkTare 
poor  it  serves  them  rightyhere  is  always 
some  means  of  dissolution.  The  condi- 
tions of  dissolution  may  vary  widely, 
from  those  on  which  Henry  VIII  pro- 
cured his  divorce  from  Katharine  of  Ara- 
gon  to  the  pleas  on  which  American 
wives  obtain  divorces  (for  instance, 
"mental  anguish"  caused  by  the  hus- 
band's neglect  to  cut  his  toe-nails);  but 
there  is  always  some  point  at  which  the 
theory  of  the  inviolable  better-for-worse 
marriage  breaks  down  in  practice.  South 
Carolina  has  indeed  passed  what  is  called 
a  freak  law  declaring  that  a  marriage  shall 
not  be  dissolved  under  any  circumstances; 
but  such  an  absurdity  will  probably  be 
repealed  or  amended  by  sheer  force  of 
circumstances  before  these  words  are  in 
print.  The  only  question  to  be  considered 
is,  What  shall  the  conditions  of  the  dis- 
solution be? 

SURVIVALS   OF  SEX  SLAVERY 

If  we  adopt  the  common  romantic 
assumption  that  the  object  of  marriage  is 
bliss,  then  the  very  strongest  reason  for 
dissolving  a  marriage  is  that  it  shall  be 
disagreeable  to  one  or  other  or  both  of 


the  parties.  Ifjw£j*ccept  the  view  that  the 
object  of  marriage  is  to  provid^I^Fthe 
production  jmd  rearing^of  clfildren,  then 
childlessness  should  be  a  conclusive 
reason  for  dissolution.  As  neither  of  these 
causes  entitles  married  persons  to  divorce 
it  is  at  once  clear  that  our  marriage  law  is 
not  founded  on  either  assumption.  What 
it  is  really  founded  on  is  the  morality  of 
the  tenth  commandment,  which  English- 
women will  one  day  succeed  in  obliter- 
ating from  the  walls  of  our  churches  by 
refusing  to  enter  any  building  where  they 
are  publicly  classed  with  a  man's  house, 
his  ox,  and  his  ass,  as  his  purchased  chat- 
tels. In  this  morality  female  adultery  is 
malversation  by  the  woman  and  theft  by 
tEelnarvwhilst  male  adultery  with  an  un- 
married woman  is  not  an  offence  at  all. 
But  though  this  is  not  only  the  theory 
of  our  marriage  laws,  but  the  practical 
morality  of  many  of  us,  it  is  no  longer 
an  avowed  morality,  nor  does  its  per- 
sistence depend  on  marriage;  for  the 
abolition  of  marriage  would,  other  things 
remaining  unchanged,  leave  women 
more  effectually  enslaved  than  they  now 
are.  We  shall  come  to  the  question  of  the 
economic  dependence  of  women  on  men 
later  on;  but  at  present  we  had  better  con- 
fine ourselves  to  the  theories  of  marriage" 
which  we  are  not  ashamed  to  acknow- 
ledge and  defend,  and  upon  which,  there- 
fore, marriage  reformers  will  be  obliged 
to  proceed. 

We  may,  I  think,  dismiss  from  the 
field  of  practical  politics  the  extreme  sacer- 
dotal view  of  marriage  as  a  sacred  and 
indissoluble  covenant,  because,  though  re- 
inforced by  unhapTpy  marriages  as  all 
fanaticisms  are  reinforced  by  human 
sacrifices,  it  has  been  reduced  to  a  private, 
and  socially  inoperative  eccentricity  by 
the  introduction  of  civil  marriage"  and 
divorce.  Theoretically,  our  civilly  mar- 
ried couples  are  to  a  Catholic  as  unmar- 
ried couples  are:  that  is,  theyare  living^ 
jn  open  sin.  Practically,  civilly  married 
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couples  are  received  in  society,  by  Catho- 
lics and  everyone  else,  precisely  as  sacra- 
men  tally  married  couples  are;  and  so  are 
people  who  have  divorced  their  wives  or 
husbands  and  married  again.  And  yet 
marriage  is  enforced  by  public  opinion 
with  such  ferocity  that  the  least  sugges- 
tion of  laxity  in  its  support  is  fatal  to  even 
the  highest  and  strongest  reputations,  al- 
though laxity  of  conduct  is  winked  at 
with  grinning  indulgence;  so  that  we  find 
the  austere  Shelley  denounced  as  a  fiend 
in  human  form,  whilst  Nelson,  who 
openly  left  his  wife  and  formed  a  menage 
d  trois  with  Sir  William  and  Lady  Hamil- 
ton, was  idolized.  Shelley  might  have  had 
an  illegitimate  child  in  every  county  in 
England  if  he  had  done  so  frankly  as  a 
sinner.  His  unpardonable  offence  was  that 
he  attacked  marriage  as  an  institution.  We 
feel  a  strange  anguish  of  terror  and  hatred 
against  him,  as  against  one  who  threatens 
us  with  a  mortal  injury.  What  is  the  ele- 
ment in  his  proposals  that  produces  this 
effect? 

The  answer  of  the  specialists  is  the  one 
already  alluded  to:  that  the  attack  on  mar- 
riage is  an  attack  on  property;  so  that 
Shelley  was  something  more  hateful  to  a 
husband  than  a  horse  thief:  to  wit,  a  wife 
thief,  and  something  more  hateful  to  a 
wife  than  a  burglar:  namely,  one  who 
would  steal  her  husband's  house  from 
over  her  head,  and  leave  her  destitute  and 
nameless  on  the  streets.  Now,  no  doubt 
tEis"accounts  tor  a  good  deal  of  anti- 
Shelley  an  prejudice:  a  prejudicejso  deeply 
rooted  in  our_habits jKat,  as  I  havelhewn 
IrTiny  play,  men  who  are  bolder  free- 
thinkers than  Shelley  himself  can  no  more 
bring  themselves  to  commit  adultery  than 
to  commit  any  common  theft,  whilst 
women  who  loathe  sex  slavery  more 
fiercely  than  Mary  Wollstonecraft  are  un- 
able to  face  the  insecurity  and  discredit  of 
the  vagabondage  which  is  the  masterless 
woman's  only  alternative  to  celibacy.  But 
in  spite  of  all  this  there  is  a  revolt  against 


marriage  which  has  spread  so  rapidly 
within  my  recollection  that  though  we  all 
still  assume  the  existence  of  a  huge  and 
dangerous  majority  which  regards  the 
least  hint  of  scepticism  as  to  the  beauty 
and  holiness  of  marriage  as  infamous  and 
abhorrent,  I  sometimes  wonder  why  it  is 
so  difficult  to  find  an  authentic  living 
member  of  this  dreaded  army  of  conven- 
tion outside  the  ranks  of  the  people  who 
never  think  about  public  questions  at  all, 
and  who,  for  all  their  numerical  weight 
and  apparently  invincible  prejudices,  ac- 
cept social  changes  today  as  tamely  as 
their  forefathers  accepted  the  Reformation 
under  Henry  and  Edward,  the  Restoration 
under  Mary,  and,  after  Mary's  death,  the 
shandygaff  which  Elizabeth  compounded 
from  both  doctrines  and  called  the 
Articles  of  the  Church  of  England.  If 
matters  were  left  to  these  simple  folk, 
there  would  never  be  any  changes  at 
all;  and  society  would  perish  like  a  snake 
that  could  not  cast  its  skins.fNeverthe- 
less  the  snake  does  change  its  skin  in 
spite  of  them;  and  there  are  signs  that 
our  marriage-law  skin  is  causing  dis- 
comfort to  thoughtful  people  and  will 
presently  be  cast  whether  the  others  are 
satisfied  with  it  or  nut.  The  question 
therefore  arises:  What  is  there  in  mar- 
riage that  makes  the  thoughtfaljgeople^o 
uncomfortable.^^ 

THE   NEW  ATTACK   ON  MARRIAGE 

The  answer  to  this  question  is  an  an- 
swer which  everybody  knows  and  no- 
body likes  to  give.  What  is  driving  our 
ministers  of  religion  and  statesmen  to 
blurt  it  out  at  last  is  the  plain  fact  that 
marriage  is  now  beginning  to  depopulate 
the  country  with  such  alarming  rapidity 
that  we  are  forced  to  throw  aside  our 
modesty  like  people  who,  awakened  by 
an  alarm  of  fire,  rush  into  the  streets  in 
their  nightdresses  or  in  no  dresses  at  all. 
The  fictitious  Free  Lover,  who  was  sup- 
posed to  attack  marriage  because  it 
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thwarted  his  inordinate  affections  and 
prevented  him  from  making  life  a  car- 
nival, has  vanished  and  given  place  to 
the  very  real,  very  strong,  very  austere 
avenger  of  outraged  decency  who  de- 
clares that  the  licentiousness  of  marriage, 
now  that  it  no  longer  recruits  the  race,  is 
destroying  it. 

As  usual,  this  change  of  front  has  not 
yet  been  noticed  by  our  newspaper  con- 
troversialists and  by  the  suburban  season- 
ticket  holders  whose  minds  the  news- 
papers make.  They  still  defend  the  citadel 
on  the  side  on  which  nobody  is  attacking 
it,  and  leave  its  weakest  front  undefended. 

The  religious  revolt  against  marriage 
is  a  very  old  one.  Christianity  began  with 
a  fierce  attack  on  marriage;  and  to  this 
day  the  celibacy  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
priesthood  is  a  standing  protest  against 
its  compatibility  with  the  higher  life.  St 
Paul's  reluctant  sanction  of  marriage;  his 
personal  protest  that  he  countenanced  it 
of  necessity  and  against  his  own  convic- 
tion; his  contemptuous  "better  to  marry 
than  to  burn"  is  only  out  of  date  in  re- 
spect of  his  belief  that  the  end  of  the 
world  was  at  hand  and  that  there  was 
therefore  no  longer  any  population  ques- 
tion. His  instinctive  recoil  from  its  worst 
aspect  as  a  slavery  to  pleasure  which  in- 
duces two  people  to  accept  slavery  to  one 
another  has  remained  an  active  force  in 
the  world  to  this  day,  and  is  now  stirring 
more  uneasily  than  ever.  We  have  more 
and  more  Pauline  celibates  whose  objec- 
tion to  marriage  is  the  intolerable  indig- 
nity of  being  supposed  to  desire  or  live 
the  married  life  as  ordinarily  conceived. 
Every  thoughtful  and  observant  minister 
of  religion  is^ troubled  by  the  determina- 
tion of  his  flock  to  regard  marriage  as  a 
sanctuary  for  pleasure,  seeing  as  he  does 
that  the  known  libertines  of  his  parish 
are  visibly  suffering  much  less  from 
intemperance  than  many  of  the  married 
people  who  stigmatize  them  as  monsters 
of  vice. 


A  FORGOTTEN  CONFERENCE  OF  MARRIED 

MEN 

The  late  Hugh  Price  Hughes,  an  emi- 
nent Methodist  divine,  once  organized  in 
London  a  conference  of  respectable  men 
to  consider  the  subject.  Nothingjcame  of 
it(nor  indeed  could  have  come  of  it  in  the 
absence  of  women);  but  it  had  its  value  as 
giving  the  young  sociologists  present,  of 
whom  I  was  one,  an  authentic  notion  of 
what  a  picked  audience  of  respectable 
men  understood  by  married  life.  It  was 
certainly  a  staggering  revelation.  Peter 
the  Great  would  have  been  shocked; 
Byron  would  have  been  horrified;  Don 
Juan  would  have  fled  from  the  conference 
into  a  monastery.  The  respectable  men  all 
regarded  the  marriage  ceremony  as  a  rite 
which  absolved  them  from  the  laws  of 
health  and  temperance;  inaugurated  a  life- 
long honeymoon;  and  placed  their  pleas- 
ures on  exactly  the  same  footing  as  their 
prayers.  Itseemed  entirely  jxroper  and 
natural  to  tKem  that  out  of  every  twenty- 
th^  lives  they  shouldjpaasL 
up  in  one  room  jwith  their. 


and  this,  not  bjrdlikey  forj^ 
mating  season^  but  all  the  year  round  and 
every  year.  How  they  settled  even  such 
minor  questions  as  to  which  party  should 
decide  whether  and  how  much  the  win- 
dow should  be  open  and  how  many 
blankets  should  be  on  the  bed,  and  at 
what  hour  they  should  go  to  bed  and  get 
up  so  as  to  avoid  disturbing  one  another's 
sleep,  seemed  insoluble  questions  to  me. 
But  the  members  of  the  conference  did 
not  seem  to  mind.  They  were  content  to 
have  the  whole  national  housing  problem 
treated  (pn  a  basis  of  one  room  for  two 
people.  That  was  the  essence  of  marriage 
for  them^ 

Please  remember,  too,  that  there  was 
nothing  in  their  circumstances  to  check 
intemperance.  They  were  men  of  busi- 
ness; that  is,  men  for  the  most  part  en- 
gaged in  routine  work  which  exercised 
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neither  their  minds  nor  their  bodies  to  the 
full  pitch  of  their  capacities,  Compared 
with  statesmen,  first-rate  professional 
men,  artists,  and  even  with  laborers  and 
artisans  as  far  as  muscular  exertion  goes, 
they  were  underworked,  and  could  spare 
the  fine  edge  of  their  faculties  and  the  last 
few  inches  of  their  chests  without  being 
any  the  less  fit  for  their  daily  routine.  If  I 
had  adopted  their  habits,  a  startling  de- 
terioration would  have  appeared  in  my 
writing  before  the  end  of  a  fortnight,  and 
frightened  me  back  to  what  they  would 
have  considered  an  impossible  asceticism. 
But  they  paid  no  penalty  of  which  they 
were  conscious.  They  had  as  much  health 
as  they  wanted:  that  is, 


doctor.  They  enjoyed  their 


smokes,  their  meals,  tfreir  respectable 
clothes,  their  affectionate  games  with  their 
children,  their  prospects  of  larger  profits 
or  higher  salaries,  their  Saturday  half 
holidays  and  Sunday  walks,  and  the  rest 
of  it.  They  did  less  than  two  hours  work 
a  day  and  took  from  seven  to  nine  office 
hours  to  do  it  in.  And  they  were  no  good 
for  any  mortal  purpose  except  to  go  on 
doing  it.  They  were  respectable  only  by 
the  standard  they  themselves  had  set. 
Considered  seriously  as  electors  govern- 
ing an  empire  through  their  votes,  and 
choosing  and  maintaining  its  religious 
and  moral  institutions  by  their  powers  of 
social  persecution,  they  were  a  black- 
coated  army  of  calamity.  They  were  in- 
capable of  comprehending  the  industries 
they  were  engaged  in,  the  laws  under 
which  they  lived,  or  the  relation  of  their 
country  to  other  countries.  They  lived 
the  lives  of  old  men  contentedly.  They 
were  timidly  conservative  at  the  age  at 
which  every  healthy  human  being  ought 
to  be  obstreperously  revolutionary.  And 
their  wives  went  through  the  routine  of 
the  kitchen,  nursery,  and  drawing  room 
just  as  they  went  through  the  routine  of 
the  office.  They  had  all,  as  they  called  it, 
settled  down,  like  balloons  that  had  lost 


their  lifting  margin  of  gas;  and  it  was 
evident  that  the  process  of  settling  down 
would  go  on  until  they  settled  into  their 
graves.  They  read  old-fashioned  news- 
papers with  effort,  and  were  just  taking 
with  avidity  to  a  new  sort  of  paper,  cost- 
ing a  halfpenny,  which  they  believed  to 
be  extraordinarily  bright  and  attractive, 
and  which  never  really  succeeded  until 
it  became  extremely  dull,  discarding  all 
serious  news  and  replacing  it  by  vapid 
tittle-tattle,  and  substituting  for  political 
articles  informed  by  at  least  somejDre- 
%t£Hce  of  knowledge  of  economks,  his- 
tory, and  constitutional  law,  such  paltry 
follies  and  sentimentalities,  snobberies 
and  partisaneries,  as  ignorance  can  under- 
stand and  irresponsibility  relish. 

What  they  called  patriotism  was  a  con- 
viction that  because  they  were  born  in 
Tooting  or  Camberwell,  they  were  the 
natural  superiors  of  Beethoven,  of  Rodin, 
of  Ibsen,  of  Tolstoy  and  all  other  be- 
nighted foreigners.  Those  of  them  who 
did  not  think  it  wrong  to  go  to  the  theatre 
liked  above  everything  a  play  in  which 
the  hero  was  called  Dick;  was  continually 
fingering  a  briar  pipe;  and,  after  being 
overwhelmed  with  admiration  and  affec- 
tion through  three  acts,  was  finally  re- 
warded with  the  legal  possession  of  a 
pretty  heroine's  person  on  the  strength 
•of  a  staggering  lack  of  virtue.  Indeed  their 
only  conception  of  the  meaning  of  the 
word  virtue  was  abstention  from  stealing 
other  men's  wives  or  from  refusing  to 
marry  their  daughters. 

As  to  law,  religion,  ethics,  and  con- 
stitutional government,  any  counterfeit 
could  impose  on  them.  Any  atheist  could 
pass  himself  off  on  them  as  a  bishop,  any 
anarchist  as  a  judge,  any  despot  as  a 
Whig,  any  sentimental  socialist  as  a  Tory, 
any  philtre-monger  or  witch-finder  as  a 
man  of  science,  any  phrase-maker  as  a 
statesman.  Those  who  did  not  believe  the 
story  of  Jonah  and  the  great  fish  were  all 
the  readier  to  believe  that  metals  can  be 
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transmuted  and  all  diseases  cured  by 
radium,  and  that  men  can  live  for  two 
hundred  years  by  drinking  sour  milk. 
Even  these  credulities  involved  too  severe 
an  intellectual  effort  for  many  of  them:  it 
was  easier  to  grin  and  believe  nothing. 
They  maintained  their  respect  for  them- 
selves by  "playing  the  game"  (that  is, 
doing  what  everybody  else  did),  and  by 
being  good  judges  of  hats,  ties,  dogs, 
pipes,  cricket,  gardens,  flowers,  and  the 
like.  They  were  capable  of  discussing 
each  other's  solvency  and  respectability 
with  some  shrewdness,  and  could  carry 
out  quite  complicated  systems  of  paying 
visits  and  "knowing"  one  another.  They 
felt  a  little  vulgar  when  they  spent  a  day 
at  Margate,  and  quite  distinguished  and 
travelled  when  they  spent  it  at  Boulogne. 
They  were,  except  as  to  their  clothes, 
"not  particular":  that  is,  they  could  put 
up  with  ugly  sights  and  sounds,  un- 
healthy smells,  and  inconvenient  houses, 
with  inhuman  apathy  and  callousness. 
They  had,  as  to  adults,  a  theory  that 
human  nature  is  so  poor  that  it  is  useless 
to  try  to  make  the  world  any  better, 
whilst  as  to  children  they  believed  that  if 
they  were  only  sufficiently  lectured  and 
whipped,  they  could  be  brought  to  a  state 
of  moral  perfection  such  as  no  fanatic  has 
ever  ascribed  to  his  deity.  Though  they 
were  not  intentionally  malicious,  they 
practised  the  most  appalling  cruelties 
from  mere  thoughtlessness,  thinking 
nothing  of  imprisoning  men  and  women 
for  periods  up  to  twenty  years  for  break- 
ing into  their  houses;  (bf  treating  their 
children  as  wild  beasts  to  be  tamed  by  a 
system  of  blows  and  imprisonment  which 
they  called  education -Sand  of  keeping 
pianos  in  their  housd£  not  for  musical 
purposes,  but  to  torment  their  daughters 
with  a  senseless  stupidity  that  would  have 
revolted  an  inquisitor. 

In  short,  dear  reader,  they  were  very 
like  you  and  me.  I  could  fill  a  hundred 
pages  with  the  tale  of  our  imbecilities  and 


still  leave  much  untold;  but  what  I  have 
set  down  here  haphazard  is  enough  to 
condemn  the  system  that  produced  us. 
The  corner-stone  of  that  system  was  the 
family  and  the  institution  of  marriage  as 
we  have  it  today  in  England. 

HEARTH  AND   HOME 

vThere  is  no  shirking  it:  if  marriage  can- 
not be  made  to  produce  something  better 
than  we  are,  marriage  will  have  to  go,  or 
else  the  nation  will  have  to  go.  It  is  no 
use  talking  of  honor,  virtue,  purity,  and 
wholesome,  sweet,  clean  English  home 
lives  when  what  is  meant  is  simply  the 
habits  I  have  described.  The  flat  fact  is 
that  English  home  life  today  is  neither 
honorable,  virtuous,  wholesome,  sweet, 
clean,  nor  in  any  creditable  way  distinct- 
ively English.  It  is  in  many  respects  con- 
spicuously the  reverse;  and  the  result  of 
withdrawing  children  from  it  completely 
at  an  early  age,  and  sending  them  to  a 
public  school  and  then  to  a  university, 
does,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  these  insti- 
tutions are  class  warped  and  in  some  re- 
spects quite  abominably  corrupt,  produce 
sociabler  men.  Women,  too,  are  im- 
proved by  the  escape  from  home  pro- 
vided by  women's  colleges;  but  as  very 
few  of  them  are  fortunate  enough  to 
enjoy  this  advantage,  most  women  are  so 
thoroughly  home-bred  as  to  be  unfit  for 
human  society.  So  little  is  expected  of 
them  that  in  Sheridan's  School  for  Scan- 
dal we  hardly  notice  that  the  heroine  is  a 
female  cad,  as  detestable  and  dishonorable 
in  her  repentance  as  she  is  vulgar  and  silly 
in  her  naughtiness.  It  was  left  to  an  ab- 
normal critic  like  George  Gissing  to 
point  out  the  glaring  fact  that  in  the  col- 
lection of  life  studies  of  Victorian  women 
to  be  found  in  the  novels  of  Dickens,  the 
most  convincingly  real  ones  are  either 
vilely  unamiable  or  comically  contempt- 
ible; whilst  his  attempts  to  manufacture 
admirable  heroines  by  idealizations  of 
home-bred  womanhood  are  not  only  ab- 
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surd  but  not  even  pleasantly  absurd:  one 
has  no  patience  with  them. 

As  all  this  is  corrigible  by  reducing 
home  life  and  domestic  sentiment  to 
something  like  reasonable  proportions  in 
the  life  of  the  individual,  the  danger  of  it 
does  not  lie  in  human  nature.  Home  life 
as  we  understand  it  is  no  more  natural  to 
us  than  a  cage  is  natural  to  a  cockatoo.  Its 
grave  danger  to  the  nation  lies  in  its  nar- 
row views,  its  unnaturally  sustained  and 
spitefully  jealous  concupiscences,  its  petty 
tyrannies,  its  false~social  pretences,  its 
endless  grudges  and  squabbles,  its  sacri- 
fice of  the  boy's  future  by  setting  him  to 
earn  money  to  help  the  family  when  he 
should  be  in  training  for  his  adult  life 
(remember  the  boy  Dickens  and  the 
blacking  factory),  and  of  the  girl's  chances 
by  making  her  a  slave  to  sick  or  selfish 
parents,  its  unnatural  packing  into  little 
brick  boxes  of  little  parcels  of  humanity 
of  ill-assorted  ages,  with  the  old  scolding 
or  beating  the  young  for  behaving  like 
young  people,  and  the  young  hating  and 
thwarting  the  old  for  behaving  like  old 
people,  and  all  the  other  ills,  mentionable 
and  unmentionable,  that  arise  from  ex- 
cessive segregation.  It  sets  these  evils  up 
as  benefits  and  blessings  representing  the 
highest  attainable  degree  of  honor  and 
virtue,  whilst  any  criticism  of  or  revolt 
against  them  is  savagely  persecuted  as  the 
extremity  of  vice.  The  revolt,  driven 
under  ground  and  exacerbated,  produces 
debauchery  veiled  by  hypocrisy,  an  over- 
whelming demand  for  licentious  theatri- 
cal entertainments  which  no  censorship 
can  stem,  and,  worst  of  all,  a  confusion  of 
virtue  with  the  mere  morality  that  steals 
its  name  until  the  real  thing  is  loathed 
because  the  imposture  is  loathsome. 
Literary  traditions  spring  up  in  which  the 
libertine  and  profligate — Tom  Jones  and 
Charles  Surface — are  the  heroes,  and  de- 
corous, law-abiding  persons — Blifil  and 
Joseph  Surface — are  the  villains  and 
butts.  People  like  to  believe  that  Nell 


Gwynne  has  every  amiable  quality  and 
the  Bishop's  wife  every  odious  one.  Poor 
Mr  Pecksniff,  who  is  generally  no  worse 
than  a  humbug  with  a  turn  for  pompous 
talking,  is  represented  as  a  criminal  in- 
stead of  as  a  very  typical  English  pater- 
familias keeping  a  roof  over  the  head  of 
himself  and  his  daughters  by  inducing 
people  to  pay  him  more  for  his  services 
than  they  are  worth.  In  the  extreme  in- 
stances of  reaction  against  convention, 
female  murderers  get  sheaves  of  offers  of 
marriage;  and  when  Nature  throws  up 
that  rare  phenomenon,  an  unscrupu- 
lous libertine,  his  success  among  "well 
brought-up"  girls  is  so  easy,  and  the 
devotion  he  inspires  so  extravagant,  that 
it  is  impossible  not  to  see  that  the  revolt 
against  conventional  respectability  has 
transfigured  a  commonplace  rascal  into  a 
sort  of  Anarchist  Savior.  As  to  the  re- 
spectable voluptuary,  who  joins  Omar 
Khayyam  clubs  and  vibrates  to  Swin- 
burne's invocation  of  Dolores  to  "come 
down  and  redeem  us  from  virtue,"  he  is 
to  be  found  in  every  suburb. 

TOO   MUCH   OF  A   GOOD   THING 

We  must  be  reasonable  in  our  domestic 
ideals.  I  do  not  think  that  life  at  a  public 
school  is  altogether  good  for  a  boy  any 
more  than  barrack  life  is  altogether  good 
for  a  soldier.  But  neither  is  home  life 
altogether  good.  Such  good  as  it  does,  I 
should  say,  is  due  to  its  freedom  from  the 
very  atmosphere  it  professes  to  supply. 
That  atmosphere  is  usually  described  as 
an  atmosphere  of  love;  and  this  definition 
should  be  sufficient  to  put  any  sane  person 
on  guard. against  it.  The  people  who  talk 
and  write  as  if  the  highest  attainable  state 
is  that  of  a  family  stewing  in  love  con- 
tinuously from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
can  hardly  have  given  five  minutes  serious 
consideration  to  so  outrageous  a  proposi- 
tion. They  cannot  have  even  made  up 
their  minds  as  to  what  they  mean  by  love; 
for  when  they  expatiate  on  their  thesis 
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they  are  sometimes  talking  about  kind- 
ness, and  sometimes  about  mere  appetite. 
In  either  sense  they  are  equally  far  from 
the  realities  of  life.  No  healthy  man  or 
animal  is  occupied  with  love  in  any  sense 
for  more  than  a  very  small  fraction  indeed 
of  the  time  he  devotes  to  business  and 
to  recreations  wholly  unconnected  with 
love.  A  wife  entirely  preoccupied  with 
her  affection  for  "her  husband,  a  mother 
entirely  preoccupied  with  her  affection 
for  her  children,  may  be  all  very  well  in  a 
book  (for  people  who  like  that  kind  of 
book);  but  in  actual  life  she  is  a  nuisance. 
Husbands  may  escape  from  her  when 
their  business  compels  them  to  be  away 
from  home  all  day;  but  young  children 
may  be,  and  quite  often  are,  killed  by  her 
cuddling  and  coddling  and  doctoring  and 
preaching:  above  all,  by  her  continuous 
attempts  to  excite  precocious  sentiment- 
ality, a  practice  as  objectionable,  and  pos- 
sibly as  mischievous,  as  the  worst  tricks 
of  the  worst  nursemaids. 

LARGE  AND   SMALL  FAMILIES 

In  most  healthy  families  there  is  a 
revolt  against  this  tendency.  The  ex- 
changing of  presents  on  birthdays  and  the 
like  is  barred  by  general  consent,  and  the 
relations  of  the  parties  are  placed  by  ex- 
press treaty  on  an  unsentimental  footing. 

Unfortunately  this  mitigation  of  family 
sentimentality  is  much  more  character- 
istic of  large  families  than  small  ones.  It 
used  to  be  said  that  members  of  large 
families  get  on  in  the  world;  and  it  is 
certainly  true  that  for  purposes  of  social 
training  a  household  of  twenty  surpasses 
a  household  of  five  as  an  Oxford  College 
surpasses  an  eight-roomed  house  in  a 
cheap  street.  Ten  children,  with  the 
necessary  adults,  make  a  community  in 
which  an  excess  of  sentimentality  is  im- 
possible. Two  children  make  a  doll's 
house,  in  which  both  parents  and  children 
become  morbid  if  they  keep  to  them- 
selves. What  is  more,  when  large  families 


were  the  fashion,  they  were  organized  as 
tyrannies  much  more  than  as  "atmo- 
spheres of  love."  Francis  Place  tells  us 
that  he  kept  out  of  his  father's  way  be- 
cause his  father  never  passed  a  child 
within  his  reach  without  striking  it;  and 
though  the  case  was  an  extreme  one,  it 
was  an  extreme  that  illustrated  a  tendency. 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  father,  when  his  son. 
incautiously  expressed  some  relish  for  his 
porridge,  dashed  a  handful  of  salt  into  it 
with  an  instinctive  sense  that  it  was  his 
duty  as  a  father  to  prevent  his  son  enjoy- 
ing himself.  Ruskin's  mother  gratified  the 
sensual  side  of  her  maternal  passion,  not 
by  cuddling  her  son,  but  by  whipping 
him  when  he  fell  downstairs  or  was  slack 
in  learning  the  Bible  off  by  heart;  and  this 
grotesque  safety-valve  for  voluptuous- 
ness, mischievous  as  it  was  in  many  ways, 
had  at  least  the  advantage  that  the  child 
did  not  enjoy  it  and  was  not  debauched 
by  it,  as  he  would  have  been  by  transports 
of  sentimentality. 

But  nowadays  we  cannot  depend  on 
these  safeguards,  such  as  they  were.  We 
no  longer  have  large  families:  all  the 
families  are  too  small  to  give  the  children 
the  necessary  social  training.  The  Roman 
father  is  out  of  fashion;  and  the  whip  and 
the  cane  are  becoming  discredited,  not  so 
much  by  the  old  arguments  against  cor- 
poral punishment  (sound  as  these  were) 
as  by  the  gradual  wearing  away  of  the 
veil  from  the  fact  that  flogging  is  a  form 
of  debauchery.  The  advocate  of  flogging 
as  a  punishment  is  now  exposed  to  very 
disagreeable  suspicions;  and  ever  since 
Rousseau  rose  to  the  effort  of  making  a 
certain  very  ridiculous  confession  on  the 
subject,  there  has  been  a  growing  percep- 
tion that  child  whipping,  even  for  the 
children  themselves,  is  not  always  the  in- 
nocent and  highminded  practice  it  pro- 
fesses to  be.  At  all  events  there  is  no  get- 
ting away  from  the  facts  that  families  are 
smaller  than  they  used  to  be,  and  that 
passions  which  formerly  took  effect  in 
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tyranny  have  been  largely  diverted  into 
sentimentality  ^nd  though  a  little  senti- 
mentality may  be  a  very  good  thing, 
chronic  sentimentality  is  a  horrot^more 
dangerous,  because  more  possible,  than 
the  erotomania  which  we  all  condemn 
when  we  are  not  thoughtlessly  glorifying 
it  as  the  ideal  married  state. 


THE   GOSPEL   OF  fiAODICEA 

Let  us  try  to  get  at  the  root  error  of 
these  false  domestic  doctrines.  Why  was 
it  that  the  late  Samuel  Butler,  with  a  con- 
viction that  increased  with  his  experience 
of  life,  preached  the  gospel  of  Laodicea, 
urging  people  to  be  temperate  in  what  they 
called  goodness  as  in  everything  else?  Why 
is  it  that  I,  when  I  hear  some  well-mean- 
ing person  exhort  young  people  to  make 
it  a  rule  to  do  at  least  one  kind  action 
every  day,  feel  very  much  as  I  should  if  I 
heard  them  persuade  children  to  get  drunk 
at  least  once  every  day?  Apart  from  the 
initial  absurdity  of  accepting  as  per- 
manent a  state  of  things  in  which  there 
would  be  in  this  country  misery  enough 
to  supply  occasion  for  several  thousand 
million  kind  actions  per  annum,  the  effect 
on  the  character  of  the  doers  of  the 
actions  would  be  so  appalling,  that  one 
month  of  any  serious  attempt  to  carry 
out  such  counsels  would  probably  bring 
about  more  stringent  legislation  against 
actions  going  beyond  the  strict  letter  of 
the  law  in  the  way  of  kindness  than  we 
have  now  against  excess  in  the  opposite 
direction. 

There  is  no  more  dangerous  mistake 
than  the  mistake  of  supposing  that  we 
cannot  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing. 
The  truth  is,  an  immoderately  good  man 
is  very  much  more  dangerous  than  an 
immoderately  bad  man:  that  is  why 
Savonarola  was  burnt  and  John  of  Ley- 
den  torn  to  pieces  with  red-hot  pincers 
whilst  multitudes  of  unredeemed  rascals 
were  being  let  off  with  clipped  ears, 
burnt  palms,  a  flogging,  or  a  few  years  in 


the  galleys.  That  is  why  Christianity 
never  got  any  grip  of  the  world  until  it 
virtually  reduced  its  claims  on  the  ordin- 
ary citizen's  attention  to  a  couple  of  hours 
every  seventh  day,  and  let  him  alone  on 
week-days.  If  the  fanatics  who  are  pre- 
occupied day  in  and  day  out  with  their 
salvation  were  healthy,  virtuous,  and 
wise,  the  Laodiceanism  of  the  ordinary 
man  might  be  regarded  as  a  deplorable 
shortcoming;  but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  no 
more  frightful  misfortune  could  threaten 
us  than  a  general  spread  of  fanaticism. 
What  people  call  goodness  has  to  be  kept 
in  check  just  as  carefully  as  what  they  call 
badness;  for  the  human  constitution  will 
not  stand  very  much  of  either  without 
serious  psychological  mischief,  ending  in 
insanity  or  crime.  The  fact  that  the  in- 
sanity may  be  privileged,  as  Savonarola's 
was  up  to  the  point  of  wrecking  the  social 
life  of  Florence,  does  not  alter  the  case. 
We  always  hesitate  to  treat  a  dangerously 
good  man  as  a  lunatic  because  he  may 
turn  out  to  be  a  prophet  in  the  true  sense: 
that  is,  a  man  of  exceptional  sanity  who  is 
in  the  right  when  we  are  in  the  wrong. 
However  necessary  it  may  have  been  to 
get  rid  of  Savonarola,  it  was  foolish  to 
poison  Socrates  and  burn  St  Joan  of  Arc. 
But  it  is  none  the  less  necessary  to  take  a 
firm  stand  against  the  monstrous  pro- 
position that  because  certain  attitudes  and 
sentiments  may  be  heroic  and  admirable 
at  some  momentous  crisis,  they  should  or 
can  be  maintained  at  the  same  pitch  con- 
tinuously through  life.  A  life  spent  in 
prayer  and  almsgiving  is  really  as  insane 
as  a  life  spent  in  cursing  and  picking 
pockets:  the  effect  of  everybody  doing 
it  would  be  equally  disastrous.  The  super- 
stitious tolerance  so  long  accorded  to 
monks  and  nuns  is  inevitably  giving  way 
to  a  very  general  and  very  natural  practice 
of  confiscating  their  retreats  and  expelling 
them  from  their  country,  with  the  result 
that  they  come  to  England  and  Ireland, 
where  they  are  partly  unnoticed  and 
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partly  encouraged  because  they  conduct 
technical  schools  and  teach  our  girls  softer 
speech  and  gentler  manners  than  our  com- 
paratively ruffianly  elementary  teachers. 
But  they  are  still  full  of  the  notion 
that  because  it  is  possible  for  men  to 
attain  the  summit  of  Mont  Blanc  and  stay 
there  for  an  hour,  it  is  possible  for  them 
to  live  there.  Children  are  punished  and 
scolded  for  not  living  there;  and  adults 
take  serious  offence  if  it  is  not  assumed 
that  they  live  there. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  ethical  strain  is 
just  as  bad  for  us  as  physical  strain.  It  is 
desirable  that  the  normal  pitch  of  conduct 
at  which  men  are  not  conscious  of  being 
particularly  virtuous,  although  they  feel 
mean  when  they  fall  below  it,  should  be 
raised  as  high  as  possible;  but  it  is  not 
desirable  that  they  should  attempt  to  live 
above  this  pitch  any  more  than  that  they 
should  habitually  walk  at  the  rate  of  five 
miles  an  hour  or  carry  a  hundredweight 
continually  on  their  backs.  Their  normal 
condition  should  be  in  nowise  difficult  or 
remarkable;  and  it  is  a  perfectly  sound 
instinct  that  leads  us  to  mistrust  the  good 
man  as  much  as  the  bad  man,  and  to  ob- 
ject to  the  clergyman  who  is  pious  extra- 
professionally  as  much  as  to  the  pro- 
fessional pugilist  who  is  quarrelsome  and 
violent  in  private  life.  We  do  not  want 
good  men  and  bad  men  any  more  than 
we  want  giants  and  dwarfs.  What  we  do 
want  is  a  high  quality  for  our  normal: 
that  is,  people  who  can  be  much  better 
than  what  we  now  call  respectable  with- 
out self-sacrifice.  Conscious  goodness, 
like  conscious  muscular  effort,  may  be  of 
use  in  emergencies;  but  for  everyday 
national  use  it  is  negligible;  and  its  effect 
on  the  character  of  the  individual  may 
easily  be  disastrous. 

FOR  BETTER  FOR  WORSE 

It  would  be  hard  to  find  any  document 
in  practical  daily  use  in  which  these 
obvious  truths  seem  so  stupidly  over- 


looked as  they  are  in  the  marriage  service. 
As  we  haye  seen,  the  stupidity  is  only 
apparent/the  service  was  really  only  an 
honest  attempt  to  make  the  best  of  a  com- 
mercial contract  of  property  and  slavery 
by  subjecting  it  to  some  religious  re- 
straint and  elevating  it  by  some  touch  of 
poetry ,\But  the  actual  result  is  that  when 
two  people  are  under  the  influence  of  the 
most  violent,  most  insane,  most  delusive, 
and  most  transient  of  passions,  they  are 
required  to  swear  that  they  will  remain  in 
that  excited,  abnormal,  and  exhausting 
condition  continuously  until  death  do 
them  part.  And  though  of  course  nobody 
expects  them  to  do  anything  so  impos- 
sible and  so  unwholesome,  yet  the  law 
that  regulates  their  relations,  and  the  pub- 
lic opinion  that  regulates  that  law,  is  actu- 
ally founded  on  the  assumption  that  the 
marriage  vow  is  not  only  feasible  but 
beautiful  and  holy,  and  that  if  they  are 
false  to  it,  they  deserve  no  sympathy  and 
no  relief.  If  all  married  people  really  lived 
together,  no  doubt  the  mere  force  of  facts 
would  make  an  end  to  this  inhuman  non- 
sense in  a  month,  if  not  sooner;  but  it  is 
very  seldom  brought  to  that  test.  The 
typical  British  husband  sees  much  less  of 
his  wife  than  he  does  of  his  business 
partner,  his  fellow  clerk,  or  ^whoever 
works  beside  him  day  by  day.  vMan  and 
wife  do  not,  as  a  rule,  live  together:  they 
only  breakfast  together,  dine  together, 
and  sleep  in  the  same  room^In  most  cases 
the  woman  knows  nothing'  of  the  man's 
working  life  and  he  knows  nothing  of  her 
working  life  (he  calls  it  her  home  life).  It 
is  remarkable  that  the  very  people  who 
romance  most  absurdly  about  the  close- 
ness and  sacredness  of  the  marriage  tie 
are  also  those  who  are  most  convinced 
that  the  man's  sphere  and  the  woman's 
sphere  are  so  entirely  separate  that  only 
in  their  leisure  moments  can  they  ever  be 
together.  A  man  as  intimate  with  his  own 
wife  as  a  magistrate  is  with  his  clerk,  or 
a  Prime  Minister  with  the  leader  of  the 
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Opposition,  is  a  man  in  ten  thousand. 
The  majority  of  married  couples  never 
get  to  know  one  another  at  all:  they  only 
get  accustomed  to  having  the  same  house, 
the  same  children,  and  the  same  income, 
which  is  quite  a  different  matter.  The 
comparatively  few  men  who  work  at 
home — writers,  artists,  and  to  some  ex- 
tent clergymen — have  to  effect  some  sort 
of  segregation  within  the  house  or  else 
run  a  heavy  risk  of  overstraining  their 
domestic  relations.  When  the  pair  is  so 
poor  that  it  can  afford  only  a  single  room, 
the  strain  is  intolerable :  violent  quarrelling 
is  the  result.  Very  few  couples  can  live  in 
a  single-roomed  tenement  without  ex- 
changing blows  quite  frequently.  In  the 
leisured  classes  there  is  often  no  real 
family  life  at  all.  The  boys  are  at  a  public 
school;  the  girls  are  in  the  schoolroom  in 
charge  of  a  governess:  the  husband  is  at 
his  club  or  in  a  set  which  is  not  his  wife's; 
and  the  institution  of  marriage  enjoys  the 
credit  of  a  domestic  peace  which  is  hardly 
more  'intimate  than  the  relations  of 
prisoners  in  the  same  gaol  or  guests  at 
the  same  garden  party.  Taking  these  two 
cases  of  the  single  room  and  the  unearned 
income  as  the  extremes,  we  might  per- 
haps locate  at  a  guess  whereabout  on  the 
scale  between  them  any  particular  family 
stands.  But  it  is  clear  enough  that  the  one- 
roomed  end,  though  its  conditions  enable 
the  marriage  vow  to  be  carried  out  with 
the  utmost  attainable  exactitude,  is  far  less 
endurable  in  practice,  and  far  more  mis- 
chievous in  its  effect  on  the  parties  con- 
cerned, and  through  them  on  the  com- 
munity, than  the  other  end.  Thus  we  see 
that  the  revolt  against  marriage  is  by  no 
means  only  a  revolt  against  its  sordidness 
as  a  survival  of  sex  slavery.  It  may  even 
plausibly  be  maintained  that  this  is  pre- 
cisely the  part  of  it  that  works  most 
smoothly  in  practice.  The  revolt  is  also 
against  its  sentimentality,  its  romance,  its 
Amorism,  even  against  its  enervating 
happiness. 


WANTED:  AN  IMMORAL  STATESMAN 

We  now  see  that  the  statesman  who 
undertakes  to  deal  with  marriage  will 
have  to  face  an  amazingly  complicated 
public  opinion.  In  fact,  he  will  have  to 
leave  opinion  as  far  as  possible  out  of  the 
question,  and  deal  with  human  nature 
instead.  For  even  if  there  could  be  any 
real  public  opinion  in  a  society  like  ours, 
which  is  a  mere  mob  of  classes,  each  with 
its  own  habits  and  prejudices,  it  would 
be  at  best  a  jumble  of  superstitions  and 
interests,  taboos  and  hypocrisies,  which 
could  not  be  reconciled  in  any  coherent 
enactment.  It  would  probably  proclaim 
passionately  that  it  does  not  matter  in  the 
least  what  sort  of  children  we  have,  or 
how  few  or  how  many,  provided  the 
children  are  legitimate.  Also  that  it  does 
not  matter  in  the  least  what  sort  of  adults 
we  have,  provided  they  are  married.  No 
statesman  worth  the  name  can  possibly 
act  on  these  views.  He  is  bound  to  prefer 
one  healthy  illegitimate  child  to  ten 
rickety  legitimate  ones,  and  one  energetic 
and  capable  unmarried  couple  to  a  dozen 
inferior  apathetic  husbands  and  wives.  If 
it  could  be  proved  that  illicit  unions  pro- 
duce three  children  each  and  marriages 
only  one  and  a  half,  he  would  be  bound 
to  encourage  illicit  unions  and  discourage 
and  even  penalize  marriage.  The  common 
notion  that  the  existing  forms  of  marriage 
are  not  political  contrivances,  but  sacred 
ethical  obligations  to  which  everything, 
even  the  very  existence  of  the  human 
race,  must  be  sacrificed  if  necessary  (and 
this  is  what  the  vulgar  morality  we  mostly 
profess  on  the  subject  comes  to)  is  one  on 
which  no  sane  Government  could  act  for 
a  moment;  and  yet  it  influences,  or  is  be- 
lieved to  influence,  so  many  votes,  that 
no  Government  will  touch  the  marriage 
question  if  it  can  possibly  help  it,  even 
when  there  is  a  demand  for  the  extension 
of  marriage,  as  in  the  case  of  the  recent 
long-delayed  Act  legalizing  marriage 
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with  a  deceased  wife's  sister.  When  a  re- 
form in  the  other  direction  is  needed  (for 
example,  an  extension  of  divorce),  not 
even  the  existence  of  the  most  unbearable 
hardships  will  induce  our  statesmen  to 
move  so  long  as  the  victims  submit 
sheepishly,  though  when  they  take  the 
remedy  into  their  own  hands  an  inquiry 
is  soon  begun.  But  what  is  now  making 
some  action  in  the  matter  imperative  is 
neither  the  sufferings  of  those  who  are 
tied  for  life  to  criminals,  drunkards, 
physically  unsound  and  dangerous  mates, 
and  worthless  and  unamiable  people 
generally,  nor  the  immorality  of  the 
couples  condemned  to  celibacy  by  sepa- 
ration orders  which  do  not  annul  their 
marriages,  but  the  fall  in  the  birth-rate. 
Public  opinion  will  not  help  us  out  of  this 
difficulty:  on  the  contrary,  it  will,  if  it  be 
allowed,  punish  anybody  who  mentions 
it.  When  Zola  tried  to  repopulate  France 
by  writing  a  novel  in  praise  of  parentage, 
the  only  comment  made  here  was  that  the 
book  could  not  possibly  be  translated 
into  English,  as  its  subject  was  too  im- 
proper. 

THE   LIMITS   OF   DEMOCRACY 

Now  if  England  had  been  governed  in 
the  past  by  statesmen  willing  to  be  ruled 
by  such  public  opinion  as  that,  she  would 
have  been  wiped  off  the  political  map 
long  ago.  The  modern  notion  that  demo- 
cracy means  governing  a  country  accord- 
ing to  the  ignorance  of  its  majorities  is 
never  more  disastrous  than  when  there  is 
some  question  of  sexual  morals  to  be 
dealt  with.  The  business  of  a  democratic 
statesman  is  not,  as  some  of  us  seem  to 
think,  to  convince  the  voters  that  he 
knows  no  better  than  they  as  to  the 
methods  of  attaining  their  common  ends, 
but  on  the  contrary  to  convince  them 
that  he  knows  much  better  than  they  do, 
and  therefore  differs  from  them  on  every 
possible  question  of  method.  The  voter's 
duty  is  to  take  care  that  the  Government 


consists  of  men  whom  he  can  trust  to 
devize  or  support  institutions  making  for 
the  common  welfare.  This  is  highly 
skilled  work;  and  to  be  governed  by 
people  who  set  about  it  as  the  man  in 
the  street  would  set  about  it  is  to  make 
straight  for  "red  ruin  and  the  breaking  up 
of  laws."  Voltaire  said  that  Mr  Everybody 
is  wiser  than  anybody;  and  whether  he  is 
or  not,  it  is  his  will  that  must  prevail;  but 
the  will  and  the  way  are  two  very  differ- 
ent things.  For  example,  it  is  the  will  of 
the  people  on  a  hot  day  that  the  means  of 
relief  from  the  effects  of  the  heat  should 
be  within  the  reach  of  everybody.  No- 
thing could  be  more  innocent,  more 
hygienic,  more  important  to  the  social 
welfare.  But  the  way  of  the  people  on 
such  occasions  is  mostly  to  drink  large 
quantities  of  beer,  or,  among  the  more 
luxurious  classes,  iced  claret  cup,  lemon 
squashes,  and  the  like.  To  take  a  moral 
illustration,  the  will  to  suppress  mis- 
conduct and  secure  efficiency  in  work  is 
general  and  salutary;  but  the  notion  that 
the  best  and  only  effective  way  is  by  com- 
plaining, scolding,  punishing,  and  re- 
venging is  equally  general.  When  Mrs 
Squeers  opened  an  abscess  on  her  pupil's 
head  with  an  inky  penknife,  her  object 
was  entirely  laudable:  her  heart  was  in  the 
right  place:  a  statesman  interfering  with 
her  on  the  ground  that  he  did  not  want 
the  boy  cured  would  have  deserved  im- 
peachment for  gross  tyranny.  But  a  states- 
man tolerating  amateur  surgical  practice 
with  inky  penknives  in  school  would  be 
a  very  bad  Minister  of  Education.  It  is  on 
the  question  of  method  that  your  expert 
comes  in;  and  though  I  am  democrat 
enough  to  insist  that  he  must  first  con- 
vince a  representative  body  of  amateurs 
that  his  way  is  the  right  way  and  Mrs 
Squeers's  way  the  wrong  way,  yet  I 
would  not  have  them  assume  that  Mrs 
Squeers's  amateur  way  is  likely  to  be 
the  right  way  because  she  belongs  to 
the  democracy  and  the  Minister  to  the 
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bureaucracy,  or  that  any  other  test  is  to 
be  applied  to  it  except  the  test  of  its  effect 
on  human  welfare. 

THE   SCIENCE  AND  ART   OF  POLITICS 

Political  Science  means  nothing  else 
than  the  devizing  of  the  best  ways  of  ful- 
filling the  will  of  the  world;  and,  I  repeat, 
it  is  skilled  work.  Once  the  way  is  dis- 
covered, the  methods  laid  down,  and  the 
machinery  provided,  the  work  of  the 
statesman  is  done,  and  that  of  the  official 
begins.  To  illustrate,  there  is  no  need  for 
the  police  officer  who  governs  the  street 
traffic  to  be  or  to  know  any  better  than 
the  people  who  obey  the  wave  of  his  hand. 
All  concerted  action  involves  subordina- 
tion and  the  appointment  of  directors  at 
whose  signal  the  others  will  act.  There  is 
no  more  need  for  them  to  be  superior  to 
the  rest  than  for  the  keystone  of  an  arch 
to  be  of  harder  stone  than  the  coping.  But 
when  it  comes  to  devizing  the  directions 
which  are  to  be  obeyed:  that  is,  to  making 
new  institutions  and  scrapping  old  ones, 
then  you  need  aristocracy  in  the  sense  of 
government  by  the  best.  A  military  state 
organized  so  as  to  carry  out  exactly  the 
impulses  of  the  average  soldier  would  not 
last  a  year.  The  result  of  trying  to  make 
the  Church  of  England  reflect  the  notions 
of  the  average  churchgoer  has  reduced  it 
to  a  cipher  except  for  the  purposes  of  a 
petulantly  irreligious  social  and  political 
club.  Democracy  as  to  the  thing  to  be 
done  may  be  inevitable  (hence  the  vital 
need  for  a  democracy  of  supermen);  but 
democracy  as  to  the  way  to  do  it  is  like 
letting  the  passengers  drive  the  train:  it 
can  only  end  in  collision  and  wreck.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  we  obtain  reforms  (such  as 
they  are),  not  by  allowing  the  electorate 
to  draft  statutes,  but  by  persuading  it  that 
a  certain  minister  and  his  cabinet  are 
gifted  with  sufficient  political  sagacity  to 
find  out  how  to  produce  the  desired  re- 
sult. And  the  usual  penalty  of  taking 
advantage  of  this  power  to  reform  our 


institutions  is  defeat  by  a  vehement  "swing 
of  the  pendulum"  at  the  next  election. 
Therein  lies  the  peril  and  the  glory  of 
democratic  statesmanship.  A  statesman 
who  confines  himself  to  popular  legisla- 
tion— or,  for  the  matter  of  that,  a  play- 
wright who  confines  himself  to  popular 
plays — is  like  a  blind  man's  dog  who  goes 
wherever  the  blind  man  pulls  him,  on  the 
ground  that  both  of  them  want  to  go  to 
the  same  place. 

WHY   STATESMEN   SHIRK  THE  MARRIAGE 
QUESTION 

The  reform  of  marriage,  then,  will  be  a 
very  splendid  and  very  hazardous  adven- 
ture for  the  Prime  Minister  who  takes  it 
in  hand.  He  will  be  posted  on  every 
hoarding  and  denounced  in  every  Oppo- 
sition paper,  especially  in  the  sporting 
papers,  as  the  destroyer  of  the  home,  the 
family,  of  decency,  of  morality,  of  chas- 
tity and  what  not.  All  the  commonplaces 
of  the  modern  anti-Socialist  Noodle's 
Oration  will  be  hurled  at  him.  And  he  will 
have  to  proceed  without  the  slightest  con- 
cession to  it,  giving  the  noodles  nothing 
but  their  due  in  the  assurance  "I  know 
how  to  attain  our  ends  better  than  you," 
and  staking  his  political  life  on  the  convic- 
tion carried  by  that  assurance,  which  con- 
viction will  depend  a  good  deal  on  the 
certainty  with  which  it  is  made,  which 
again  can  be  attained  only  by  studying 
the  facts  of  marriage  and  understanding 
the  needs  of  the  nation.  And,  after  all, 
he  will  find  that  the  pious  commonplaces 
on  which  he  and  the  electorate  are  agreed 
conceal  an  utter  difference  in  the  real  ends 
in  view:  his  being  public,  far-sighted,  and 
impersonal,  and  those  of  multitudes  of 
the  electorate  narrow,  personal,  jealous, 
and  corrupt.  Under  such  circumstances, 
it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  the  mere 
mention  of  the  marriage  question  makes 
a  British  Cabinet  shiver  with  apprehen- 
sion and  hastily  pass  on  to  safer  business. 
Nevertheless  the  reform  of  marriage  can- 
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not  be  put  off  for  ever.  When  its  hour 
comes,  what  are  the  points  the  Cabinet 
will  have  to  take  up? 

THE   QUESTION   OF  POPULATION 

First,  it  will  have  to  make  up  its  mind 
as  to  how  many  people  we  want  in  the 
country.  If  we  want  less  than  at  present, 
we  must  ascertain  how  many  less;  and  if 
we  allow  the  reduction  to  be  made  by  the 
continued  operation  of  the  present  steril- 
ization of  marriage,  we  must  settle  how 
the  process  is  to  be  stopped  when  it  has 
gone  far  enough.  But  if  we  desire  to 
maintain  the  population  at  its  present 
figure,  or  to  increase  it,  we  must  take 
immediate  steps  to  induce  people  of 
moderate  means  to  marry  earlier  and  to 
have  more  children.  There  is  less  urgency 
in  the  case  of  the  very  poor  and  the  very 
rich.  They  breed  recklessly:  the  rich  be- 
cause they  can  afford  it,  and  the  poor 
because  they  cannot  afford  the  pre- 
cautions by  which  the  artisans  and  the 
middle  classes  avoid  big  families.  Never- 
theless the  population  declines,  because 
the  high  birth-rate  of  the  very  poor  is 
counterbalanced  by  a  huge  infantile- 
mortality  in  the  slums,  whilst  the  very 
rich  are  also  the  very  few,  and  are  be- 
coming sterilized  by  the  spreading  revolt 
of  their  women  against  excessive  child- 
bearing — sometimes  against  any  child- 
bearing. 

This  last  cause  is  important.  It  cannot 
be  removed  by  any  economic  readjust- 
ment. If  every  family  were  provided  with 
£  1 0,000  a  year  tomorrow,  women  would 
still  refuse  more  and  more  to  continue 
bearing  children  until  they  are  exhausted 
whilst  numbers  of  others  are  bearing  no 
children  at  all.  Even  if  every  woman  bear- 
ing and  rearing  a  valuable  child  received 
a  handsome  series  of  payments,  thereby 
making  motherhood  a  real  profession  as 
it  ought  to  be,  the  number  of  women  able 
or  willing  to  give  more  of  their  lives  to 
gestation  and  nursing  than  three  or  four 


children  would  cost  them  might  not  be 
very  large  if  the  advance  in  social  organ- 
ization and  conscience  indicated  by  such 
payments  involved  also  the  opening  up 
of  other  means  of  livelihood  to  women. 
And  it  must  be  remembered  that  urban 
civilization  itself,  insofar  as  it  is  a  method 
of  evolution  (and  when  it  is  not  this,  it  is 
simply  a  nuisance),  is  a  sterilizing  process 
as  far  as  numbers  go.  It  is  harder  to  keep 
up  the  supply  of  elephants  than  of  spar- 
rows and  rabbits;  and  for  the  same  reason 
it  will  be  harder  to  keep  up  the  supply  of 
highly  cultivated  men  and  women  than 
it  now  is  of  agricultural  laborers.  Bees  get 
out  of  this  difficulty  by  a  special  system 
of  feeding  which  enables  a  queen  bee  to 
produce  4000  eggs  a  day  whilst  the  other 
females  lose  their  sex  altogether  and  be- 
come workers  supporting  the  males  in 
luxury  and  idleness  until  the  queen  has 
found  her  mate,  when  the  queen  kills  him 
and  the  quondam  females  kill  all  the  rest 
(such  at  least  are  the  accounts  given  by 
romantic  naturalists  of  the  matter). 

THE  RIGHT  TO   MOTHERHOOD 

This  system  certainly  shews  a  much 
higher  development  of  social  intelligence 
than  our  marriage  system;  but  if  it  were 
physically  possible  to  introduce  it  into 
human  society  it  would  be  wrecked  by 
an  opposite  and  not  less  important  revolt 
of  women:  that  is,  the  revolt  against  com- 
pulsory barrenness.  In  this  two  classes  of 
women  are  concerned:  those  who,  though 
they  have  no  desire  for  the  presence  or 
care  of  children,  nevertheless  feel  that 
motherhood  is  an  experience  necessary  to 
their  complete  psychical  development  and 
understanding  of  themselves  and  others, 
and  those  who,  though  unable  to  find  or 
unwilling  to  entertain  a  husband,  would 
like  to  occupy  themselves  with  the  rear- 
ing of  children.  My  own  experience  of 
discussing  this  question  leads  me  to  be- 
lieve that  the  one  point  on  which  all 
women  are  in  furious  secret  rebellioa 
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against  the  existing  law  is  the  saddling  of 
the  right  to  a  child  with  the  obligation  to 
become  the  servant  of  a  man.  Adoption, 
or  the  begging  or  buying  or  stealing  of 
another  woman's  child,  is  no  remedy:  it 
does  not  provide  the  supreme  experience 
of  bearing  the  child.  No  political  con- 
stitution will  ever  succeed  or  deserve  to 
succeed  unless  it  includes  the  recognition 
of  an  absolute  right  to  sexual  experience, 
and  is  untainted  by  the  Pauline  or  roman- 
tic view  of  such  experience  as  sinful  in 
itself.  And  since  this  experience  in  its 
fullest  sense  must  be  carried  in  the  case  of 
women  to  the  point  of  childbearing,  it 
can  only  be  reconciled  with  the  accept- 
ance of  marriage  with  the  child's  father  by 
legalizing  polygyny,  because  there  are 
more  adult  women  in  the  country  than 
men.  Now  though  polygyny  prevails 
throughout  the  greater  part  of  the  British 
Empire,  and  is  as  practicable  here  as  in 
India,  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said 
against  it,  and  still  more  to  be  felt.  How- 
ever, let  us  put  our  feelings  aside  for 
a  moment,  and  consider  the  question 
politically. 

MONOGAMY,  POLYGYNY,  AND  POLYANDRY 

The  number  of  wives  permitted  to  a 
single  husband  or  of  husbands  to  a  single 
wife  under  a  marriage  system,  is  not  an 
ethical  problem:  it  depends  solely  on  the 
proportion  of  the  sexes  in  the  population. 
If  in  consequence  of  a  great  war  three- 
quarters  of  the  men  in  this  country  were 
killed,  it  would  be  absolutely  necessary  to 
adopt  the  Mahometan  allowance  of  four 
wives  to  each  man  in  order  to  recruit  the 
population.  The  fundamental  reason  for 
not  allowing  women  to  risk  their  lives  in 
battle  and  for  giving  them  the  first  chance 
of  escape  in  all  dangerous  emergencies: 
in  short,  for  treating  their  lives  as  more 
valuable  than  male  lives,  is  not  in  the  least 
a  chivalrous  reason,  though  men  may 
consent  to  it  under  the  illusion  of  chivalry. 
It  is  a  simple  matter  of  necessity;  for  if  a 


large  proportion  of  women  were  kil 
disabled,  no  possible  readjustment  c 


:illed  or 
of  our 

marriage  law  could  avert  the  depopula- 
tion and  consequent  political  ruin  of  the 
country,  because  a  woman  with  several 
husbands  bears  fewer  children  than  a 
woman  with  one,  whereas  a  man  can  pro- 
duce as  many  families  as  he  has  wives. 
The  natural  foundation  of  the  institution 
of  monogamy  is  not  any  inherent  vicious- 
ness  in  polygyny  or  polyandry,  but  the 
hard  fact  that  men  and  women  are  born 
in  about  equal  numbers.  Unfortunately, 
we  kill  so  many  of  our  male  children  in 
infancy  that  we  are  left  with  a  surplus  of 
adult  women  which  is  sufficiently  large 
to  claim  attention,  and  yet  not  large 
enough  to  enable  every  man  to  have  two 
wives.  Even  if  it  were,  we  should  be  met 
by  an  economic  difficulty.  A  Kaffir  is  rich 
in  proportion  to  the  number  of  his  wives, 
because  the  women  are  the  breadwinners. 
But  in  our  civilization  women  are  not 
paid  for  their  social  work  in  the  bearing 
and  rearing  of  children  and  the  ordering 
of  households:  they  are  quartered  on  the 
wages  of  their  husbands.  At  least  four  out 
of  five  of  our  men  could  not  afford  two 
wives  unless  their  wages  were  nearly 
doubled.  Would  it  not  then  be  well  to  try 
unlimited  polygyny;  so  that  the  remain- 
ing fifth  could  have  as  many  wives  apiece 
as  they  could  afford?  Let  us  see  how  this 
would  work. 

THE  MALE  REVOLT  AGAINST  POLGYNY 

Experience  shews  that  women  do  not 
object  to  polygyny  when  it  is  customary: 
on  the  contrary,  they  are  its  most  ardent 
supporters.  The  reason  is  obvious.  (The 
question,  as  it  presents  itself  in  practiceTto 
a  woman,  is  whether  it  is  better  to  have, 
say,  a  whole  share  in  a  tenth-rate  man  or 
a  tenth  share  in  a  first-rate  rrfaitV  Substi- 
tute the  word  Income  for  the  word  Man, 
and  you  will  have  the  question  as  it  pre- 
sents itself  economically  to  the  dependent 
woman.  The  woman  whose  instincts  are 
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maternal,  who  desires  superior  children 
more  than  anything  else,  never  hesitates. 
She  would  take  a  thousandth  share,  if 
necessary,  in  a  husband  who  was  a  man 
in  a  thousand,  rather  than  have  some 
comparatively  weedy  weakling  all  to  her- 
self. It  is  the  comparatively  weedy  weak- 
ling, left  mateless  by  polygyny,  who 
objects.  Thus,  it  was  not  the  women  of 
Salt  Lake  City  nor  even  of  America  who 
attacked  Mormon  polygyny.  It  was  the 
men.  And  very  naturally.  On  the  other 
hand,  women  object  to  polyandry,  be- 
cause polyandry  enables  the  best  women 
to  monopolize  all  the  men,  just  as  poly- 
gyny enables  the  best  men  to  monopolize 
all  the  women.  That  is  why  all  our  ordin- 
ary men  and  women  are  unanimous  in 
defence  of  monogamy,  the  men  because 
it  excludes  polygyny,  and  the  women 
because  it  excludes  polyandry.  The 
women,  left  to  themselves,  would  tolerate 
polygyny.  The  men,  left  to  themselves, 
would  tolerate  polyandry.  But  polygyny 
would  condemn  a  great  many  men,  and 
polyandry  a  great  many  women,  to  the 
celibacy  of  neglect.  Hence  the  resistance 
any  attempt  to  establish  unlimited  poly- 
gyny always  provokes,  not  from  the  best 
people,  but  from  the  mediocrities  and  the 
inferiors.  If  we  could  get  rid  of  our  in- 
feriors and  screw  up  our  average  quality 
until  mediocrity  ceased  to  be  a  reproach, 
thus  making  every  man  reasonably 
eligible  as  a  father  and  every  woman 
reasonably  desirable  as  a  mother,  poly- 
gyny and  polyandry  would  immediately 
fall  into  sincere  disrepute,  because  mono- 
gamy is  so  much  more  convenient  and 
economical  that  nobody  would  want  to 
share  a  husband  or  wife  if  he  (or  she) 
could  have  a  sufficiently  good  one  all  to 
himself  (or  herself).  Thus  it  appears  that 
it  is  the  scarcity  of  husbands  or  wives  of 
high  quality  that  leads  women  to  poly- 
gyny and  men  to  polyandry,  and  that  if 
this  scarcity  were  cured,  monogamy,  in 
the  sense  of  having  only  one  husband  or 


wife  at  a  time  (facilities  for  changing  are 
another  matter),  would  be  found  satis- 
factory. 

DIFFERENCE   BETWEEN   ORIENTAL  AND 
OCCIDENTAL   POLYGYNY 

It  may  now  be  asked  why  the  poly- 
gynist  nations  have  not  gravitated  to 
monogamy,  like  the  latter-day  saints  of 
Salt  Lake  City.  The  answer  is  not  far  to 
seek:  their  polygyny  is  limited.  By  the 
Mahometan  law  a  man  cannot  marry 
more  than  four  wives;  and  by  the  unwrit- 
ten law  of  necessity  no  man  can  keep 
more  wives  than  he  can  afford;  so  that  a 
man  with  four  wives  must  be  quite  as 
exceptional  in  Asia  as  a  man  with  a 
carriage-and-pair  or  a  motor  car  is  in 
Europe,  where,  nevertheless,  we  may  all 
have  as  many  carriages  and  motors  as  we 
can  afford  to  pay  for.  Kulin  polygyny, 
though  unlimited,  is  not  really  a  popular 
institution:  if  you  are  a  person  of  high 
caste  you  pay  another  person  of  very 
august  caste  indeed  to  make  your  daugh- 
ter momentarily  one  of  his  sixty  or 
seventy  momentary  wives  for  the  sake  of 
ennobling  your  grandchildren;  but  this 
fashion  of  a  small  and  intensely  snobbish 
class  is  negligible  as  a  general  precedent. 
In  any  case,  men  and  women  in  the  East 
do  not  marry  anyone  they  fancy,  as  in 
England  and  America.  Women  are  se- 
cluded and  marriages  are  arranged.  In 
Salt  Lake  City  the  free  unsecluded 
woman  could  see  and  meet  the  ablest  man 
of  the  community,  and  tempt  him  to  make 
her  his  tenth  wife  by  all  the  arts  peculiar 
to  women  in  English-speaking  countries. 
No  Eastern  woman  can  do  anything  of 
the  sort.  The  man  alone  has  any  initiative; 
but  he  has  no  access  to  the  woman;  be- 
sides, as  we  have  seen,  the  difficulty 
created  by  male  license  is  not  polygyny 
but  polyandry,  which  is  not  allowed. 

Consequently,  if  we  are  to  make  poly- 
gyny a  success,  we  must  limit  it.  If  we  have 
two  women  to  every  one  man,  we  must 
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allow  each  man  only  two  wives.  That  is 
simple;  but  unfortunately  our  own  actual 
proportion  is,  roughly,  something  like 
ItSr  women  to  i  man.  Now  you  cannot 
enact  that  each  man  shall  be  allowed  i  j>r 
wives,  or  that  each  woman  who  cannot 
get  a  husband  all  to  herself  shall  divide 
herself  between  eleven  already  married 
husbands.  Thus  there  is  no  way  out  for 
us  through  polygyny.  There  is  no  way  at 
all  out  of  the  present  system  of  condemn- 
ing the  superfluous  women  to  barrenness, 
except  by  legitimizing  the  children  of 
women  who  are  not  married  to  the  fathers. 

THE  OLD  MAID'S  RIGHT  TO  MOTHERHOOD 

Now  the  right  to  bear  children  without 
taking  a  husband  could  not  be  confined 
to  women  who  are  superfluous  in  the 
monogamic  reckoning.  There  is  the  prac- 
tical difficulty  that  although  in  our  popu- 
lation there  are  about  a  million  mono- 
gamically  superfluous  women,  yet  it  is 
quite  impossible  to  say  of  any  given  un- 
married woman  that  she  is  one  of  the 
superfluous.  And  there  is  the  difficulty  of 
principle.  The  right  to  bear  a  child,  per- 
haps the  most  sacred  of  all  women's 
rights,  is  not  one  that  should  have  any 
conditions  attached  to  it  except  in  the 
interests  of  race  welfare.  There  are  many 
women  of  admirable  character,  strong, 
capable,  independent,  who  dislike  the 
domestic  habits  of  men;  have  no  natural 
turn  for  mothering  and  coddling  them; 
and  find  the  concession  of  conjugal  rights 
to  any  person  under  any  conditions  in- 
tolerable by  their  self-respect.  Yet  the 
general  sense  of  the  community  recog- 
nizes in  these  very  women  the  fittest 
people  to  have  charge  of  children,  and 
trusts  them,  as  schoolmistresses  and 
matrons  of  institutions,  more  than  women 
of  any  other  type  when  it  is  possible  to 
procure  them  for  such  work.  Why  should 
the  taking  of  a  husband  be  imposed  on 
these  women  as  the  price  of  their  right  to 
maternity?  I  am  quite  unable  to  answer 


that  question.  I  see  a  good  deal  of  first- 
rate  maternal  ability  and  sagacity  spend- 
ing itself  on  bees  and  poultry  and  village 
schools  and  cottage  hospitals;  and  I  find 
myself  repeatedly  asking  myself  why  this 
valuable  strain  in  the  national  breed 
should  be  sterilized.  Unfortunately,  the 
very  women  whom  we  should  tempt  to 
become  mothers  for  the  good  of  the  race 
are  the  very  last  people  to  press  their  ser- 
vices on  their  country  in  that  way.  Plato 
long  ago  pointed  out  the  importance  of 
being  governed  by  men  with  sufficient 
sense  of  responsibility  and  comprehension 
of  public  duties  to  be  very  reluctant  to 
undertake  the  work  of  governing;  and 
yet  we  have  taken  his  instruction  so  little 
to  heart  that  we  are  at  present  suffering 
acutely  from  government  by  gentlemen 
who  will  stoop  to  all  the  mean  shifts  of 
electioneering  and  incur  all  its  heavy 
expenses  for  the  sake  of  a  seat  in  Parlia- 
ment. But  what  our  sentimentalists  have 
not  yet  been  told  is  that  exactly  the  same 
thing  applies  to  maternity  as  to  govern- 
ment. The  best  mothers  are  not  those  who 
are  so  enslaved  by  their  primitive  instincts 
that  they  will  bear  children  no  matter 
how  hard  the  conditions  are,  but  pre- 
cisely those  who  place  a  very  high  price 
on  their  services,  and  are  quite  prepared 
to  become  old  maids  if  the  price  is  re- 
fused, and  even  to  feel  relieved  at  their 
escape.  Our  democratic  and  matrimonial 
institutions  may  have  their  merits:  at  all 
events  they  are  mostly  reforms  of  some- 
thing worse;  but  they  put  a  premium  on 
want  of  self-respect  in  certain  very  im-$ 
portant  matters;  and  the  consequence  isj 
that  we  are  very  badly  governed  and1 
are,  on  the  whole,  an  ugly,  mean,  il!4 
bred  race. 

IBSEN'S  CHAIN  STITCH 

Let  us  not  forget,  however,  in  our  sym- 
pathy for  the  superfluous  women,  that 
their  children  must  have  fathers  as  well  as 
mothers.  Who  are  the  fathers  to  be?  All 
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monogamists  and  married  women  will 
reply  hastily:  either  bachelors  or  widow- 
ers; and  this  solution  will  serve  as  well  as 
another;  for  it  would  be  hypocritical  to 
pretend  that  the  difficulty  is  a  practical 
one.  None  the  less,  the  monogamists, 
after  due  reflection,  will  point  out  that  if 
there  are  widowers  enough  the  super- 
fluous women  are  not  really  superfluous, 
and  therefore  there  is  no  reason  why  the 
parties  should  not  marry  respectably  like 
other  people.  And  they  might  in  that  case 
be  right  if  the  reasons  were  purely 
numerical:  that  is,  if  every  woman  were 
willing  to  take  a  husband  if  one  could  be 
found  for  her,  and  every  man  willing  to 
take  a  wife  on  the  same  terms;  also,  please 
remember,  if  widows  would  remain  celi- 
bate to  give  the  unmarried  woman  a 
chance.  These  ifs  will  not  work.  We  must 
recognize  two  classes  of  old  maids:  one, 
the  really  superfluous  women,  and  the 
other,  the  women  who  refuse  to  accept 
maternity  on  the  (to  them)  unbearable 
condition  of  taking  a  husband.  From  both 
classes  may,  perhaps,  be  subtracted  for 
the  present  the  large  proportion  of  women 
who  could  not  afford  the  extra  expense 
of  one  or  more  children.  I  say  "perhaps", 
because  it  is  by  no  means  sure  that  within 
reasonable  limits  mothers  do  not  make  a 
better  fight  for  subsistence,  and  have  not, 
on  the  whole,  a  better  time  than  single 
women.  In  any  case,  we  have  two  distinct 
cases  to  deal  with:  the  superfluous  and  the 
voluntary;  and  it  is  the  voluntary  whose 
grit  we  are  most  concerned  to  fertilize. 
But  here,  again,  we  cannot  put  our  finger 
on  any  particular  case  and  pick  out  Miss 
Robinson's  as  superfluous,  and  Miss  Wil- 
kinson's as  voluntary.  Whether  we  legiti- 
mize the  child  of  the  unmarried  woman 
as  a  duty  to  the  superfluous  or  as  a  bribe 
to  the  voluntary,  the  practical  result  must 
be  the  same:  to  wit,  that  the  condition  of 
marriage  now  attached  to  legitimate 
parentage  will  be  withdrawn  from  all 
women,  and  fertile  unions  outside  mar- 


riage recognized  by  society.  Now  clearly 
the  consequences  would  not  stop  there. 
The  strong-minded  ladies  who  are  re- 
solved to  be  mistresses  in  their  own 
houses  would  not  be  the  only  ones  to  take 
advantage  of  the  new  law.  Even  women 
to  whom  a  home  without  a  man  in  it 
would  be  no  home  at  all,  and  who  fully 
intended,  if  the  man  turned  out  to  be  the 
right  one,  to  live  with  him  exactly  as 
married  couples  live,  would,  if  they  were 
possessed  of  independent  means,  have 
every  inducement  to  adopt  the  new  con- 
ditions instead  of  the  old  ones.  Only  the 
women  whose  sole  means  of  livelihood 
was  wifehood  would  insist  on  marriage: 
hence  a  tendency  would  set  in  to  make 
marriage  more  and  more  one  of  the  cus- 
toms imposed  by  necessity  on  the  poor, 
whilst  the  freer  form  of  union,  regulated, 
no  doubt,  by  settlements  and  private  con- 
tracts of  various  kinds,  would  become  the 
practice  of  the  rich:  that  is,  would  become 
the  fashion.  At  which  point  nothing  but 
the  achievement  of  economic  independ- 
ence by  women,  which  is  already  seen 
clearly  ahead  of  us,  would  be  needed  to 
make  marriage  disappear  altogether,  not 
by  formal  abolition,  but  by  simple  disuse. 
The  private  contract  stage  of  this  process 
was  reached  in  ancient  Rome.  The  only 
practicable  alternative  to  it  seems  to  be 
such  an  extension  of  divorce  as  will  re- 
duce the  risks  and  obligations  of  marriage 
to  a  degree  at  which  they  will  be  no  worse 
than  those  of  the  alternatives  to  marriage. 
As  we  shall  see,  this  is  the  solution  to 
which  all  the  arguments  tend.  Meanwhile, 
note  how  much  reason  a  statesman  has  to 
pause  before  meddling  with  an  institution 
which,  unendurable  as  its  drawbacks  are, 
threatens  to  come  to  pieces  in  all  direc- 
,tions  if  a  single  thread  of  it  be  cut. 
iJbsen's  similitude  of  the  machine-made 
rchain  stitch,  which  unravels  the  whole 
.seam  at  the  first  pull  when  a  single  stitch 
I  is  ripped,  is  very  applicable  to  the  knot 
>f  marriage. 
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REMOTENESS   OF  THE   FACTS   FROM  THE 
IDEAL 

But  before  we  allow  this  to  deter  us 
from  touching  the  sacred  fabric,  we  must 
find  out  whether  it  is  not  already  coming 
to  pieces  in  all  directions  by  the  continu- 
ous strain  of  circumstances.  No  doubt,  if 
it  were  all  that  it  pretends  to  be,  and 
human  nature  were  working  smoothly 
within  its  limits,  there  would  be  nothing 
more  to  be  said:  it  would  be  let  alone  as 
it  always  is  let  alone  during  the  cruder 
stages  of  civilization.  But  the  moment  we 
refer  to  the  facts,  we  discover  that  the 
ideal  matrimony  and  domesticity  which 
our  bigots  implore  us  to  preserve  as  the 
corner-stone  of  our  society  is  a  figment: 
what  we  have  really  got  is  something  very 
different,  questionable  at  its  best,  and 
abominable  at  its  worst.  The  word  pure, 
so  commonly  applied  to  it  by  thoughtless 
people,  is  absurd;  because  if  they  do  not 
mean  celibate  by  it,  they  mean  nothing; 
and  if  they  do  mean  celibate,  then  mar- 
riage is  legalized  impurity,  a  conclusion 
which  is  offensive  and  inhuman.  Marriage 
as  a  fact  is  not  in  the  least  like  marriage  as 
an  ideal.  If  it  were,  the  sudden  changes 
which  have  been  made  on  the  Continent 
from  indissoluble  Roman  Catholic  mar- 
riage to  marriage  that  can  be  dissolved  by 
a  box  on  the  ear  as  in  France,  by  an 
epithet  as  in  Germany,  or  simply  at  the 
wish  of  both  parties  as  in  Sweden,  not  to 
mention  the  experiments  made  by  some 
of  the  American  States,  would  have 
shaken  society  to  its  foundations.  Yet 
they  have  produced  so  little  effect  that 
Englishmen  open  their  eyes  in  surprise 
when  told  of  their  existence. 

DIFFICULTY  OF   OBTAINING  EVIDENCE 

As  to  what  actual  marriage  is,  one 
would  like  evidence  instead  of  guesses; 
but  as  all  departures  from  the  ideal  are  re- 
garded as  disgraceful,  evidence  cannot  be 
obtained;  for  when  the  whole  community 


is  indicted,  nobody  will  go  into  the 
witness-box  for  the  prosecution.  Some 
guesses  we  can  make  with  some  con- 
fidence. For  example,  if  it  be  objected 
to  any  change  that  our  bachelors  and 
widowers  would  no  longer  be  Galahads, 
we  may  without  extravagance  or  cynicism 
reply  that  many  of  them  are  not  Galahads 
now,  and  that  the  only  change  would  be 
that  hypocrisy  would  no  longer  be  com- 
pulsory. Indeed,  this  can  hardly  be  called 
guessing:  the  evidence  is  in  the  streets. 
But  when  we  attempt  to  find  out  the 
truth  about  our  marriages,  we  cannot  even 
guess  with  any  confidence.  Speaking  for 
myself,  I  can  say  that  I  know  the  inside 
history  of  perhaps  half-a-dozen  marriages. 
Any  family  solicitor  knows  more  than 
this;  but  even  a  family  solicitor,  however 
large  his  practice,  knows  nothing  of  the 
million  households  which  have  no  solici- 
tors, and  which  nevertheless  make  mar- 
riage what  it  really  is.  And  all  he  can  say 
comes  to  no  more  than  I  can  say:  to  wit, 
that  no  marriage  of  which  I  have  any 
knowledge  is  in  the  least  like  the  ideal 
marriage.  I  do  not  mean  that  it  is  worse: 
I  mean  simply  that  it  is  different.  Also, 
far  from  society  being  organized  in  a 
defence  of  its  ideal  so  jealous  and  im- 
placable that  the  least  step  from  the 
straight  path  means  exposure  and  ruin,  it 
is  almost  impossible  by  any  extravagance 
of  misconduct  to  provoke  society  to  re- 
lax its  steady  pretence  of  blindness,  unless 
you  do  one  or  both  of  two  fatal  things. 
One  is  to  get  into  the  newspapers;  and 
the  other  is  to  confess.  If  you  confess 
misconduct  to  respectable  men  or  women 
they  must  either  disown  you  or  become 
virtually  your  accomplices:  that  is  why 
they  are  so  angry  with  you  for  confessing. 
If  you  get  into  the  papers,  the  pretence  of 
not  knowing  becomes  impossible.  But  it 
is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that  if  you 
avoid  these  two  perils,  you  can  do  any- 
thing you  like,  as  far  as  your  neighbors 
are  concerned.  And  since  we  can  hardly 
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flatter  ourselves  that  this  is  the  effect  of 
charity,  it  is  difficult  not  to  suspect  that 
our  extraordinary  forbearance  in  the  mat- 
ter of  stone  throwing  is  that  suggested  in 
the  well-known  parable  of  the  woman 
taken  in  adultery  which  some  early  free- 
thinker slipped  into  the  Gospel  of  St 
John:  namely,  that  we  all  live  in  glass 
houses.  We  may  take  it,  then,  that  the 
ideal  husband  and  the  ideal  wife  are  no 
more  real  human  beings  than  the  cheru- 
bim. Possibly  the  great  majority  keeps  its 
marriage  vows  in  the  technical  divorce 
court  sense.  No  husband  or  wife  yet  born 
keeps  them  or  ever  can  keep  them  in  the 
ideal  sense. 

MARRIAGE  AS  A    MAGIC  SPELL 

The  truth  which  people  seem  to  over- 
look in  this  matter  is  that  the  marriage 
ceremony  is  quite  useless  as  a  magic  spell 
for  changing  in  an  instant  the  nature  of 
the  relations  of  two  human  beings  to  one 
another.  If  a  man  marries  a  woman  after 
three  weeks  acquaintance,  and  the  day 
after  meets  a  woman  he  has  known  for 
twenty  years,  he  finds,  sometimes  to  his 
own  irrational  surprise  and  his  wife's 
equally  irrational  indignation,  that  his 
wife  is  a  stranger  to  him,  and  the  other 
woman  an  old  friend.  Also,  there  is  no 
hocus  pocus  that  can  possibly  be  devized 
with  rings  and  veils  and  vows  and  bene- 
dictions that  can  fix  either  a  man's  or 
woman's  affection  for  twenty  minutes, 
much  less  twenty  years.  Even  the  most 
affectionate  couples  must  have  moments 
during  which  they  are  far  more  conscious 
of  one  another's  faults  than  of  one 
another's  attractions.  There  are  couples 
who  dislike  one  another  furiously  for 
several  hours  at  a  time;  there  are  couples 
who  dislike  one  another  permanently; 
and  there  are  couples  who  never  dislike 
one  another;  but  these  last  are  people  who 
are  incapable  of  disliking  anybody.  If  they 
do  not  quarrel,  it  is  not  because  they  are 
married,  but  because  they  are  not  quarrel- 


some. The  people  who  are  quarrelsome 
quarrel  with  their  husbands  and  wives 
just  as  easily  as  with  their  servants  and 
relatives  and  acquaintances:  marriage 
makes  no  difference.  Those  who  talk  and 
write  and  legislate  as  if  all  this  could  be 
prevented  by  making  solemn  vows  that  it 
shall  not  happen,  are  either  insincere,  in- 
sane, or  hopelessly  stupid.  There  is  some 
sense  in  a  contract  to  perform  or  abstain 
from  actions  that  are  reasonably  within 
voluntary  control;  but  such  contracts  are 
only  needed  to  provide  against  the  pos- 
sibility of  either  party  being  no  longer 
desirous  of  the  specified  performance  or 
abstention.  A  person  proposing  or  ac- 
cepting a  contract  not  only  to  do  some- 
thing but  to  like  doing  it  would  be  certi- 
fied as  mad.  Yet  popular  superstition 
credits  the  wedding  rite  with  the  power 
of  fixing  our  fancies  or  affections  for  life 
even  under  the  most  unnatural  conditions. 

THE   IMPERSONALITY   OF   SEX 

It  is  necessary  to  lay  some  stress  on 
these  points,  because  few  realize  the  ex- 
tent to  which  we  proceed  on  the  assump- 
tion that  marriage  is  a  short  cut  to  perfect 
and  permanent  intimacy  and  affection. 
But  there  is  a  still  more  unworkable 
assumption  which  must  be  discarded  be- 
fore discussions  of  marriage  can  get  into 
any  sort  of  touch  with  the  facts  of  life. 
That  assumption  is  that  the  specific  rela- 
tion which  marriage  authorizes  between 
the  parties  is  the  most  intimate  and  per- 
sonal of  human  relations,  and  embraces 
all  the  other  high  human  relations.  Now 
this  is  violently  untrue.  Every  adult 
knows  that  the  relation  in  question  can 
and  does  exist  between  entire  strangers, 
different  in  language,  color,  tastes,  class, 
civilization,  morals,  religion,  character:  in 
everything,  in  short,  except  their  bodily 
homology  and  the  reproductive  appetite 
common  to  all  living  organisms.  Even 
hatred,  cruelty,  and  contempt  are  not 
incompatible  with  it;  and  jealousy  and 
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murder  are  as  near  to  it  as  affectionate 
friendship.  It  is  true  that  it  is  a  relation 
beset  with  wildly  extravagant  illusions  for 
inexperienced  people,  and  that  even  the 
most  experienced  people  have  not  always 
sufficient  analytic  faculty  to  disentangle 
it  from  the  sentiments,  sympathetic  or 
abhorrent,  which  may  spring  up  through 
the  other  relations  which  are  compulsorily 
attached  to  it  by  our  laws,  or  sentiment- 
ally associated  with  it  in  romance.  But  the 
fact  remains  that  the  most  disastrous  mar- 
riages are  those  founded  exclusively  on 
it,  and  the  most  successful  those  in  which 
it  has  been  least  considered,  and  in  which 
the  decisive  considerations  have  had 
nothing  to  do  with  sex,  such  as  liking, 
money,  congeniality  of  tastes,  similarity 
of  habits,  suitability  of  class,  etc.  etc. 

It  is  no  doubt  necessary  under  existing 
circumstances  for  a  woman  without  pro- 
perty to  be  sexually  attractive,  because 
she  must  get  married  to  secure  a  liveli- 
hood; and  the  illusions  of  sexual  attraction 
will  cause  the  imagination  of  young  men 
to  endow  her  with  every  accomplishment 
and  virtue  that  can  make  a  wife  a  treasure. 
The  attraction  being  thus  constantly  and 
ruthlessly  used  as  a  bait,  both  by  indi- 
viduals and  by  society,  any  discussion 
tending  to  strip  it  of  its  allusions  and  get 
at  its  real  natural  history  is  nervously  dis- 
couraged. But  nothing  can  well  be  more 
unwholesome  for  everybody  than  the 
exaggeration  and  glorification  of  an  in- 
stinctive function  which  clouds  the  reason 
and  upsets  the  judgment  more  than  all 
the  other  instincts  put  together.  The  pro- 
cess may  be  pleasant  and  romantic;  but 
the  consequences  are  not. (It  would  be 
far  better  for  everyone,  as*  well  as  far 
honester,  if  young  people  were  taught 
that  what  they  call  love  is  an  appetite 
which,  like  all  other  appetites,  is  destroyed 
for  the  moment  by  its  gratification;  that 
no  profession;  promise,  or  proposaraiade 
under  its  influence  should  bind  anybody; 
and  that  its  great  natural  purpose  so  com- 


pletely transcends  the  personal  interests 
of  any  individual  or  even  of  any  ten 
generations  of  individuals  that  it  should 
be  held  to  be  an  act  of  prostitution  and 
even  a  sort  of  blasphemy  to  attempt  to 
turn  it  to  account  by  exacting  a  personal 
return  for  its  gratification,  whether  by 
process  of  law  or  not.  By  all  means  let  it 
be  the  subject  of  contracts  with  society  as 
to  its  consequences;  but  to  make  marriage 
an  open  trade  in  it  as  at  present,  with 
money,  board  and  lodging,  personal 
slavery,  vows  of  eternal  exclusive  per- 
sonal sentimentalities  and  the  rest  of  it  as 
the  price,  is  neither  virtuous,  dignified, 
nor  decent.  No  husband  ever  secured  his 
domestic  happiness  and  honor,  nor  has 
any  wife  ever  secured  hers,  by  relying  on 
it.  No  private  claims  of  any  sort  should 
be  founded  on  it:  the  real  point  of  honor 
is  to  take  no  corrupt  advantage  of  it. 
When  we  hear  of  young  women  being 
led  astray  and  the  like,  we  find  that  what 
has  led  them  astray  is  a  sedulously  in- 
culcated false  notion  that  the  relation  they 
are  temped  to  contract  is  so  intensely  per- 
sonal, and  the  vows  made  under  the  in- 
fluence of  its  transient  infatuation  so 
sacred  and  enduring,  that  only  an  atroci- 
ously wicked  man  could  make  light  of  or 
forget  them.  What  is  more,  as  the  same 
fantastic  errors  are  inculcated  in  men,  and 
the  conscientious  ones  therefore  feel 
bound  in  honor  to  stand  by  what  they 
have  promised,  one  of  the  surest  methods 
to  obtain  a  husband  is  to  practise  on  his 
susceptibilities  until  he  is  either  carried 
away  into  a  promise  of  marriage  to  which 
he  can  be  legally  held,  or  else  into  an  indis- 
cretion which  he  must  repair  by  marriage 
on  pain  of  having  to  regard  himself  as  a 
scoundrel  and  a  seducer,  besides  facing 
the  utmost  damage  the  lady's  relatives 
can  do  him. 

Such  a  transaction  is  not  an  entrance 
into  a  "holy  state  of  matrimony":  it  is  as 
often  as  not  the  inauguration  of  a  lifelong 
squabble,  a  corroding  grudge,  that  causes 
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more  misery  and  degradation  of  charac- 
ter than  a  dozen  entirely  natural  "deser- 
tions" and  "betrayals."  Yet  the  number 
of  marriages  effected  more  or  less  in  this 
way  must  be  enormous.  When  people  say 
that  love  should  be  free,  their  words, 
taken  literally,  may  be  foolish;  but  they 
are  only  expressing  inaccurately  a  very 
real  need  for  the  disentanglement  of 
sexual  relations  from  a  mass  of  exorbitant 
and  irrelevant  conditions  imposed  on 
them  on  false  pretences  to  enable  needy 
parents  to  get  their  daughters  "off  their 
hands"  and  to  keep  those  who  are  already 
married  effectually  enslaved  by  one 
another. 

THE  ECONOMIC  SLAVERY  OF  WOMEN 

One  of  the  consequences  of  basing 
marriage  on  the  considerations  stated 
with  cold  abhorrence  by  Saint  Paul  in  the 
seventh  chapter  of  his  epistle  to  the 
Corinthians,  as  being  made  necessary  by 
the  unlikeness  of  most  men  to  himself,  is 
that  the  sex  slavery  involved  has  become 
complicated  by  economic  slavery;  so  that 
whilst  the  man  defends  marriage  because 
he  is  really  defending  his  pleasures,  the 
women  is  even  more  vehement  on  the 
same  side  because  she  is  defending  her 
only  means  of  livelihood.  To  a  woman 
without  property  or  marketable  talent  a 
husband  is  more  necessary  than  a  master 
to  a  dog.  There  is  nothing  more  wound- 
ing to  our  sense  of  human  dignity  than 
the  husband  hunting  that  begins  in  every 
family  when  the  daughters  become  mar- 
riageable; but  it  is  inevitable  under  exist- 
ing circumstances;  and  the  parents  who 
refuse  to  engage  in  it  are  bad  parents, 
though  they  may  be  superior  individuals. 
The  cubs  of  a  humane  tigress  would 
starve;  and  the  daughters  of  women  who 
cannot  bring  themselves  to  devote  several 
years  of  their  lives  to  the  pursuit  of  sons- 
in-law  often  have  to  expiate  their  mothers' 
squeamishness  by  lifelong  celibacy  and 
indigence.  To  ask  a  young  man  his  inten- 


tions when  you  know  he  has  no  inten- 
tions, but  is  unable  to  deny  that  he  has 
paid  attentions;  to  threaten  an  action  for 
breach  of  promise  of  marriage;  to  pretend 
that  your  daughter  is  a  musician  when 
she  has  with  the  greatest  difficulty  been 
coached  into  playing  three  pianoforte 
pieces  which  she  loathes;  to  use  your  own 
mature  charms  to  attract  men  to  the  house 
when  your  daughters  have  no  aptitude 
for  that  department  of  sport;  to  coach 
them,  when  they  have,  in  the  arts  by 
which  men  can  be  led  to  compromise 
themselves;  and  to  keep  all  the  skeletons 
carefully  locked  up  in  the  family  cup- 
board until  the  prey  is  duly  hunted  down 
and  bagged;  all  this  is  a  mother's  duty  to- 
day; and  a  very  revolting  duty  it  is:  one 
that  disposes  of  the  conventional  assump- 
tion that  it  is  in  the  faithful  discharge  of 
her  home  duties  that  a  woman  finds  her 
self-respect.  The  truth  is  that  family  life 
will  never  be  decent,  much  less  ennobling, 
until  this  central  horror  of  the  dependence 
of  women  on  men  is  done  away  with.  At 
present  it  reduces  the  difference  between 
marriage  and  prostitution  to  the  difference 
between  Trade  Unionism  and  unorgan- 
ized casual  labor:  a  huge  difference,  no 
doubt,  as  to  order  and  comfort,  but 
not  a  difference  in  kind. 

However,  it  is  not  by  any  reform  of  the 
marriage  laws  that  this  can  be  dealt  with. 
It  is  in  the  general  movement  for  the  pre- 
vention of  destitution  that  the  means  for 
making  women  independent  of  the  com- 
pulsory sale  of  their  persons,  in  marriage 
or  otherwise,  will  be  found;  but  mean- 
while those  who  deal  specifically  with  the 
marriage  laws  should  never  allow  them- 
selves for  a  moment  to  forget  this 
abomination  that  "plucks  the  rose  from 
the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love,  and 
sets  a  blister  there,"  and  then  calmly  calls 
itself  purity,  home,  motherhood,  respect- 
ability, honor,  decency,  and  any  other 
fine  name  that  happens  to  be  convenient, 
not  to  mention  the  foul  epithets  it 
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hurls  freely  at  those  who  are  ashamed 
of  it. 

UNPOPULARITY   OF   IMPERSONAL  VIEWS 

Unfortunately  it  is  very  hard  to  make 
an  average  citizen  take  impersonal  views 
of  any  sort  in  matters  affecting  personal 
comfort  or  conduct.  We  may  be  enthusi- 
astic Liberals  or  Conservatives  without 
any  hope  of  seats  in  Parliament,  knight- 
hoods, or  posts  in  the  Government,  be- 
cause party  politics  do  not  make  the 
slightest  difference  in  our  daily  lives  and 
therefore  cost  us  nothing.  But  to  take  a 
vital  process  in  which  we  are  keenly  in- 
terested personal  instruments  and  ask  us 
to  regard  it,  and  feel  about  it,  and  legislate 
on  it,  wholly  as  if  it  were  an  impersonal 
one,  is  to  make  a  higher  demand  than 
most  people  seem  capable  of  respond- 
ing to.  We  all  have  personal  interests 
in  marriage  which  we  are  not  prepared 
to  sink.  It  is  not  only  the  women  who 
want  to  get  married:  the  men  do  too, 
sometimes  on  sentimental  grounds,some- 
times  on  the  more  sordid  calculation  that 
bachelor  life  is  less  comfortable  and  more 
expensive,  since  a  wife  pays  for  her  status 
with  domestic  service  as  well  as  with  the 
other  services  expected  of  her.  Now  that 
children  are  avoidable,  this  calculation  is 
becoming  more  common  and  conscious 
than  it  was:  a  result  which  is  regarded  as 
"a  steady  improvement  in  general  mor- 
ality." 

IMPERSONALITY   IS  NOT  PROMISCUITY 

There  is,  too,  a  really  appalling  pre- 
valence of  the  superstition  that  the  sexual 
instinct  in  men  is  utterly  promiscuous  and 
that  the  least  relaxation  of  law  and  custom 
must  produce  a  wild  outbreak  of  licen- 
tiousness. As  far  as  our  moralists  can 
grasp  the  proposition  that  we  should  deal 
with  the  sexual  relation  as  impersonal,  it 
seems  to  them  to  mean  that  we  should 
encourage  it  to  be  promiscuous:  hence 
their  recoil  from  it.  But  promiscuity  and 


impersonality  are  not  the  same  thing.  No 
man  ever  yet  fell  in  love  with  the  entire 
female  sex,  nor  any  woman  with  the 
entire  male  sex.  We  often  do  not  fall  in 
love  at  all;  and  when  we  do  we  fall  in  love 
with  one  person,  and  remain  indifferent 
to  thousands  of  others  who  pass  before 
our  eyes  every  day.  Selection,  carried 
even  to  such  fastidiousness  as  to  induce 
people  to  say  quite  commonly  that  there 
is  only  one  man  or  woman  in  the  world 
for  them,  is  the  rule  in  nature.  If  anyone 
doubts  this,  let  him  open  a  shop  for  the 
sale  of  picture  post-cards,  and,  when  an 
enamoured  lady  customer  demands  a  por- 
trait of  her  favorite  actor  or  a  gentleman 
of  his  favorite  actress,  try  to  substitute 
some  other  portrait  on  the  ground  that 
since  the  sexual  instinct  is  promiscuous, 
one  portrait  is  as  pleasing  as  another.  I 
suppose  no  shopkeeper  has  ever  been 
foolish  enough  to  do  such  a  thing;  and 
yet  all  our  shopkeepers,  the  moment  a 
discussion  arises  on  marriage,  will  passion- 
ately argue  against  all  reform  on  the 
ground  that  nothing  but  the  most  severe 
coercion  can  save  their  wives  and  daugh- 
ters from  quite  indiscriminate  rapine. 

DOMESTIC  CHANGE   OF  AIR 

Our  relief  at  the  morality  of  the  re- 
assurance that  man  is  not  promiscuous  in 
his  fancies  must  not  blind  us  to  the  fact 
that  he  is  (to  use  the  word  coined  by 
certain  American  writers  to  describe 
themselves)  something  of  a  Varietist. 
Even  those  who  say  there  is  only  one  man 
or  woman  in  the  world  for  them,  find  that 
it  is  not  always  the  same  man  or  woman. 
It  happens  that  our  law  permits  us  to 
study  this  phenomenon  among  entirely 
law-abiding  people.  I  know  one  lady  who 
has  been  married  five  times.  She  is,  as 
might  be  expected,  a  wise,  attractive,  and 
interesting  woman.  The  question  is,  Is 
she  wise,  attractive,  and  interesting  be- 
cause she  has  been  married  five  times,  or 
has  she  been  married  five  times  because 
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she  is  wise,  attractive,  and  interesting? 
Probably  some  of  the  truth  lies  both 
ways.  I  also  know  of  a  household  con- 
sisting of  three  families,  A  having  mar- 
ried first  B,  and  then  C,  who  afterwards 
married  D.  All  three  unions  were  fruit- 
ful; so  that  the  children  had  a  change 
both  of  fathers  and  mothers.  Now  I  can- 
not honestly  say  that  these  and  similar 
cases  have  convinced  me  that  people  are 
the  worse  for  a  change.  The  lady  who 
has  married  and  managed  five  husbands 
must  be  much  more  expert  at  ic  than  most 
monogamic  ladies;  and  as  a  companion 
and  counsellor  she  probably  leaves  them 
nowhere.  Mr  Kipling's  question 

What  can  they  know  of  England  that  only 
England  know? 

disposes  not  only  of  the  patriots  who  are 
so  patriotic  that  they  never  leave  their 
own  country  to  look  at  another,  but  of 
the  citizens  who  are  so  domestic  that  they 
have  never  married  again  and  never  loved 
anyone  except  their  own  husbands  and 
wives.  The  domestic  doctrinaires  are  also 
the  dull  people.  The  impersonal  relation 
of  sex  may  be  judicially  reserved  for  one 
person;  but  any  such  reservation  of 
friendship,  affection,  admiration,  sym- 
pathy and  so  forth  is  only  possible  to  a 
wretchedly  narrow  and  jealous  nature; 
and  neither  history  nor  contemporary 
society  shews  us  a  single  amiable  and  re- 
spectable character  capable  of  it.  This  has 
always  been  recognized  in  cultivated 
society:  that  is  why  poor  people  accuse 
cultivated  society  of  profligacy,  poor 
people  being  often  so  ignorant  and  un- 
cultivated that  they  have  nothing  to  offer 
each  other  but  the  sex  relationship,  and 
cannot  conceive  why  men  and  women 
should  associate  for  any  other  purpose. 

As  to  the  children  of  the  triple  house- 
hold, they  were  not  only  on  excellent 
terms  with  one  another,  and  never  thought 
of  any  distinction  between  their  full  and 
their  half  brothers  and  sisters,  but  they 


had  the  superior  sociability  which  dis- 
tinguishes people  who  live  in  communi- 
ties from  those  who  live  in  small  families. 
The  inference  is  that  changes  of  part- 
ners are  not  in  themselves  injurious  or  un- 
desirable. People  are  not  demoralized  by 
them  when  they  are  effected  according  to 
law.  Therefore  we  need  not  hesitate  to 
alter  the  law  merely  because  the  alteration 
would  make  such  changes  easier. 

HOME  MANNERS  ARE  BAD  MANNERS 

On  the  other  hand,  we  have  all  seen 
the  bonds  of  marriage  vilely  abused  by 
people  who  are  never  classed  with  shrews 
and  wife-beaters:  they  are  indeed  some- 
times held  up  as  models  of  domesticity 
because  they  do  not  drink  nor  gamble 
nor  neglect  their  children  nor  tolerate  dirt 
and  untidiness,  and  because  they  are  not 
amiable  enough  to  have  what  are  called 
amiable  weaknesses.  These  terrors  con- 
ceive marriage  as  a  dispensation  from  all 
the  common  civilities  and  delicacies  which 
they  have  to  observe  among  strangers, 
or,  as  they  put  it,  "before  company."  And 
here  the  effects  of  indissoluble  marriage- 
for-better-for- worse  are  very  plainly  and 
disagreeably  seen.  If  such  people  took 
their  domestic  manners  into  general 
society,  they  would  very  soon  find  them- 
selves without  a  friend  or  even  an  ac- 
quaintance in  the  world.  There  are 
women  who,  through  total  disuse,  have 
lost  the  power  of  kindly  human  speech 
and  can  only  scold  and  complain:  there 
are  men  who  grumble  and  nag  from  in- 
veterate habit  even  when  they  are  com- 
fortable. But  their  unfortunate  spouses 
and  children  cannot  escape  from  them. 

SPURIOUS  "NATURAL"  AFFECTION 

What  is  more,  they  are  protected  from 
even  such  discomfort  as  the  dislike  of  his 
prisoners  may  cause  to  a  gaoler  by  the 
hypnotism  of  the  convention  that  the 
natural  relation  between  husband  and  wife 
and  parent  and  child  is  one  of  intense 
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affection,  and  that  to  feel  any  other  senti- 
ment towards  a  member  of  one's  family 
is  to  be  a  monster.  Under  the  influence  of 
the  emotion  thus  manufactured  the  most 
detestable  people  are  spoilt  with  entirely 
undeserved  deference,  obedience,  and 
even  affection  whilst  they  live,  and 
mourned  when  they  die  by  those  whose 
lives  they  wantonly  or  maliciously  made 
miserable.  And  this  is  what  we  call  natural 
conduct.  Nothing  could  well  be  less 
natural.  That  such  a  convention  should 
have  been  established  shews  that  the  in- 
dissolubility  of  marriage  creates  such  in- 
tolerable situations  that  only  by  be- 
glamoring  the  human  imagination  with  a 
hypnotic  suggestion  of  wholly  unnatural 
feelings  can  it  be  made  to  keep  up 
appearances. 

If  the  sentimental  theory  of  family 
relationship  encourages  bad  manners  and 
personal  slovenliness  and  uncleanness  in 
the  home,  it  also,  in  the  case  of  senti- 
mental people,  encourages  the  practice  of 
rousing  and  playing  on  the  affections  of 
children  prematurely  and  far  too  fre- 
quently. The  lady  who  says  that  as  her 
religion  is  love,  her  children  shall  be 
brought  up  in  an  atmosphere  of  love,  and 
institutes  a  system  of  sedulous  endear- 
ments and  exchanges  of  presents  and  con- 
scious and  studied  acts  of  artificial  kind- 
ness, may  be  defeated  in  a  large  family 
by  the  healthy  derision  and  rebellion  of 
children  who  have  acquired  hardihood 
and  common  sense  in  their  conflicts  with 
one  another.  But  the  small  families,  which 
are  the  rule  just  now,  succumb  more 
easily;  and  in  the  case  of  a  single  sensi- 
tive child  the  effect  of  being  forced  in  a 
hothouse  atmosphere  of  unnatural  affec- 
tion may  be  disastrous. 

In  short,  whichever  way  you  take  it, 
the  convention  that  marriage  and  family 
relationship  produce  special  feelings 
which  alter  the  nature  of  human  inter- 
course is  a  mischievous  one.  The  whole 
difficulty  of  bringing  up  a  family  well  is 


the  difficulty  of  making  its  members  be- 
have as  considerately  at  home  as  on  a 
visit  in  a  strange  house,  and  as  frankly, 
kindly,  and  easily  in  a  strange  house  as 
at  home.  In  the  middle  classes,  where 
the  segregation  of  the  artificially  limited 
family  in  its  little  brick  box  is  horribly 
complete,  bad  manners,  ugly  dresses, 
awkwardness,  cowardice,  peevishness, 
and  all  the  petty  vices  of  unsociability 
flourish  like  mushrooms  in  a  cellar.  In 
the  upper  class,  where  families  are  not 
limited  for  money  reasons;  where  at  least 
two  houses  and  sometimes  three  or  four 
are  the  rule  (not  to  mention  the  clubs); 
where  there  is  travelling  and  hotel  life; 
and  where  the  men  are  brought  up,  not  in 
the  family,  but  in  public  schools,  univer- 
sities, and  the  naval  and  military  services, 
besides  being  constantly  in  social  training 
in  other  people's  houses,  the  result  is  to 
produce  a  set  that,  in  comparison  with 
the  middle  class,  counts  as  a  different  and 
much  more  sociable  species.  And  in  the 
very  poorest  class,  where  people  have 
no  homes,  only  sleeping  places  crowded 
with  lodgers,  and  consequently  live  prac- 
tically in  the  streets,  sociability  again  ap- 
pears, leaving  the  middle  class  despised 
and  disliked  for  its  helpless  and  offensive 
unsociability  as  much  by  those  below  it 
as  those  above  it,  and  yet  ignorant 
enough  to  be  proud  of  it,  and  to  hold  it- 
self up  as  a  model  for  the  reform  of  the 
(as  it  considers)  elegantly  vicious  rich  and 
profligate  poor  alike. 

CARRYING   THE   WAR    INTO   THE   ENEMY'S 
COUNTRY 

Without  pretending  to  exhaust  the 
subject,  I  have  said  enough  to  make  it 
clear  that  the  moment  we  lose  the  desire 
to  defend  our  present  matrimonial  and 
family  arrangements,  there  will  be  no 
difficulty  in  making  out  an  overwhelming 
case  against  them.  No  doubt  until  then 
we  shall  continue  to  hold  up  the  British 
home  as  the  Holy  of  Holies  in  the  temple 
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of  honorable  motherhood,  innocent  child- 
hood, manly  virtue,  and  sweet  and  whole- 
some national  life.  But  with  a  clever  turn 
of  the  hand  this  holy  of  holies  can  be  ex- 
posed as  an  Augean  stable,  so  filthy  that 
it  would  seem  more  hopeful  to  burn  it 
down  than  to  attempt  to  sweep  it  out. 
And  this  latter  view  will  perhaps  prevail 
if  the  idolaters  of  marriage  persist  in  re- 
fusing all  proposals  for  reform  and  treat- 
ing those  who  advocate  it  as  infamous 
delinquents.  Neither  view  is  of  any  use 
except  as  a  poisoned  arrow  in  a  fierce 
fight  between  two  parties  determined  to 
discredit  each  other  with  a  view  to  ob- 
taining powers  of  legal  coercion  over  one 
another. 

SHELLEY  AND   QUEEN  VICTORIA 

The  best  way  to  avert  such  a  struggle 
is  to  open  the  eyes  of  the  thoughtlessly 
conventional  people  to  the  weakness  of 
their  position  in  a  mere  contest  of  recrim- 
ination. Hitherto  they  have  assumed  that 
they  have  the  advantage  of  coming  into 
the  field  without  a  stain  on  their  charac- 
ters to  combat  libertines  who  have  no 
character  at  all.  They  conceive  it  to  be 
their  duty  to  throw  mud;  and  they  feel 
that  even  if  the  enemy  can  find  any  mud 
to  throw,  none  of  it  will  stick.  They  are 
mistaken.  There  will  be  plenty  of  that 
sort  of  ammunition  in  the  other  camp; 
and  most  of  it  will  stick  very  hard  indeed. 
The  moral  is,  do  not  throw  any.  If  we 
can  imagine  Shelley  and  Queen  Victoria 
arguing  out  their  differences  in  another 
world,  we  may  be  sure  that  the  Queen  has 
long  ago  found  out  that  she  cannot  settle 
the  question  by  classing  Shelley  with 
George  IV  as  a  bad  man;  and  Shelley  is 
not  likely  to  have  called  her  vile  names  on 
the  general  ground  that  as  the  economic 
dependence  of  women  makes  marriage  a 
money  bargain  in  which  the  man  is  the 
purchaser  and  the  woman  the  purchased, 
there  is  no  essential  difference  between  a 
married  woman  and  the  woman  of  the 


streets.  Unfortunately,  all  the  people 
whose  methods  of  controversy  are  repre- 
sented by  our  popular  newspapers  are  not 
Queen  Victorias  and  Shelleys.  A  great 
mass  of  them,  when  their  prejudices  are 
challenged,  have  no  other  impulse  than 
to  call  the  challenger  names,  and,  when 
the  crowd  seems  to  be  on  their  side,  to 
maltreat  him  personally  or  hand  him  over 
to  the  law,  if  he  is  vulnerable  to  it.  There- 
fore I  cannot  say  that  I  have  any  certainty 
that  the  marriage  question  will  be  dealt 
with  decently  and  tolerantly.  But  dealt 
with  it  will  be,  decently  or  indecently;  for 
the  present  state  of  things  in  England  is 
too  strained  and  mischievous  to  last. 
Europe  and  America  have  left  us  a  cen- 
tury behind  in  this  matter. 

A   PROBABLE   EFFECT   OF   GIVING   WOMEN 
THE   VOTE 

The  political  emancipation  of  women 
is  likely  to  lead  to  a  comparatively 
stringent  enforcement  by  law  of  sexual 
morality  (that  is  why  so  many  of  us  dread 
it);  and  this  will  soon  compel  us  to  con- 
sider what  our  sexual  morality  shall  be. 
At  present  a  ridiculous  distinction  is  made 
between  vice  and  crime,  in  order  that  men 
may  be  vicious  with  impunity.  Adultery, 
for  instance,  though  it  is  sometimes 
fiercely  punished  by  giving  an  injured 
husband  crushing  damages  in  a  divorce 
suit  (injured  wives  are  not  considered  in 
this  way),  is  not  now  directly  prosecuted; 
and  this  impunity  extends  to  illicit  rela- 
tions between  unmarried  persons  who 
have  reached  what  is  called  the  age  of 
consent.  There  are  other  matters,  such  as 
notification  of  contagious  disease  and 
solicitation,  in  which  the  hand  of  the  law 
has  been  brought  down  on  one  sex  only. 
Outrages  which  were  capital  offences 
within  the  memory  of  persons  still  living 
when  committed  on  women  outside  mar- 
riage, can  still  be  inflicted  by  men  on  their 
wives  without  legal  remedy.  At  all  such 
points  the  code  will  be  screwed  up  by  the 
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operation  of  Votes  for  Women,  if  there 
be  any  virtue  in  the  franchise  at  all.  The 
result  will  be  that  men  will  find  the  more 
ascetic  side  of  our  sexual  morality  taken 
seriously  by  the  law.  It  is  easy  to  foresee 
the  consequences.  No  man  will  take  much 
trouble  to  alter  laws  which  he  can  evade, 
or  which  are  either  not  enforced  or  en- 
forced on  women  only.  But  when  these 
laws  take  him  by  the  collar  and  thrust  him 
into  prison,  he  suddenly  becomes  keenly 
critical  of  them,  and  of  the  arguments  by 
which  they  are  supported.  Now  we  have 
seen  that  our  marriage  laws  will  not  stand 
criticism,  and  that  they  have  held  out  so 
far  only  because  they  are  so  worked  as  to 
fit  roughly  our  state  of  society,  in  which 
women  are  neither  politically  nor  per- 
sonally free,  in  which  indeed  women  are 
called  womanly  only  when  they  regard 
themselves  as  existing  solely  for  the  use 
of  men.  When  Liberalism  enfranchises 
them  politically,  and  Socialism  emanci- 
pates them  economically,  they  will  no 
longer  allow  the  law  to  take  immorality 
so  easily.  Both  men  and  women  will  be 
forced  to  behave  morally  in  sex  matters; 
and  when  they  find  that  this  is  inevitable 
they  will  raise  the  question  of  what  be- 
havior really  should  be  established  as 
moral.  If  they  decide  in  favor  of  our 
present  professed  morality,  they  will  have 
to  make  a  revolutionary  change  in  their 
habits  by  becoming  in  fact  what  they  only 
pretend  to  be  at  present.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  they  find  that  this  would  be  an  un- 
bearable tyranny,  without  even  the  ex- 
cuse of  justice  or  sound  eugenics,  they 
will  reconsider  their  morality  and  remodel 
the  law. 

THE  PERSONAL  SENTIMENTAL  BASIS  OF 
MONOGAMY 

Monogamy  has  a  sentimental  basis 
which  is  quite  distinct  from  the  political 
one  of  equal  numbers  of  the  sexes.  Equal 
numbers  in  the  sexes  are  quite  compatible 
with  a  change  of  partners  every  day  or 


every  hour.  Physically  there  is  nothing 
to  distinguish  human  society  from  the 
farm-yard  except  that  children  are  more 
troublesome  and  costly  than  chickens  and 
calves,  and  that  men  and  women  are  not 
so  completely  enslaved  as  farm  stock. 
Accordingly,  the  people  whose  concep- 
tion of  marriage  is  a  farm-yard  or  slave- 
quarter  conception  are  always  more  or 
less  in  a  panic  lest  the  slightest  relaxation 
of  the  marriage  laws  should  utterly  de- 
moralize society;  whilst  those  to  whom 
marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  highly 
evolved  sentiments  and  needs  (sometimes 
said  to  be  distinctively  human,  though 
birds  and  animals  in  a  state  of  freedom 
evince  them  quite  as  touchingly  as  we)  are 
much  more  liberal,  knowing  as  they  do 
that  monogamy  will  take  care  of  itself 
provided  the  parties  are  free  enough,  and 
that  promiscuity  is  a  product  of  slavery 
and  not  of  liberty. 

The  solid  foundation  of  their  con- 
fidence is  the  fact  that  the  relationship  set 
up  by  a  comfortable  marriage  is  so  inti- 
mate and  so  pervasive  of  the  whole  life  of 
the  parties  to  it,  that  nobody  has  room  in 
his  or  her  life  for  more  than  one  such 
relationship  at  a  time.  What  is  called  a 
household  of  three  is  never  really  of  three 
except  in  the  sense  that  every  household 
becomes  a  household  of  three  when  a 
child  is  born,  and  may  in  the  same  way 
become  a  household  of  four  or  fourteen 
if  the  union  be  fertile  enough.  Now  no 
doubt  the  marriage  tie  means  so  little  to 
some  people  that  the  addition  to  the 
household  of  half-a-dozen  more  wives  or 
husbands  would  be  as  possible  as  the 
addition  of  half-a-dozen  governesses  or 
tutors  or  visitors  or  servants.  A  Sultan 
may  have  fifty  wives  as  easily  as  he  may 
have  fifty  dishes  on  his  table,  because  in 
the  English  sense  he  has  no  wives  at  all; 
nor  have  his  wives  any  husband:  in  short, 
he  is  not  what  we  call  a  married  man.  And 
there  are  sultans  and  sultanas  and  se- 
raglios existing  in  England  under  English 
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forms.  But  when  you  come  to  the  real 
modern  marriage  of  sentiment,  a  relation 
is  created  which  has  never  to  my  know- 
ledge been  shared  by  three  persons  except 
when  all  three  have  been  extraordinarily 
fond  of  one  another.  Take  for  example 
the  famous  case  of  Nelson  and  Sir  William 
and  Lady  Hamilton.  The  secret  of  this 
household  of  three  was  not  only  that  both 
the  husband  and  Nelson  were  devoted  to 
Lady  Hamilton,  but  that  they  were  also 
apparently  devoted  to  one  another.  When 
Hamilton  died  both  Nelson  and  Emma 
seem  to  have  been  equally  heart-broken. 
When  there  is  a  successful  household  of 
one  man  and  two  women  the  same  un- 
usual condition  is  fulfilled:  the  two 
women  not  only  cannot  live  happily 
without  the  man  but  cannot  live  happily 
without  each  other.  In  every  other  case 
known  to  me,  either  from  observation  or 
record,  the  experiment  is  a  hopeless  fail- 
ure: one  of  the  two  rivals  for  the  really 
intimate  affection  of  the  third  inevitably 
drives  out  the  other.  The  driven-out 
party  may  accept  the  situation  and  remain 
in  the  house  as  a  friend  to  save  appear- 
ances, or  for  the  sake  of  the  children,  or 
for  economic  reasons;  but  such  an  ar- 
rangement can  subsist  only  when  the  for- 
feited relation  is  no  longer  really  valued; 
and  this  indifference,  like  the  triple  bond 
of  affection  which  carried  Sir  William 
Hamilton  through,  is  so  rare  as  to  be 
practicably  negligible  in  the  establish- 
ment of  a  conventional  morality  of  mar- 
riage. Therefore  sensible  and  experienced 
people  always  assume  that  when  a  de- 
claration of  love  is  made  to  an  already 
married  person,  the  declaration  binds  the 
parties  in  honor  never  to  see  one  another 
again  unless  they  contemplate  divorce  and 
remarriage.  And  this  is  a  sound  conven- 
tion, even  for  unconventional  people. 
Let  me  illustrate  by  reference  to  a  fic- 
titious case:  the  one  imagined  in  my  own 
play  Candida  will  do  as  well  as  another. 
Here  a  young  man  who  had  been  received 


as  a  friend  into  the  house  of  a  clergyman 
falls  in  love  with  the  clergyman's  wife, 
and,  being  young  and  inexperienced, 
declares  his  feelings,  and  claims  that  he, 
and  not  the  clergyman,  is  the  more  suit- 
able mate  for  the  lady.  The  clergyman, 
who  has  a  temper,  is  first  tempted  to  hurl 
the  youth  into  the  street  by  bodily 
violence:  an  impulse  natural,  perhaps,  but 
vulgar  and  improper,  and  not  open,  on 
consideration,  to  decent  men.  Even  coarse 
and  inconsiderate  men  are  restrained  from 
it  by  the  fact  that  the  sympathy  of  the 
woman  turns  naturally  to  the  victim  of 
physical  brutality  and  against  the  bully, 
the  Thackerayan  notion  to  the  contrary 
being  one  of  the  illusions  of  literary  mas- 
culinity. Besides,  the  husband  is  not 
necessarily  the  stronger  man:  and  appeal 
to  force  has  resulted  in  the  ignominious 
defeat  of  the  husband  quite  as  often  as  in 
poetic  justice  as  conceived  in  the  conven- 
tional novelet.  What  an  honorable  and 
sensible  man  does  when  his  household  is 
invaded  is  what  the  Reverend  James 
Mavor  Morell  does  in  my  play.  He  recog- 
nizes that  just  as  there  is  not  room  for 
two  women  in  that  sacredly  intimate  re- 
lation of  sentimental  domesticity  which 
is  what  marriage  means  to  him,  so  there 
is  no  room  for  two  men  in  that  relation 
with  his  wife;  and  he  accordingly  tells 
her  firmly  that  she  must  choose  which 
man  will  occupy  the  place  that  is  large 
enough  for  one  only.  He  is  so  far 
shrewdly  unconventional  as  to  recognize 
that  if  she  chooses  the  other  man, 
he  must  give  way,  legal  tie  or  no  legal 
tie;  but  he  knows  that  either  one  or 
the  other  must  go.  And  a  sensible  wife 
would  act  in  the  same  way.  If  a  romantic 
young  lady  came  into  her  house  and  pro- 
posed to  adore  her  husband  on  a  tolerated 
footing,  she  would  say  "My  husband  has 
not  room  in  his  life  for  two  wives:  either 
you  go  out  of  the  house  or  I  go  out  of 
it."  The  situation  is  not  at  all  unlikely:  I 
had  almost  said  not  at  all  unusual.  Young 
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ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  greensickly 
condition  which  is  called  calf-love,  associ- 
ating with  married  couples  at  dangerous 
periods  of  mature  life,  quite  often  find 
themselves  in  it;  and  the  extreme  reluct- 
ance of  proud  and  sensitive  people  to 
make  any  assertion  of  matrimonial  rights, 
or  to  condescend  to  jealousy,  sometimes 
make  the  threatened  husband  or  wife 
hesitate  to  take  prompt  steps  and  do 
the  apparently  conventional  thing.  But 
whether  they  hesitate  or  act  the  result  is 
always  the  same.  In  a  real  marriage  of 
sentiment  the  wife  or  husband  cannot  be 
supplanted  by  halves;  and  such  a  marriage 
will  break  very  soon  under  the  strain  of 
polygyny  or  polyandry.  What  we  want  at 
present  is  a  sufficiently  clear  teaching  of 
this  fact  to  ensure  that  prompt  and  de- 
cisive action  shall  always  be  taken  in  such 
cases  without  any  false  shame  of  seeming 
conventional  (a  shame  to  which  people 
capable  of  such  real  marriage  are  specially 
susceptible),  and  a  rational  divorce  law  to 
enable  the  marriage  to  be  dissolved  and 
the  parties  honorably  re-sorted  and  re- 
coupled  without  disgrace  and  scandal  if 
that  should  prove  the  proper  solution. 

It  must  be  repeated  here  that  no  law, 
however  stringent,  can  prevent  poly- 
gamy among  groups  of  people  who 
choose  to  live  loosely  and  be  mono- 
gamous only  in  appearance.  But  such 
cases  are  not  now  under  consideration. 
Also,  affectionate  husbands  like  Samuel 
Pepys,  and  affectionate  wives  of  the  cor- 
responding temperament,  may,  it  appears, 
engage  in  transient  casual  adventures  out 
of  doors  without  breaking  up  their  home 
life.  But  within  doors  that  home  life  may 
be  regarded  as  naturally  monogamous.  It 
does  not  need  to  be  protected  against 
polygamy;  it  protects  itself. 

DIVORCE 

All  this  has  an  important  bearing  on 
the  question  of  divorce.  Divorce  re- 
formers are  so  much  preoccupied  with  the 


injustice  of  forbidding  a  woman  to 
divorce  her  husband  for  unfaithfulness  to 
his  marriage  vow,  whilst  allowing  him 
that  power  over  her,  that  they  are  apt  to 
overlook  the  pressing  need  for  admitting 
other  and  far  more  important  grounds 
for  divorce.  If  we  take  a  document  like 
Pepys'  Diary,  we  learn  that  a  woman  may 
have  an  incorrigibly  unfaithful  husband, 
and  yet  be  much  better  off  than  if  she  had 
an  ill-tempered,  peevish,  maliciously  sar- 
castic one,  or  was  chained  for  life  to  a 
criminal,  a  drunkard,  a  lunatic,  an  idle 
vagrant,  or  a  person  whose  religious  faith 
was  contrary  to  her  own.  Imagine  being 
married  to  a  liar,  a  borrower,  a  mischief 
maker,  a  teaser  or  tormentor  of  children 
and  animals,  or  even  simply  to  a  bore! 
Conceive  yourself  tied  for  life  to  one  of 
the  perfectly  "faithful"  husbands  who  are 
sentenced  to  a  month's  imprisonment 
occasionally  for  idly  leaving  their  wives 
in  childbirth  without  food,  fire,  or  attend- 
ance? What  woman  would  not  rather 
marry  ten  Pepyses?  what  man  a  dozen 
Nell  G Wynnes?  Adultery,  far  from  being 
the  first  and  only  ground  for  divorce, 
might  more  reasonably  be  made  the  last, 
or  wholly  excluded.  The  present  law  is 
perfectly  logical  only  if  you  once  admit 
(as  no  decent  person  ever  does)  its  funda- 
mental assumption  that  there  can  be  no 
companionship  between  men  and  women 
because  the  woman  has  a  "sphere"  of  her 
own,  that  of  housekeeping,  in  which  the 
man  must  not  meddle,  whilst  he  has  all 
the  rest  of  human  activity  for  his  sphere: 
the  only  point  at  which  the  two  spheres 
touch  being  that  of  replenishing  the 
population.  On  this  assumption  the  man 
naturally  asks  for  a  guarantee  that  the 
children  shall  be  his  because  he  has  to  find 
the  money  to  support  them.  The  power 
of  divorcing  a  woman  for  adultery  is  this 
guarantee,  a  guarantee  that  she  does  not 
need  to  protect  her  against  a  similar  im- 
posture on  his  part,  because  he  cannot 
bear  children.  No  doubt  he  can  spend  the 
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money  that  ought  to  be  spent  on  her 
children  on  another  woman  and  her 
children;  but  this  is  desertion,  which  is  a 
separate  matter.  The  fact  for  us  to  seize 
is  that  in  the  eye  of  the  law,  adultery  with- 
out consequences  is  merely  a  sentimental 
grievance,  whereas  the  planting  on  one 
man  of  another  man's  offspring  is  a  sub- 
stantial one.  And  so,  no  doubt,  it  is;  but 
the  day  has  gone  by  for  basing  laws  on 
the  assumption  that  a  woman  is  less  to  a 
man  than  his  dog,  and  thereby  encourag- 
ing and  accepting  the  standards  of  the 
husbands  who  buy  meat  for  their  bull- 
pups  and  leave  their  wives  and  children 
hungry.  That  basis  is  the  penalty  we  pay 
for  having  borrowed  our  religion  from 
the  East,  instead  of  building  up  a  religion 
of  our  own  out  of  our  western  inspiration 
and  western  sentiment.  The  result  is  that 
we  all  believe  that  our  religion  is  on  its 
last  legs,  whereas  the  truth  is  that  it  is  not 
yet  born,  though  the  age  walks  visibly 
pregnant  with  it.  Meanwhile,  as  women 
are  dragged  down  by  their  oriental  ser- 
vitude to  our  men,  and  as,  further, 
women  drag  down  those  who  degrade 
them  quite  as  effectually  as  men  do,  there 
are  moments  when  it  is  difficult  to  see 
anything  in  our  sex  institutions  except  a 
police  des  mceurs  keeping  the  field  for  a 
competition  as  to  which  sex  shall  corrupt 
the  other  most. 

IMPORTANCE   OF   SENTIMENTAL 
GRIEVANCES 

Any  tolerable  western  divorce  law 
must  put  the  sentimental  grievances  first, 
and  should  carefully  avoid  singling  out 
any  ground  of  divorce  in  such  a  way  as 
to  create  a  convention  that  persons  having 
that  ground  are  bound  in  honor  to  avail 
themselves  of  it.  It  is  generally  admitted 
that  people  should  not  be  encouraged  to 
petition  for  a  divorce  in  a  fit  of  petulance. 
What  is  not  so  clearly  seen  is  that  neither 
should  they  be  encouraged  to  petition  in 
a  fit  of  jealousy,  which  is  certainly  the 


most  detestable  and  mischievous  of  all  the 
passions  that  enjoy  public  credit.  Still  less 
should  people  who  are  not  jealous  be 
urged  to  behave  as  if  they  were  jealous, 
and  to  enter  upon  duels  and  divorce  suits 
in  which  they  have  no  desire  to  be  suc- 
cessful. There  should  be  no  publication 
of  the  grounds  on  which  a  divorce  is 
sought  or  granted;  and  as  this  would 
abolish  the  only  means  the  public  now 
has  of  ascertaining  that  every  possible 
effort  has  been  made  to  keep  the  couple 
united  against  their  wills,  such  privacy 
will  only  be  tolerated  when  we  at  last 
admit  that  the  sole  and  sufficient  reason 
why  people  should  be  granted  a  divorce 
is  that  they  want  one.  Then  there  will  be 
no  more  reports  of  divorce  cases,  no 
more  letters  read  in  court  with  an  in- 
delicacy that  makes  every  sensitive  per- 
son shudder  and  recoil  as  from  a  profana- 
tion, no  more  washing  of  household 
linen,  dirty  or  clean,  in  public.  We  must 
learn  in  these  matters  to  mind  our  own 
business  and  not  impose  our  individual 
notions  of  propriety  on  one  another,  even 
if  it  carries  us  to  the  length  of  openly 
admitting  what  we  are  now  compelled  to 
assume  silently,  that  every  human  being 
has  a  right  to  sexual  experience,  and  that 
the  law  is  concerned  only  with  parentage, 
which  is  now  a  separate  matter. 

DIVORCE  WITHOUT  ASKING  WHY 

The  one  question  that  should  never  be 
put  to  a  petitioner  for  divorce  is  "Why?" 
When  a  man  appeals  to  a  magistrate  for 
protection  from  someone  who  threatens 
to  kill  him,  on  the  simple  ground  that  he 
desires  to  live,  the  magistrate  might  quite 
reasonably  ask  him  why  he  desires  to  live, 
and  why  the  person  who  wishes  to  kill 
him  should  not  be  gratified.  Also  whether 
he  can  prove  that  his  life  is  a  pleasure  to 
himself  or  a  benefit  to  anyone  else,  and 
whether  it  is  good  for  him  to  be  en- 
couraged to  exaggerate  the  importance  of 
his  short  span  in  this  vale  of  tears  rather 
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than  to  keep  himself  constantly  ready  to 
meet  his  God. 

The  only  reason  for  not  raising  these 
very  weighty  points  is  that  we  find 
society  unworkable  except  on  the  assump- 
tion that  every  man  has  a  natural  right  to 
live.  Nothing  short  of  his  own  refusal  to 
respect  that  right  in  others  can  reconcile 
the  community  to  killing  him.  From  this 
fundamental  right  many  others  are  de- 
rived. The  American  Constitution,  one 
of  the  few  modern  political  documents 
drawn  up  by  men  who  were  forced  by  the 
sternest  circumstances  to  think  out  what 
they  really  had  to  face  instead  of  chop- 
ping logic  in  a  university  class-room, 
specifies  "liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  hap- 
piness" as  natural  rights.  The  terms  are 
too  vague  to  be  of  much  practical  use;  for 
the  supreme  right  to  lite,  extended  as  it 
now  must  be  to  the  life  of  the  race,  and 
to  the  quality  of  life  as  well  as  to  the  mere 
fact  of  breathing,  is  making  short  work 
of  many  ancient  liberties,  and  exposing 
the  pursuit  of  happiness  as  perhaps  the 
most  miserable  of  human  occupations. 
Nevertheless,  the  American  Constitution 
roughly  expresses  the  conditions  to 
which  modern  democracy  commits  us. 
To  impose  marriage  on  two  unmarried 
people  who  do  not  desire  to  marry  one 
another  would  be  admittedly  an  act  of 
enslavement.  But  it  is  no  worse  than  to 
impose  a  continuation  of  marriage  on 
people  who  have  ceased  to  desire  to  be 
married.  It  will  be  said  that  the  parties 
may  not  agree  on  that;  that  one  may  de- 
sire to  maintain  the  marriage  the  other 
wishes  to  dissolve.  But  the  same  hardship 
arises  whenever  a  man  in  love  proposes 
marriage  to  a  woman  and  is  refused.  The 
refusal  is  so  painful  to  him  that  he  often 
threatens  to  kill  himself  and  sometimes 
even  does  it.  Yet  we  expect  him  to  face 
his  ill  luck,  and  never  dream  of  forcing 
the  woman  to  accept  him.  His  case  is  the 
same  as  that  of  the  husband  whose  wife 
tells  him  she  no  longer  cares  for  him,  and 


desires  the  marriage  to  be  dissolved.  You 
will  say,  perhaps,  if  you  are  superstitious, 
that  it  is  not  the  same — that  marriage 
makes  a  difference.  You  are  wrong:  there 
is  no  magic  in  marriage.  If  there  were, 
married  couples  would  never  desire  to 
separate.  But  they  do.  And  when  they  do, 
it  is  simple  slavery  to  compel  them  to  re-  s 
main  together. 

ECONOMIC   SLAVERY  AGAIN  THE   ROOT 
DIFFICULTY 

The  husband,  then,  is  to  be  allowed  to 
discard  his  wife  when  he  is  tired  of  her, 
and  the  wife  the  husband  when  another 
man  strikes  her  fancy?  One  must  reply 
unhesitatingly  in  the  affirmative;  for  if  we 
are  to  deny  every  proposition  that  can  be 
stated  in  offensive  terms  by  its  opponents, 
we  shall  never  be  able  to  affirm  anything 
at  all.  But  the  question  reminds  us  that 
until  the  economic  independence  of 
women  is  achieved,  we  shall  have  to  re- 
main impaled  on  the  other  horn  of  the 
dilemma  and  maintain  marriage  as  a 
slavery.  And  here  let  me  ask  the  Govern- 
ment of  the  day  (1910)  a  question  with 
regard  to  the  Labor  Exchanges  it  has  very 
wisely  established  throughout  the  country. 
What  do  these  Exchanges  do  when  a 
woman  enters  and  states  that  her  occupa- 
tion is  that  of  a  wife  and  mother;  that  she 
is  out  of  a  job;  and  that  she  wants  an 
employer?  If  the  Exchanges  refuse  to  en- 
tertain her  application,  they  are  clearly 
excluding  nearly  the  whole  female  sex 
from  the  benefit  of  the  Act.  If  not,  they 
must  become  matrimonial  agencies,  un- 
less, indeed,  they  are  prepared  to  become 
something  worse  by  putting  the  woman 
down  as  a  housekeeper  and  introducing 
her  to  an  employer  without  making  mar- 
riage a  condition  of  the  hiring. 

LABOR  EXCHANGES  AND   THE  WHITE 
SLAVERY 

Suppose,  again,  a  woman  presents 
herself  at  the  Labor  Exchange,  and  states 
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her  trade  as  that  of  a  White  Slave,  mean- 
ing the  unmentionable  trade  pursued  by 
many  thousands  of  women  in  all  civilized 
cities.  Will  the  Labor  Exchange  find 
employers  for  her?  If  not,  what  will  it  do 
with  her?  If  it  throws  her  back  destitute 
and  unhelped  on  the  streets  to  starve,  it 
might  as  well  not  exist  as  far  as  she  is 
concerned;  and  the  problem  of  unemploy- 
ment remains  unsolved  at  its  most  pain- 
ful point.  Yet  if  it  finds  honest  employ- 
ment for  her  and  for  all  the  unemployed 
wives  and  mothers,  it  must  find  new 
places  in  the  world  for  women;  and  in  so 
doing  it  must  achieve  for  them  economic 
independence  of  men.  And  when  this  is 
done,  can  we  feel  sure  that  any  woman 
will  consent  to  be  a  wife  and  mother  (not 
to  mention  the  less  respectable  alter- 
native) unless  her  position  is  made  as 
eligible  as  that  of  the  women  for  whom 
the  Labor  Exchanges  are  finding  inde- 
pendent work?  Will  not  many  women 
now  engaged  in  domestic  work  under 
circumstances  which  make  it  repugnant 
to  them,  abandon  it  and  seek  employ- 
ment under  other  circumstances?  As  un- 
happiness  in  marriage  is  almost  the  only 
discomfort  sufficiently  irksome  to  induce 
a  woman  to  break  up  her  home,  and 
economic  dependence  the  only  compul- 
sion sufficiently  stringent  to  force  her  to 
endure  such  unhappiness,  the  solution  of 
the  problem  of  finding  independent  em- 
ployment for  women  may  cause  a  great 
number  of  childless  unhappy  marriages 
to  break  up  spontaneously,  whether  the 
marriage  laws  are  altered  or  not.  And 
here  we  must  extend  the  term  childless 
marriages  to  cover  households  in  which 
the  children  have  grown  up  and  gone 
their  own  way,  leaving  the  parents  alone 
together:  a  point  at  which  many  worthy 
couples  discover  for  the  first  time  that 
uisy  have  long  since  lost  interest  in  one 
another,  and  have  been  united  only  by  a 
common  interest  in  their  children.  We 
may  expect,  then,  that  marriages  which 


are  maintained  by  economic  pressure 
alone  will  dissolve  when  that  pressure  is 
removed;  and  as  all  the  parties  to  them 
will  certainly  not  accept  a  celibate  life,  the 
law  must  sanction  the  dissolution  in  order 
to  prevent  a  recurrence  of  the  scandal 
which  has  moved  the  Government  to 
appoint  the  Commission  now  sitting  to 
investigate  the  marriage  question:  the 
scandal,  that  is,  of  a  great  number  of 
persons,  condemned  to  celibacy  by  magis- 
terial separation  orders,  and,  of  course, 
refusing  to  submit  to  the  condemnation, 
forming  illicit  connections  to  an  extent 
which  threatens  to  familiarize  the  work- 
ing classes  with  an  open  disuse  of  mar- 
riage. In  short,  once  set  women  free  from 
their  economic  slavery,  and  you  will  find 
that  unless  divorce  is  made  as  easy  as  the 
dissolution  of  a  business  partnership,  the 
practice  of  dispensing  with  marriage  will 
presently  become  so  common  that  con- 
ventional couples  will  be  ashamed  to  get 
married. 

DIVORCE  FAVORABLE  TO  MARRIAGE 

(Divorce,  in  fact,  is  not  the  destruction 
of  marriage,  but  the  first  condition  of  its 
maintenance^)  A  thousand  indissoluble 
marriages  mean  a  thousand  marriages  and 
no  more.  A  thousand  divorces  may  mean 
two  thousand  marriages;  for  the  couples 
may  marry  again.  Divorce  only  re-assorts 
the^ouples:  a  very  desirable  thingjwhen 
they  are  ill-assorted.  Also,  it  makes  people 
mucF  more  willing  to  marry,  especially 
prudent  people  and  proud  people  with  a 
high  sense  of  self-respect.  Further,  the 
fact  that  a  divorce  is  possible  often  pre- 
vents its  being  petitioned  for,  not  only 
because  it  puts  married  couples  on  their 
good  behavior  towards  one  another,  but 
because,  as  no  room  feels  like  a  prison  if 
the  door  is  left  open,  the  removal  of  the 
sense  of  bondage  would  at  once  make 
marriage  much  happier  than  it  is  now. 
Also,  if  the  door  were  always  open,  there 
would  be  no  need  to  rush  through  it  as 
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there  is  now  when  it  opens  for  one 
moment  in  a  lifetime,  and  may  never  open 
again. 

From  this  point  of  view  England  has 
the  worst  civil  marriage  law  in  the  world, 
with  the  exception  of  silly  South  Caro- 
lina. In  every  other  reasonably  civilized 
country  the  grounds  on  which  divorce 
can  be  granted  admit  of  so  wide  an  inter- 
pretation that  all  unhappy  marriages  can 
be  dissolved  without  resorting  to  the 
shameful  shifts  imposed  by  our  law.  Yet 
the  figures  just  given  to  the  Royal  Com- 
mission shew  that  in  the  State  of  Wash- 
ington, where  there  are  eleven  different 
grounds  of  divorce,  and  where,  in  fact, 
divorce  can  be  had  for  the  asking  at  a 
negligible  cost,  the  divorce  rate  is  only 
184  per  100,000  of  the  population,  which, 
if  we  assume  that  the  100,000  people 
represent  20,000  families,  means  less  than 
one  per  cent  of  domestic  failures.  In  Japan 
the  rate  is  215,  which  is  said  to  be  the 
highest  on  record.  This  is  not  very  alarm- 
ing: what  is  quite  hideous  is  that  the  rate 
in  England  is  only  2,  a  figure  which,  if  we 
assume  that  human  nature  is  much  the 
same  in  Walworth  as  in  Washington, 
must  represent  a  frightful  quantity  of  use- 
less unhappiness  and  clandestine  poly- 
gamy. I  am  not  forgetting  my  own 
demonstration  that  the  rate  is  kept  down 
in  Washington  by  the  economic  slavery 
of  women;  but  I  must  point  out  that  this 
is  at  its  worst  in  the  middle  classes  only, 
because  a  woman  of  the  working  class  can 
turn  to  and  support  herself,  however 
poorly;  and  a  woman  of  the  upper  classes 
usually  has  some  property.  And  in  all 
classes  we  may  guess  that  the  object  of 
many  divorces  is  not  the  resumption  of  a 
single  life,  but  a  change  of  partners.  As 
this  change  can  be  effected  easily  under 
the  existing  law  in  the  State  of  Washing- 
ton it  is  not  certain  that  the  economic 
emancipation  of  women  would  alter  the 
rate  there  to  any  startling  extent.  What  is 
certain  is  that  it  could  not  conceivably 


raise  it  to  a  figure  at  which  even  the  most 
panicky  alarmist  could  persuade  sensible 
people  that  the  whole  social  fabric  was 
tumbling  to  pieces.  When  journalists  and 
bishops  and  American  Presidents  and 
other  simple  people  describe  this  Wash- 
ington result  as  alarming,  they  are  speak- 
ing as  a  peasant  speaks  of  a  motor  car  or 
an  aeroplane  when  he  sees  one  for  the  first 
time.  All  he  means  is  that  he  is  not  used 
to  it  and  therefore  fears  that  it  may  in- 
jure him.  Every  advance  in  civilization 
frightens  these  honest  folk.  This  is  a  pity; 
but  if  we  were  to  spare  their  feelings  we 
should  never  improve  the  world  at  all. 
To  let  them  frighten  us,  and  then  pre- 
tend that  their  stupid  timidity  is  virtue 
and  purity  and  so  forth,  is  simply  moral 
cowardice. 

MALE  ECONOMIC  SLAVERY  AND  THE 
RIGHTS   OF  BACHELORS 

It  must  not  be  forgotten  that  the  re- 
fusal to  accept  the  indignities,  risks,  hard- 
ships, softships,  and  divided  duties  of 
marriage  is  not  confined  to  our  voluntary 
old  maids.  There  are  men  of  the  mould 
of  Beethoven  and  Samuel  Butler,  whom 
one  can  hardly  conceive  as  married  men. 
There  are  the  great  ecclesiastics,  who  will 
not  own  two  loyalties:  one  to  the  Church 
and  one  to  the  hearth.  There  are  men  like 
Goethe,  who  marry  late  and  reluctantly 
solely  because  they  feel  that  they  cannot 
in  honest  friendship  refuse  the  status  of 
marriage  to  any  woman  of  whose  attach- 
ment to  them  they  have  taken  any  com- 
promizing advantage,  either  in  fact  or  in 
appearance.  No  sensible  man  can,  under 
existing  circumstances,  advise  a  woman 
to  keep  house  with  a  man  without  in- 
sisting on  his  marrying  her,  unless  she  is 
independent  of  conventional  society  (a 
state  of  things  which  can  occur  only  very 
exceptionally);  and  a  man  of  honor  can- 
not advise  a  woman  to  do  for  his  sake 
what  he  would  not  advise  her  to  do  for 
anyone  else's.  The  result  is  that  our 
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Beethovens  and  Butlers — of  whom,  in 
their  ordinary  human  aspect,  there  are  a 
good  many — become  barren  old  bache- 
lors, and  rather  savage  ones  at  that. 

Another  difficulty  which  we  always 
think  of  in  connection  with  women,  but 
which  is  by  no  means  without  its  applica- 
tion to  men,  is  the  economic  one.  The 
number  of  men  "who  cannot  afford  to 
marry  is  large  enough  to  produce  very 
serious  social  results;  and  the  higher  the 
work  the  man  is  doing,  the  more  likely 
he  is  to  find  himself  in  this  class  until 
he  has  reached  or  passed  middle  age. 
The  higher  departments  of  science,  law, 
philosophy,  poetry,  and  the  fine  arts  are 
notoriously  starved  in  youth  and  early 
manhood:  the  marriageable  age  there, 
economically  speaking,  is  nearer  fifty  than 
twenty.  Even  in  business  the  leading 
spirits  seldom  reach  a  position  of  security 
until  they  are  far  beyond  the  age  at  which 
celibacy  is  tolerable.  Account  mast  also 
be  taken  of  the  younger  sons  of  the  pro- 
pertied classes,  brought  up  in  households 
in  which  the  rate  of  expenditure,  though 
ten  times  that  possible  on  a  younger  son's 
portion,  yet  represents  the  only  habit  of 
life  he  has  learnt. 

Taking  all  these  cases  as  representing 
a  bachelor  class,  and  bearing  in  mind  that 
though  a  man  who  marries  at  forty  is  not 
called  a  bachelor,  yet  he  has  for  twenty 
years  of  his  adult  life  been  one,  and  there- 
fore produced  all  the  social  problems  that 
arise  out  of  the  existence  of  unmarried 
men,  we  must  not  shrink  from  asking 
whether  all  these  gentlemen  are  celibates, 
even  though  we  know  that  the  question 
must  be  answered  very  emphatically  in 
the  negative.  Some  of  them  marry  women 
of  property,  thereby  reproducing  the  eco- 
nomic dependence  of  women  on  men 
with  the  sexes  reversed.  But  there  are  so 
few  women  of  property  available  for  this 
purpose  in  comparison  with  the  number 
of  bachelors  who  cannot  afford  to  marry, 
that  this  resource  does  not  solve  the 


problem  of  the  bachelor  who  cannot 
afford  a  wife.  If  there  were  no  other  re- 
sources available,  bachelors  would  make 
love  to  the  wives  and  daughters  of  their 
friends.  This  being  morally  inadmissible, 
a  demand  arises  for  a  cheap  temporary 
substitute  for  marriage.  A  class  of  women 
must  be  found  to  protect  the  wives  and 
daughters  of  the  married  by  keeping  com- 
pany with  the  bachelors  for  hire  for  as 
long  or  as  short  a  time  as  the  bachelor  can 
afford,  on  the  understanding  that  no  claim 
is  to  be  made  on  him  after  the  hiring  is 
ended.  And  such  an  institution,  as  we 
know,  exists  among  us.  It  is  commonly 
spoken  of  and  thought  of  as  an  offence 
against  our  marriage  morality;  but  all  the 
experts  who  write  scientific  treatises  on 
marriage  seem  to  be  agreed  that  it  is, 
on  the  contrary,  a  necessary  part  of  that 
morality,  and  must  stand  and  fall  with  it. 
I  do  not  myself  think  that  this  view 
will  bear  examination.  In  my  play,  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession,  I  have  shewn  that 
the  institution  in  quesHnn  is  an  ^onnrnjr 
phenomenon,  produced  by  our  under- 
payment and  ill-treatment  of  women  who 
try  to  earn  an  honest  living.  I  am  aware 
that  for  some  reason  scientific  writers  are 
perversely  impatient  of  this  view,  and, 
to  discredit  it,  quote  police  lists  of  the 
reasons  given  by  the  victims  for  adopting 
their  trade,  and  insist  on  the  fact  that 
poverty  is  not  often  alleged.  But  this 
means  only  that  the  actual  word  is  seldom 
used.  If  a  prisonful  of  thieves  were  asked 
what  induced  them  to  take  to  thieving, 
and  some  replied  Poverty,  and  others 
Hunger,  and  others  Desire  for  Excite- 
ment, no  one  would  deny  that  the  three 
answers  were  really  one  answer — that 
poverty  means  hunger,  an  intolerable  lack 
of  variety  and  pleasure,  and,  in  short,  all 
sorts  of  privations.  When  a  girl,  similarly 
interrogated,  says  she  wanted  fine  clothes, 
or  more  fun,  or  the  like,  she  is  really  say- 
ing that  she  lacked  what  no  woman  with 
plenty  of  money  need  lack.  The  fact  that, 
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according  to  the  testimony  of  men  who 
profess  experience  in  such  matters,  you 
may  search  Europe  in  vain  for  a  woman 
in  this  trade  who  has  the  table  manners  of 
a  lady,  shews  that  prostitution  is  not  a 
vocation  but  a  slavery  to  which  women 
are  driven  by  the  miseries  of  honest 
poverty.  When  every  young  woman  has 
an  honorable  and  comfortable  livelihood 
open  to  her  on  reasonable  terms,  the 
streets  will  make  no  more  recruits.  When 
every  young  man  can  afford  to  marry, 
and  marriage  reform  makes  it  easy  to  dis- 
solve unions  contracted  by  young  and  in- 
experienced people  in  the  event  of  their 
turning  out  badly,  or  of  one  of  the  pair 
achieving  a  position  neither  comfortable 
nor  suitable  for  the  other,  both  prostitu- 
tion and  bachelordom  will  die  a  natural 
death.  Until  then,  all  talk  of  "purifica- 
tion" is  idle.  It  is  for  that  reason  that  I  lay 
little  stress  on  prostitution  here,  and  refer 
readers  who  are  curious  about  the  psycho- 
pathy of  bachelordom  and  spinsterhood 
to  the  monumental  work  of  my  friend 
JHavelock  Ellis. 

THE   PATHOLOGY  OF  MARRIAGE 

I  shall  also  say  as  little  as  possible  of 
the  pathology  of  marriage  and  its  kerb- 
stone breakwater.  Only,  as  there  seems  to 
be  no  bottom  to  the  abyss  of  public  ignor- 
ance on  the  subject,  I  am  compelled  to 
warn  my  readers  that  marriage  has  a 
pathology  and  even  a  criminology.  But 
they  are  both  so  frightful  that  they  have 
been  dealt  with  not  only  in  such  treatises 
as  those  of  Havelock  Ellis,  Fournier, 
Duclaux,  and  many  German  writers,  but 
in  such  comparatively  popular  works  as 
The  Heavenly  Twins  by  Sarah  Grand, 
and  several  of  the  plays  of  Brieux:  not- 
ably Les  Avaries,  Les  Trois  Filles  de 
M.  Dupont,  and  Maternite.  I  purposely 
pass  them  by  quickly,  not  only  because 
attention  has  already  been  called  to  them 
by  these  devoted  writers,  but  because 
my  mission  is  not  to  deal  with  obvious 


horrors,  but  to  open  the  eyes  of  normal 
respectable  men  to  evils  which  are  escap- 
ing their  consideration. 

As  to  the  evils  of  disease  and  contagion, 
our  consciences  are  sound  enough:  what 
is  wrong  with  us  is  ignorance  of  the  facts. 
No  doubt  this  is  a  very  formidable  ignor- 
ance in  a  country  where  the  first  cry  of 
the  soul  is  "Dont  tell  me:  I  dont  want  to 
know,"  and  where  frantic  denials  and 
furious  suppressions  indicate  everywhere 
the  cowardice  and  want  of  faith  which 
conceives  life  as  something  too  terrible  to 
be  faced.  In  this  particular  case  "1  dont 
want  to  know"  takes  a  righteous  air,  and 
becomes  "I  dont  want  to  know  anything 
about  the  diseases  which  are  the  just 
punishment  of  wretches  who  should  not 
be  mentioned  in  my  presence  or  in  any 
book  that  is  intended  for  family  reading." 
Wicked  and  foolish  as  the  spirit  of  this 
attitude  is,  the  practice  of  it  is  so  easy  and 
lazy  and  uppish  that  it  is  very  common. 
But  its  cry  is  drowned  by  a  louder  and 
more  sincere  one.  We  who  do  not  want 
to  know  also  do  not  want  to  go  blind,  to 
go  mad,  to  be  disfigured,  to  be  barren,  to 
become  pestiferous,  or  to  see  such  things 
happening  to  our  children.  We  learn,  at 
last,  that  the  majority  of  the  victims  are 
not  the  people  of  whom  we  so  glibly  say 
"Serve  them  right,"  but  quite  innocent 
children  and  innocent  parents,  smitten  by 
a  contagion  which,  no  matter  in  what  vice 
it  may  or  may  not  have  originated,  con- 
taminates the  innocent  and  the  guilty 
alike  once  it  is  launched  exactly  as  any 
other  contagious  disease  does;  that  indeed 
it  often  hits  the  innocent  and  misses  the 
guilty  because  the  guilty  know  the  danger 
and  take  elaborate  precautions  against  it, 
whilst  the  innocent,  who  have  been  either 
carefully  kept  from  any  knowledge  of 
their  danger,  or  erroneously  led  to  believe 
that  contagion  is  possible  through  mis- 
conduct only,  run  into  danger  blindfold. 
Once  knock  this  fact  into  people's  minds, 
and  their  self-righteous  indifference  and 
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intolerance  soon  change  into  lively  con- 
cern for  themselves  and  their  families. 

THE  CRIMINOLOGY   OF  MARRIAGE 

The  pathology  of  marriage  involves 
the  possibility  of  the  most  horrible  crime 
imaginable:  that  of  the  person  who,  when 
suffering  from  contagious  disease,  forces 
the  contagion  on  another  person  by  an 
act  of  violence.  Such  an  act  occurring  be- 
tween unmarried  people  would,  within 
the  memory  of  persons  now  living,  have 
exposed  the  aggressor  to  the  penalty  of 
death;  and  it  is  still  punished  unmercifully 
by  an  extreme  term  of  penal  servitude 
when  it  occurs,  as  it  sometimes  does, 
through  the  hideous  countryside  super- 
stition that  it  effects  a  cure  when  the 
victim  is  a  virgin.  Marriage  makes  this 
outrage  absolutely  legal.  You  may  with 
impunity  do  to  the  person  to  whom  you 
are  married  what  you  may  not  do  to  the 
most  despised  outcast  of  the  streets.  And 
this  is  only  the  extreme  instance  of  the 
outlawry  which  our  marriage  laws  effect. 
In  our  anxiety  to  provide  for  ourselves  a 
little  private  Alsatia  in  which  we  can  in- 
dulge ourselves  as  we  please  without  re- 
proach or  interference  from  law,  religion, 
or  even  conscience  (and  this  is  what 
marriage  has  come  to  mean  to  many  of 
us),  we  have  forgotten  that  we  cannot 
escape  restraints  without  foregoing  rights; 
that  all  the  laws  that  are  needed  to  com- 
pel strangers  to  respect  us  are  equally  if 
not  more  necessary  to  compel  our  hus- 
bands and  wives  to  respect  us;  and  that 
society  without  law,  whether  between 
two  or  two  million  persons,  means 
tyranny  and  slavery. 

If  the  incorrigible  sentimentalists  here 
raise  their  little  pipe  of  "Not  if  they  love 
one  another,"  I  tell  them,  with  such 
patience  as  is  possible,  that  if  they  had 
ever  had  five  minutes'  experience  of  love 
they  would  know  that  love  is  itself  a 
tyranny  requiring  special  safeguards;  that 
people  will  perpetrate  "for  the  sake  of* 


those  they  love,  exactions  and  submis- 
sions that  they  would  never  dream  of  pro- 
posing to  or  suffering  from  those  they 
dislike  or  regard  with  indifference;  that 
healthy  marriages  are  partnerships  of 
companionable  and  affectionate  friend- 
ship; that  cases  of  chronic  lifelong  love, 
whether  sentimental  or  sensual,  ought 
to  be  sent  to  the  doctor  if  not  to  the 
executioner;  and  that  honorable  men  and 
women,  when  their  circumstances  permit 
it,  are  so  far  from  desiring  to  be  placed 
helplessly  at  one  another's  mercy  that 
they  employ  every  device  the  law  now 
admits  of,  from  the  most  stringent  mar- 
riage settlements  to  the  employment  of 
separate  legal  advisers,  to  neutralize  the 
Alsatian  evils  of  the  marriagejaw., 

DOES   IT  MATTER? 

A  less  obviously  silly  evasion,  and  one 
which  has  a  greater  air  of  common  sense, 
is  "After  all,  seeing  that  most  couples  get 
on  very  well  together,  does  it  matter  so 
much?"  The  same  reply  might  be  made 
by  a  lazy  magistrate  when  asked  for  a 
warrant  to  arrest  a  burglar,  or  by  a  sleepy 
fireman  wakened  by  a  midnight  call  for 
his  fire-escape.  "After  all,  very  few  people 
have  their  houses  broken  into;  and  fewer 
still  have  them  burnt.  Does  it  matter?" 
But  tell  the  magistrate  or  fireman  that  it 
is  his  house  that  has  been  broken  into,  or 
his  house  that  has  been  burnt;  and  you 
will  be  startled  by  the  change  in  his  atti- 
tude. Because  a  mass  of  people  have 
shaken  down  into  comfort  enough  to 
satisfy  them,  or  at  least  to  cause  them  no 
more  discomfort  than  they  are  prepared 
to  put  up  with  for  the  sake  of  a  quiet 
life,  less  lucky  and  more  sensitive  and 
conscientious  people  should  not  be  con- 
demned to  expose  themselves  to  intoler- 
able wrongs.  Besides,  people  ought  not 
to  be  content  with  the  marriage  law  as  it 
is  merely  because  it  is  not  often  unbear- 
ably uncomfortable.  Slaves  are  very  often 
much  more  comfortable  both  in  body  and 
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mind  than  fully  responsible  free  men. 
That  does  not  excuse  anybody  for  em- 
bracing slavery.  It  is  no  doubt  a  great 
pity,  from  many  points  of  view,  that  we 
were  not  conquered  by  Napoleon,  or 
even  by  Bismarck  and  Moltke.  None  the 
less  we  should  have  been  rightly  despised 
if  we  had  not  been  prepared  to  fight  them 
for  the  right  to  misgovern  ourselves. 

But,  as  I  have  said,  I  am  content,  in  this 
matter  of  the  evils  of  our  marriage  law, 
to  take  care  of  the  pence  and  let  the 
pounds  take  care  of  themselves.  The 
crimes  and  diseases  of  marriage  will  force 
themselves  on  public  attention  by  their 
own  virulence.  I  mention  them  here  only 
because  they  reveal  certain  habits  of 
thought  and  feeling  with  regard  to  mar- 
riage of  which  we  must  rid  ourselves  if 
we  are  to  act  sensibly  when  we  take  the 
necessary  reforms  in  hand. 

CHRISTIAN  MARRIAGE 

First  among  these  is  the  habit  of 
allowing  ourselves  to  be  bound  not  only 
by  the  truths  of  the  Christian  religion  but 
by  the  excesses  and  extravagances  which 
the  Christian  movement  acquired  in  its 
earlier  days  as  a  violent  reaction  against 
what  it  still  calls  paganism.  By  far  the 
most  dangerous  of  these,  because  it  is 
a  blasphemy  against  life,  and,  to  put  it 
in  Christian  terms,  an  accusation  of  in- 
decency against  God,  is  the  notion  that 
sex,  with  all  its  operations,  is  in  itself 
absolutely  an  obscene  thing,  and  that  an 
immaculate  conception  is  a  miracle.  So 
unwholesome  an  absurdity  could  only 
have  gained  ground  under  two  condi- 
tions: one,  a  reaction  against  a  society  in 
which  sensual  luxury  had  been  carried  to 
revolting  extremes,  and,  two,  a  belief  that 
the  world  was  coming  to  an  end,  and  that 
therefore  sex  was  no  longer  a  necessity. 
Christianity,  because  it  began  under  these 
conditions,  made  sexlessness  and  Com- 
munism the  two  main  practical  articles  of 
its  propaganda;  and  it  has  never  quite 


lost  its  original  bias  in  these  directions. 
In  spite  of  the  putting  off  of  the  Second 
Coming  from  the  lifetime  of  the  apostles 
to  the  millennium,  and  of  the  great  dis- 
appointment of  the  year  1000  A.D.,  in 
which  multitudes  of  Christians  seriously 
prepared  for  the  end  of  the  world,  the 
prophet  who  announces  that  the  end  is  at 
hand  is  still  popular.  Many  of  the  people 
who  ridicule  his  demonstrations  that  the 
fantastic  monsters  of  the  book  of  Revela- 
tion are  among  us  in  the  persons  of  our 
own  political  contemporaries,  and  who 
proceed  sanely  in  all  their  affairs  on  the 
assumption  that  the  world  is  going  to 
last,  really  do  believe  that  there  will  be  a 
Judgment  Day,  and  that  it  might  even  be 
in  their  own  time.  A  thunderstorm,  an 
eclipse,  or  any  very  unusual  weather  will 
make  them  apprehensive  and  uncom- 
fortable. 

This  explains  why,  for  a  long  time,  the 
Christian  Church  refused  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  marriage.  The  result 
was,  not  the  abolition  of  sex,  but  its 
excommunication.  And,  of  course,  the 
consequences  of  persuading  people  that 
matrimony  was  an  unholy  state  were  so 
grossly  carnal,  that  the  Church  had  to 
execute  a  complete  right-about-face,  and 
try  to  make  people  understand  that  it  was 
a  holy  state:  so  holy  indeed  that  it  could 
not  be  valiilly  inaugurated  without  the 
blessing  of  the  Church.  And  by  this 
teaching  it  did  something  to  atone  for  its 
earlier  blasphemy.  But  the  mischief  of 
chopping  and  changing  your  doctrine  to 
meet  this  or  that  practical  emergency  in- 
stead of  keeping  it  adjusted  to  the  whole 
scheme  of  life,  is  that  you  end  by  having 
half-a-dozen  contradictory  doctrines  to 
suit  half-a-dozen  different  emergencies. 
The  Church  solemnized  and  sanctified 
marriage  without  ever  giving  up  its 
original  Pauline  doctrine  on  the  subject. 
And  it  soon  fell  into  another  confusion. 
At  the  point  at  which  it  took  up  marriage 
and  endeavored  to  make  it  holy,  marriage 
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was,  as  it  still  is,  largely  a  survival  of  the 
custom  of  selling  women  to  men.  Now  in 
all  trades  a  marked  difference  is  made  in 
price  between  a  new  article  and  a  second- 
hand one.  The  moment  we  meet  with  this 
difference  in  value  between  human  beings, 
we  may  know  that  we  are  in  the  slave- 
market,  where  the  conception  of  our  re- 
lations to  the  persons  sold  is  neither 
religious  nor  natural  nor  human  nor 
superhuman,  but  simply  commercial.  The 
Church,  when  it  finally  gave  its  blessing 
to  marriage,  did  not,  in  its  innocence, 
fathom  these  commercial  traditions.  Con- 
sequently it  tried  to  sanctify  them  too, 
with  grotesque  results.  The  slave-dealer 
having  always  asked  more  money  for 
virginity,  the  Church,  instead  of  detecting 
the  money-changer  and  driving  him  out 
of  the  temple,  took  him  for  a  sentimental 
and  chivalrous  lover,  and,  helped  by 
its  only  half-discarded  doctrine  of  celi- 
bacy, gave  virginity  a  heavenly  value  to 
ennoble  its  commercial  pretensions.  In 
short,  Mammon,  always  mighty,  put  the 
Church  in  his  pocket,  where  he  keeps  it 
to  this  day,  in  spite  of  the  occasional 
saints  and  martyrs  who  contrive  from 
time  to  time  to  get  their  heads  and  souls 
free  to  testify  against  him. 

DIVORCE  A  SACRAMENTAL  DUTY 

But  Mammon  overreached  himself 
when  he  tried  to  impose  his  doctrine  of 
inalienable  property  on  the  Church  under 
the  guise  of  indissoluble  marriage.  For 
the  Church  tried  to  shelter  this  inhuman 
doctrine  and  flat  contradiction  of  the 
gospel  by  claiming,  and  rightly  claiming, 
that  marriage  is  a  sacrament.  So  it  is;  but 
that  is  exactly  what  makes  divorce  a  duty 
when  the  marriage  has  lost  the  inward 
and  spiritual  grace  of  which  the  marriage 
ceremony  is  the  outward  and  visible  sign. 
In  vain  do  bishops  stoop  to  pick  up  the 
discarded  arguments  of  the  atheists  of 
fifty  years  ago  by  pleading  that  the  words 
of  Jesus  were  in  an  obscure  Aramaic  dia- 


lect, and  were  probably  misunderstood, 
as  Jesus,  they  think,  could  not  have  said 
anything  a  bishop  would  disapprove  of. 
Unless  they  are  prepared  to  add  that  the 
statement  that  those  who  take  the  sacra- 
ment with  their  lips  but  not  with  their 
hearts  eat  and  drink  their  own  damnation 
is  also  a  mistranslation  from  the  Aramaic, 
they  are  most  solemnly  bound  to  shield 
marriage  from  profanation,  not  merely 
by  permitting  divorce,  but  by  making  it 
compulsory  in  certain  cases  as  the  Chinese 
do. 

When  spiritual  revolt  broke  out  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  and  the  Church  was 
reformed  in  several  countries,  the  Re- 
formation was  so  largely  a  rebellion 
against  sacerdotalism  that  marriage  was 
very  nearly  excommunicated  again:  our 
modern  civil  marriage,  round  which  so 
many  fierce  controversies  and  political 
conflicts  have  raged,  would  have  been 
thoroughly  approved  of  by  Calvin,  and 
hailed  with  relief  by  Luther.  But  the  in- 
stinctive doctrine  that  there  is  something 
holy  and  mystic  in  sex,  a  doctrine  which 
many  of  us  now  easily  dissociate  from 
any  priestly  ceremony,  but  which  in  those 
days  seemed  to  all  who  felt  it  to  need  a 
ritual  affirmation,  could  not  be  thrown 
on  the  scrap-heap  with  the  sale  of  Indul- 
gences and  the  like;  and  so  the  Reforma- 
tion left  marriage  where  it  was:  a  curious 
mixture  of  commercial  sex  slavery,  early 
Christian  sex  abhorrence,  and  later  Chris- 
tian sex  sanctification. 

OTHELLO   AND   DESDEMONA 

How  strong  was  the  feeling  that  a  hus- 
band or  a  wife  is  an  article  of  property, 
greatly  depreciated  in  value  at  second- 
hand, and  not  to  be  used  or  touched  by 
any  person  but  the  proprietor,  may  be 
learnt  from  Shakespear.  His  most  infatu- 
ated and  passionate  lovers  are  Antony  and 
Othello;  yet  both  of  them  betray  the 
commercial  and  proprietary  instinct  the 
moment  they  lose  their  tempers.  "I  found 
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you/*  says  Antony,  reproaching  Cleo- 
patra, "as  a  morsel  cold  upon  dead 
Caesar's  trencher."  Othello's  worst  agony 
is  the  thought  of  "keeping  a  corner  in  the 
thing  he  loves  for  others'  uses."  But  this 
is  not  what  a  man  feels  about  the  thing  he 
loves,  but  about  the  thing  he  owns.  I 
never  understood  the  full  significance  of 
Othello's  outburst  until  I  one  day  heard 
a  lady,  in  the  course  of  a  private  discus- 
sion as  to  the  feasibility  of  "group  mar- 
riage," say  with  cold  disgust  that  she 
would  as  soon  think  of  lending  her  tooth- 
brush to  another  woman  as  her  husband. 
The  sense  of  outraged  manhood  with 
which  I  felt  myself  and  all  other  husbands 
thus  reduced  to  the  rank  of  a  toilet  ap- 
pliance gave  me  a  very  unpleasant  taste 
of  what  Desdemona  might  have  felt  had 
she  overheard  Othello's  outburst.  I  was 
so  dumbfounded  that  I  had  not  the  pre- 
sence of  mind  to  ask  the  lady  whether  she 
insisted  on  having  a  doctor,  a  nurse,  a 
dentist,  and  even  a  priest  and  solicitor  all 
to  herself  as  well.  But  I  had  too  often 
heard  men  speak  of  women  as  if  they 
were  mere  personal  conveniences  to  feel 
surprised  that  exactly  the  same  view  is 
held,  only  more  fastidiously,  by  women. 
All  these  views  must  be  got  rid  of 
before  we  can  have  any  healthy  public 
opinion  (on  which  depends  our  having  a 
healthy  population)  on  the  subject  of  sex, 
and  consequently  of  marriage.  Whilst  the 
subject  is  considered  shameful  and  sinful 
we  shall  have  no  systematic  instruction  in 
sexual  hygiene,  because  such  lectures  as 
are  given  in  Germany,  France,  and  even 
prudish  America  (where  the  great  Mil- 
tonic  tradition  in  this  matter  still  lives) 
will  be  considered  a  corruption  of  that 
youthful  innocence  which  now  subsists 
on  nasty  stories  and  whispered  traditions 
handed  down  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion of  school  children:  stories  and  tradi- 
tions which  conceal  nothing  of  sex  but  its 
dignity,  its  honor,  its  sacredness,  its  rank 
as  the  first  necessity  of  society  and  the 


deepest  concern  of  the  nation.  We  shall 
continue  to  maintain  the  White  Slave 
Trade  and  protect  its  exploiters  by,  on  the 
one  hand,  tolerating  the  white  slave  as  the 
necessary  breakwater  of  marriage;  and, 
on  the  other,  trampling  on  her  and  de- 
grading her  until  she  has  nothing  to  hope 
from  our  Courts;  and  so,  with  policemen 
at  every  corner,  and  law  triumphant  all 
over  Europe,  she  will  still  be  smuggled 
and  cattle-driven  from  one  end  of  the 
civilized  world  to  the  other,  cheated, 
beaten,  bullied,  and  hunted  into  the  streets 
to  disgusting  overwork,  without  daring 
to  utter  the  cry  for  help  that  brings,  not 
rescue,  but  exposure  and  infamy,  yet  re- 
venging herself  terribly  in  the  end  by 
scattering  blindness  and  sterility,  pain  and 
disfigurement,  insanity  and  death  among 
us  with  the  certainty  that  we  are  much  too 
pious  and  genteel  to  allow  such  things  to 
be  mentioned  with  a  view  to  saving  either 
her  or  ourselves  from  them.  And  all  the 
time  we  shall  keep  enthusiastically  in- 
vesting her  trade  with  every  allurement 
that  the  art  of  the  novelist,  the  play- 
wright, the  dancer,  the  milliner,  the 
painter,  the  limelight  man,  and  the  senti- 
mental poet  can  devize,  after  which  we 
shall  continue  to  be  very  much  shocked 
and  surprised  when  the  cry  of  the  youth, 
of  the  young  wife,  of  the  mother,  of  the 
infected  nurse,  and  of  all  the  other  vic- 
tims, direct  and  indirect,  arises  with  its 
invariable  refrain:  "Why  did  nobody 
warn  me?" 

WHAT  IS  TO  BECOME  OF  THE  CHILDREN? 

I  must  not  reply  flippantly,  Make  them 
all  Wards  in  Chancery;  yet  that  would  be 
enough  to  put  any  sensible  person  on  the 
track  of  the  reply.  One  would  think,  to 
hear  the  way  in  which  people  sometimes 
ask  the  question,  that  not  only  does  mar- 
riage prevent  the  difficulty  from  ever 
arising,  but  that  nothing  except  divorce 
can  ever  raise  it.  It  is  true  that  if  you 
divorce  the  parents,  the  children  have  to 
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be  disposed  of.  But  if  you  hang  the 
parents,  or  imprison  the  parents,  or  take 
the  children  out  of  the  custody  of  the 
parents  because  they  hold  Shelley's  opin- 
ions, or  if  the  parents  die,  the  same  diffi- 
culty arises.  And  as  these  things  have 
happened  again  and  again,  and  as  we  have 
had  plenty  of  experience  of  divorce  de- 
crees and  separation  orders,  the  attempt 
to  use  children  as  an  obstacle  to  divorce 
is  hardly  worth  arguing  with.  We  shall 
deal  with  the  children  just  as  we  should 
deal  with  them  if  their  homes  were  broken 
up  by  any  other  cause.  There  is  a  sense 
in  which  children  are  a  real  obstacle  to 
divorce:  they  give  parents  a  common 
interest  which  keeps  together  many  a 
couple  who,  if  childless,  would  separate. 
The  marriage  law  is  superfluous  in  such 
cases.  This  is  shewn  by  the  fact  that  the 
proportion  of  childless  divorces  is  much 
larger  than  the  proportion  of  divorces 
from  all  causes.  But  it  must  not  be  for- 
gotten that  the  interest  of  the  children 
forms  one  of  the  most  powerful  argu- 
ments for  divorce.  An  unhappy  house- 
hold is  a  bad  nursery.  There  is  something 
to  be  said  for  the  polygynous  or  poly- 
androus  household  as  a  school  for  chil- 
dren :  children  really  do  suffer  from  having 
too  few  parents:  this  is  why  uncles  and 
aunts  and  tutors  and  governesses  are  often 
so  good  for  children.  But  it  is  just  the 
polygamous  household  which  our  mar- 
riage law  allows  to  be  broken  up,  and 
which,  as  we  have  seen,  is  not  possible 
as  a  typical  institution  in  a  democratic 
country  where  the  numbers  of  the  sexes 
are  about  equal.  Therefore  polygyny  and 
polyandry  as  a  means  of  educating  chil- 
dren fall  to  the  ground,  and  with  them, 
I  think,  must  go  the  opinion  which  has 
been  expressed  by  Gladstone  and  others, 
that  an  extension  of  divorce,  whilst  ad- 
mitting many  new  grounds  for  it,  might 
exclude  the  ground  of  adultery.  There  are, 
however,  clearly  many  things  that  make 
some  of  our  domestic  interiors  little  pri- 


vate hells  for  children  (especially  when 
the  children  are  quite  content  in  them) 
which  would  justify  any  intelligent  State 
in  breaking  up  the  home  and  giving  the 
custody  of  the  children  either  to  the 
parent  whose  conscience  had  revolted 
against  the  corruption  of  the  children,  or 
to  neither. 

Which  brings  me  to  the  point  that 
divorce  should  no  longer  be  confined  to 
cases  in  which  one  of  the  parties  peti- 
tions for  it.  If,  for  instance,  you  have 
a  thoroughly  rascally  couple  making  a 
living  by  infamous  means  and  bringing 
up  their  children  to  their  trade,  the  king's 
proctor,  instead  of  pursuing  his  present 
purely  mischievous  function  of  prevent- 
ing couples  from  being  divorced  by 
proving  that  they  both  desire  it,  might 
very  well  intervene  and  divorce  these 
children  from  their  parents.  At  present,  if 
the  Queen  herself  were  to  rescue  some 
unfortunate  child  from  degradation  and 
misery  and  place  her  in  a  respectable 
home,  and  some  unmentionable  pair  of 
blackguards  claimed  the  child  and  proved 
that  they  were  its  father  and  mother,  the 
child  would  be  given  to  them  in  the  name 
of  the  sanctity  of  the  home  and  the 
holiness  of  parentage,  after  perpetrating 
which  crime,  the  law  would  calmly  send 
an  education  officer  to  take  the  child  out 
of  the  parents'  hands  several  hours  a  day 
in  the  still  more  sacred  name  of  compul- 
sory education.  (Of  course  what  would 
really  happen  would  be  that  the  couple 
would  blackmail  the  Queen  for  their  con- 
sent to  the  salvation  of  the  child,  unless, 
indeed,  a  hint  from  a  police  inspector  con- 
vinced them  that  bad  characters  cannot 
always  rely  on  pedantically  constitutional 
treatment  when  they  come  into  conflict 
with  persons  in  high  station.) 

The  truth  is,  not  only  must  the  bond 
between  man  and  wife  be  made  subject  to 
a  reasonable  consideration  of  the  welfare 
of  the  parties  concerned  and  of  the  com- 
munity, but  the  whole  family  bond  as 
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well.  The  theory  that  the  wife  is  the  pro- 
perty of  the  husband  or  the  husband  of 
the  wife  is  not  a  whit  less  abhorrent  and 
mischievous  than  the  theory  that  the  child 
is  the  property  of  the  parent.  Parental 
bondage  will  go  the  way  of  conjugal 
bondage:  indeed  the  order  of  reform 
should  rather  be  put  the  other  way  about; 
for  the  helplessness  of  children  has  al- 
ready compelled  the  State  to  intervene 
between  parent  and  child  more  than  be- 
tween husband  and  wife.  If  you  pay  less 
than  £40  a  year  rent,  you  will  sometimes 
feel  tempted  to  say  to  the  vaccination 
officer,  the  school  attendance  officer,  and 
the  sanitary  inspector:  "Is  this  child  mine 
or  yours?"  The  answer  is  that  as  the  child 
is  a  vital  part  of  the  nation,  the  nation  can- 
not afford  to  leave  it  at  the  irresponsible 
disposal  of  any  individual  or  couple  of 
individuals  as  a  mere  small  parcel  of  pri- 
vate property.  The  only  solid  ground  that 
the  parent  can  take  is  that  as  the  State,  in 
spite  of  its  imposing  name,  can,  when  all 
is  said,  do  nothing  with  the  child  except 
place  it  in  the  charge  of  some  human 
being  or  another,  the  parent  is  no  worse 
a  custodian  than  a  stranger.  And  though 
this  proposition  may  seem  highly  ques- 
tionable at  first  sight  to  those  who  imagine 
that  only  parents  spoil  children,  yet  those 
who  realize  that  children  are  as  often 
spoilt  by  severity  and  coldness  as  by  in- 
dulgence, and  that  the  notion  that  natu- 
ral parents  are  any  worse  than  adopted 
parents  is  probably  as  complete  an  illusion 
as  the  notion  that  they  are  any  better,  see 
no  serious  likelihood  that  State  action  will 
detach  children  from  theii  parents  more 
than  it  does  at  present:  nay,  it  is  even 
likely  that  the  present  system  of  taking 
the  children  out  of  the  parents'  hands  and 
having  the  parental  duty  performed  by 
officials,  will,  as  poverty  and  ignorance 
become  the  exception  instead  of  the  rule, 
give  way  to  the  system  of  simply  re- 
quiring certain  results,  beginning  with 
the  baby's  weight  and  ending  perhaps 


with  some  sort  of  practical  arts  degree, 
but  leaving  parents  and  children  to  achieve 
the  results  as  they  best  may.  Such  free- 
dom is,  of  course,  impossible  in  our  pre- 
sent poverty-stricken  circumstances.  As 
long  as  the  masses  of  our  people  are  too 
poor  to  be  good  parents  or  good  anything 
else  except  beasts  of  burden,  it  is  no  use 
requiring  much  more  from  them  but  hew- 
ing of  wood  and  drawing  of  water:  what- 
ever is  to  be  done  must  be  done  for  them, 
mostly,  alas!  by  people  whose  superiority 
is  merely  technical.  Until  we  abolish 
poverty  it  is  impossible  to  push  rational 
measures  of  any  kind  very  far:  the  wolf  at 
the  door  will  compel  us  to  live  in  a  state 
of  siege  and  to  do  everything  by  a  bureau- 
cratic martial  law  that  would  be  quite 
unnecessary  and  indeed  intolerable  in  a 
prosperous  community.  But,  however  we 
settle  the  question,  we  must  make  the 
parent  justify  his  custody  of  the  child  ex- 
actly as  we  should  make  a  stranger  justify 
it.  If  a  family  is  not  achieving  the  pur- 
poses of  a  family  it  should  be  dissolved 
just  as  a  marriage  should  when  it,  too,  is 
not  achieving  the  purposes  of  marriage. 
The  notion  that  there  is  or  ever  can  be 
anything  magical  and  inviolable  in  the 
legal  relations  of  domesticity,  and  the 
curious  confusion  of  ideas  which  makes 
some  of  our  bishops  imagine  that  in  the 
phrase  "Whom  God  hath  joined,"  the 
word  God  means  the  district  registrar  or 
the  Reverend  John  Smith  or  William 
Jones,  must  be  got  rid  of.  Means  of  break- 
ing up  undesirable  families  are  as  neces- 
sary to  the  preservation  of  the  family  as 
means  of  dissolving  undesirable  marriages 
are  to  the  preservation  of  marriage.  If  our 
domestic  laws  are  kept  so  inhuman  that 
they  at  last  provoke  a  furious  general  in- 
surrection against  them  as  they  already 
provoke  many  private  ones,  we  shall  in  a 
very  literal  sense  empty  the  baby  out  with 
the  bath  by  abolishing  an  institution 
which  needs  nothing  more  than  a  little 
obvious  and  easy  rationalizing  to  make  it 
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not  only  harmless  but  comfortable,  honor- 
able, and  useful. 

THE  COST   OF  DIVORCE 

But  please  do  not  imagine  that  the  evils 
of  indissoluble  marriage  can  be  cured  by 
divorce  laws  administered  on  our  present 
plan.  The  very  cheapest  undefended 
divorce,  even  when  conducted  by  a 
solicitor  for  its  own  sake  and  that  of 
humanity,  costs  at  least  £30  out-of-pocket 
expenses.  To  a  client  on  business  terms  it 
costs  about  three  times  as  much.  Until 
divorce  is  as  cheap  as  marriage,  marriage 
will  remain  indissoluble  for  all  except  the 
handful  of  people  to  whom  £100  is  a 
procurable  sum.  For  the  enormous  ma- 
jority of  us  there  is  no  difference  in  this 
respect  between  a  hundred  and  a  quad- 
rillion. Divorce  is  the  one  thing  you  may 
not  sue  for  in  forma  pauperis. 

Let  me,  then,  recommend  as  follows: 

1.  Make  divorce  as  easy,  as  cheap,  and 
as  private  as  marriage. 

2.  Grant  divorce  at  the  request  of 
either  party,  whether  the  other  consents 
or  not;  and  admit  no  other  ground  than 
the  request,  which  should  be  made  with- 
out stating  any  reasons. 

3.  Confine  the  power  of  dissolving 
marriage  for  misconduct  to  the  State  act- 
ing on  the  petition  of  the  king's  proctor 
or  other  suitable  functionary,  who  may, 
however,  be  moved  by  either  party  to 
intervene  in  ordinary  request  cases,  not 
to  prevent  the  divorce  taking  place,  but 
to  enforce  alimony  if  it  be  refused  and  the 
case  is  one  which  needs  it. 

4.  Make  it  impossible    for   marriage 
to  be  used  as  a  punishment  as  it  is  at 
present.  Send  the  husband  and  wife  to 
penal  servitude   if  you   disapprove    of 
their  conduct  and  want  to  punish  them; 
but  do  not  send  them  back  to  perpetual 
wedlock. 

5.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  think  a 
couple  perfectly  innocent  and  well  con- 
ducted, do  not  condemn  them  also  to  per- 


petual wedlock  against  their  wills,  thereby 
making  the  treatment  of  what  you  con- 
sider innocence  on  both  sides  the  same  as 
the  treatment  of  what  you  consider  guilt 
on  both  sides. 

6.  Place  the  work  of  a  wife  and  mother 
on  the  same  footing  as  other  work:  that 
is,  on  the  footing  of  labor  worthy  of  its 
hire;  and  provide  for  unemployment  in 
it  exactly  as  for  unemployment  in  ship- 
building or  any  other  recognized  bread- 
winning  trade. 

7.  And  take  and  deal  with  all  the  con- 
sequences of  these  acts  of  justice  instead 
of  letting  yourself  be  frightened  out  of 
reason  and  good  sense  by  fear  of  con- 
sequences. We  must  finally  adapt  our 
institutions  to  human  nature.  In  the  long 
run  our  present  plan  of  trying  to  force 
human  nature  into  a  mould  of  existing 
abuses,   superstitions,   and   corrupt  in- 
terests, produces  the  explosive  forces  that 
wreck  civilization. 

8.  Never  forget  that  if  you  leave  your 
law  to  judges  and  your  religion  to  bishops 
you  will  presently  find  yourself  without 
either  law  or  religion.  If  you  doubt  this, 
ask  any  decent  judge  or  bishop.  Do  not 
ask  somebody  who  does  not  know  what 
a  judge  is,  or  what  a  bishop  is,  or  what  the 
law  is,  or  what  religion  is.  In  other  words, 
do  not  ask  your  newspaper.  Journalists 
are  too  poorly  paid, in  this  country  to 
know  anything  that  is  fit  for  publication. 

CONCLUSIONS 

To  sum  up,  we  have  to  depend  on  the 
solution  of  the  problem  of  unemploy- 
ment, probably  on  the  principles  laid 
down  in  the  Minority  Report  of  the  Royal 
Commission  on  the  Poor  Law,  to  make 
the  sexual  relations  between  men  and 
women  decent  and  honorable  by  mak- 
ing women  economically  independent  of 
men,  and  (in  the  younger  son  section  of 
the  upper  classes)  men  economically  in- 
dependent of  women.  We  also  have  to 
bring  ourselves  into  line  with  the  rest  of 
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Protestant  civilization  by  providing  means 
for  dissolving  all  unhappy,  improper,  and 
inconvenient  marriages.  And,  as  it  is  our 
cautious  custom  to  lag  behind  the  rest  of 
the  world  to  see  how  their  experiments  in 
reform  turn  out  before  venturing  our- 
selves, and  then  take  advantage  of  their 
experience  to  get  ahead  of  them,  we 
should  recognize  that  the  ancient  system 
of  specifying  grounds  for  divorce,  such 
as  adultery,  cruelty,  drunkenness,  felony, 
insanity,  vagrancy,  neglect  to  provide  for 
wife  and  children,  desertion,  public  de- 
famation, violent  temper,  religious  hetero- 
doxy, contagious  disease,  outrages,  indig- 
nities, personal  abuse,  "mental  anguish," 
conduct  rendering  life  burdensome,  and 
so  forth  (all  these  are  examples  from  some 
code  actually  in  force  at  present),  is  a  mis- 
take, because  the  only  effect  of  compelling 
people  to  plead  and  prove  misconduct 
is  that  cases  are  manufactured  and  clean 
linen  purposely  smirched  and  washed  in 
public,  to  the  great  distress  and  disgrace 
of  innocent  children  and  relatives,  whilst 
the  grounds  have  at  the  same  time  to  be 
made  so  general  that  any  sort  of  human 
conduct  may  be  brought  within  them  by 
a  little  special  pleading  and  a  little  mental 
reservation  on  the  part  of  witnesses  ex- 
amined on  oath.  When  it  comes  to  "con- 
duct rendering  life  burdensome,"  it  is 
clear  that  no  marriage  is  any  longer  in- 
dissoluble; and  the  sensible  thing  to  do 
then  is  to  grant  divorce  whenever  it  is 
desired,  without  asking  why. 


POSTSCRIPT  1933.  A  fashion  has  set  in 
among  the  theatre  critics  of  declaring  that 
Getting  Married,  and  by  implication  its 
preface,  are  obsolete  because  all  the  griev- 
ances and  difficulties  pointed  out  in  them 
have  been  removed  by  recent  legislation. 
This  is  a  striking  example  of  the  delusion 
of  progress  which  saves  us  from  despair. 
The  sole  change  made  in  our  marriage 
laws  since  the  Married  Women's  Property 
Act  created  serious  male  grievances  with 
one  hand  whilst  abolishing  some  gross 
female  ones  with  the  other,  is  that  by 
which  a  wife  can  now  obtain  a  divorce 
just  as  a  husband  can  for  adultery  alone, 
instead  of  having  to  prove  cruelty  and 
desertion  as  well.  In  every  other  respect 
British  marriage  is  what  it  was  when  the 
play  was  written:  that  is,  so  monstrously 
unreasonable  that  it  is  sustained  only  by 
the  fact  that  in  most  marriages  the  couples, 
being  ignorant  of  the  law,  do  not  realize 
the  risks  they  are  running,  and  seldom 
find  them  out  later  on  because  the  unbear- 
ably hard  cases  are  exceptional.  Mean- 
while in  countries  where  marriages  can 
be  dissolved  at  the  demand  of  either  party 
without  delay  or  serious  expense,  subject 
only  to  provision  for  the  children,  so  that 
there  is  no  longer  any  excuse  for  illicit 
and  dissolute  relations,  public  opinion 
on  questions  of  sexual  behavior  is  sterner 
than  with  us;  and  none  of  the  disastrous 
consequences  of  unimpeded  divorce  pre- 
dicted by  our  upholders  of  indissoluble 
marriage  are  complained  of. 


II 

PARENTS  AND  CHILDREN  (MISALLIANCE) 
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TRAILING  CLOUDS  OF  GLORY 

Childhood  is  a  stage  in  the  process  of 
that  continual  remahufacture  of  the  Life 
Stuff  by  which  the  human  race  is  per- 
petuated. The  Life  Force  either  will  not 
or  cannot  achieve  immortality  except  in 
very  low  organisms:  indeed  it  is  by  no 
means  ascertained  that  even  the  amoeba 
is  immortal.  Human  beings  visibly  wear 
out,  though  they  last  longer  than  their 
friends  the  dogs.  Turtles,  parrots,  and 
elephants  are  believed  to  be  capable 
of  outliving  the  memory  of  the  oldest 
human  inhabitant.  But  the  fact  that  new 
ones  are  born  conclusively  proves  that 
they  are  not  immortal.  Do  away  with 
death  and  you  do  away  with  the  need 
for  birth:  in  tact  it  you  went  on  breeding, 
you  would  finally  have  to  kill  old  people 
to  make  room  for  young  ones. 

tfcw  death  is  not  necessarily  a  failure 
of  energy  on  the  part  of  the  Life  Force". 
People  with  no  imagination  try  to  make 
things  which  will  last  for  ever,  and  even 
want  to  live  for  ever  themselves.  But  the 
intelligently  imaginative  man  knows  very 
well  that  it  is  waste  of  labor  to  make  a 
machine  that  will  last  ten  years,  because 
it  will  probably  be  superseded  in  half  that 
time  by  an  improved  machine  answering 
the  same  purpose.  He  also  knows  that 
if  some  devil  were  to  convince  us  that 
our  dream  of  personal  immortality  is 
no  dream  but  a  hard  fact,  such  a  shriek 
of  despair  would  go  up  from  the  human 
race  as  no  other  conceivable  horror 
could  provoke.  With  all  our  pervetse 
nonsense  as  to  John  Smith  living  for 
a  thousand  million  eons  and  for  ever 
after,  we  die  voluntarily,  knowing  that 
it  is  time  for  us  to  be  scrapped,  to  be 
remanufactured,  to  come  back,  as  Words- 


worth divined,  trailing  ever  brightening 
clouds  of  glory.  We  must  all  be  born 
again,  and  yet  again  and  again.  We 
should  like  to  live  a  little  longer  just  as 
we  should  like  £50:  that  is,  we  should 
take  it  if  we  could  get  it  for  nothing;  but 
that  sort  of  idle  liking  is  not  will.  It  is 
amazing — considering  the  way  we  talk 
— how  little  a  man  will  do  to  get  £50: 
all  the  £50  notes  I  have  ever  known  of 
have  been  more  easily  earned  than  a 
laborious  sixpence;  but  the  difficulty  of 
inducing  a  man  to  make  any  serious  effort 
to  obtain  £50  is  nothing  to  the  difficulty 
of  inducing  him  to  make  a  serious  effort 
to  keep  alive.  The  moment  he  sees  death 
approach,  he  gets  into  bed  and  sends  for 
a  doctor.  He  knows  very  well  at  the  back 
of  his  conscience  that  he  is  rather  a  poor 
job  and  had  better  be  remanufactured. 
He  knows  that  his  death  will  make  room 
for  a  birth;  and  he  hopes  that  it  will  be 
a  birth  of  something  that  he  aspired  to 
be  and  fell  short  of.  He  knows  that  it  is 
through  death  and  rebirth  that  this  cor- 
ruptible shall  become  incorruptible,  and 
this  mortal  put  on  immortality.  Practise 
as  you  will  on  his  ignorance,  his  fears, 
and  his  imagination  with  bribes  of  para- 
dises and  threats  of  hells,  there  is  only 
one  belief  that  can  rob  death  of  its  sting 
and  the  grave  of  its  victory;  and  that 
is  the  belief  that  we  can  lay  down  the 
burden  of  our  wretched  little  makeshift 
individualities  for  ever  at  each  lift  to- 
wards the  goal  of  evolution,  which  can 
only  be  a  being  that  cannot  be  improved 
upon.  After  all,  what  man  is  capable  of 
the  insane  self-conceit  of  believing  that 
an  eternity  of  himself  would  be  tolerable 
even  to  himself?  Those  who  try  to  believe 
it  postulate  that  they  shall  be  made  per- 
fect first.  But  if  you  make  me  perfect  I 
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shall  no  longer  be  myself,  nor  will  it  be 
possible  for  me  to  conceive  my  present 
imperfections  (and  what  I  cannot  con- 
ceive I  cannot  remember);  so  that  you 
may  just  as  well  give  me  a  new  name  and 
face  the  fact  that  I  am  a  new  person  and 
that  the  old  Bernard  Shaw  is  as  dead  as 
mutton.  Thus,  oddly  enough,  the  con- 
ventional belief  in  the  matter  comes  to 
this:  that  if  you  wish  to  live  for  ever  you 
must  be  wicked  enough  to  be  irretriev- 
ably damned,  since  the  saved  are  no 
longer  what  they  were,  and!  in  hell  alone 
do  people  retain  their  sinful  nature:  that 
is  to  say,  their  individuality!  And  this 
sort  of  hell,  however  convenient  as  a 
means  of  intimidating  persons  who  have 
practically  no  honor  and  no  conscience, 
is  not  a  fact.  Death  is  for  many  of  us  the 
gate  of  hell;  but  we  are  inside  on  the  way 
out,  not  outside  on  the  way  in.  Therefore 
let  us  give  up  telling  one  another  idle 
stories,  and  rejoice  in  death  as  we  rejoice 
in  birth;  for  without  death  we  cannot  be 
born  again;  andthe  man  who  does  not  wish 
to  be  born  again  and  born  better  is  fit  only 
to  represent  the  City  of  London  in  Parlia- 
ment, or  perhaps  the  university  of  OxfordA 

THE  CHILD   IS  FATHER  TO   THE  MAN 

Is  he?  Then  in  the  name  of  common 
sense  why  do  we  always  treat  children 
on  the  assumption  that  the  man  is  father 
to  the  child?  Oh,  these  fathers!  And  we 
are  not  content  with  fathers:  we  must 
have  godfathers,  forgetting  that  the  child 
is  godfather  to  the  man.  Has  it  ever 
struck  you  as  curious  that  in  a  country 
where  the  first  article  of  belief  is  that 
every  child  is  born  with  a  godfather 
whom  we  all  call  "our  father  which  art 
in  heaven/'  two  very  limited  individual 
mortals  should  be  allowed  to  appear  at 
its  baptism  and  explain  that  they  are  its 
godparents,  and  that  they  will  look  after 
its  salvation  until  it  is  no  longer  a  child. 
I  had  a  godmother  who  made  herself 
responsible  in  this  way  for  me.  She  pre- 


sented me  with  a  Bible  with  a  gilt  clasp 
and  edges,  larger  than  the  Bibles  similarly 
presented  to  my  sisters,  because  my  sex 
entitled  me  to  a  heavier  article.  I  must 
have  seen  that  lady  at  least  four  times  in 
the  twenty  years  following.  She  never 
alluded  to  my  salvation  in  any  way. 
People  occasionally  ask  me  to  act  as  god- 
father to  their  children  with  a  levity 
which  convinces  me  that  they  have  not 
the  faintest  notion  that  it  involves  any- 
thing more  than  calling  the  helpless  child 
George  Bernard,  without  regard  to  the 
possibility  that  it  may  grow  up  in  the 
liveliest  abhorrence  of  my  notions. 

A  person  with  a  turn  for  logic  might 
argue  that  if  God  is  the  Father  of  all  men> 
and  if  the  child  is  father  to  the  man,  it 
follows  that  the  true  representative  of 
God  at  the  christening  is  the  child  itself. 
But  such  posers  are  unpopular,  because 
they  imply  that  our  little  customs,  or,  as 
we  often  call  them,  our  religion,  mean 
something,  or  must  originally  have  meant 
something,  and  that  we  understand  and 
believe  that  something. 

However,  my  business  is  not  to  make 
confusion  worse  confounded,  but  to 
clear  it  up.  Only,  it  is  as  well  to  begin  by 
a  sample  of  current  thought  and  practice 
which  shews  that  on  the  subject  of  chil- 
dren we  are  very  deeply  confused.  On 
the  whole,  whatever  our  theory  or  no 
theory  may  be,  our  practice  is  to  treat 
the  child  as  the  property  of  its  immediate 
physical  parents,  and  to  allow  them  to 
do  what  they  like  with  it,  as  far  as  it  will 
let  them.  It  has  no  rights  and  no  liberties: 
in  short,  its  condition  is  that  which  adults, 
recognize  as  the  most  miserable  and 
dangerous  politically  possible  for  them- 
selves: namely,  the  condition  of  slavery. 
For  its  alleviation  we  trust  to  the  natural 
affection  of  the  parties,  and  to  public 
opinion.  A  father  cannot  for  his  own 
credit  let  his  son  go  in  rags.  Also,  in 
a  very  large  section  of  the  population,, 
parents  finally  become  dependent  oa 
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their  children.  Thus  there  are  checks  on 
child  slavery  which  do  not  exist,  or  are 
less  powerful,  in  the  case  of  manual  and 
industrial  slavery.  Sensationally  bad  cases 
fall  into  two  classes,  which  are  really  the 
same  class:  Jnamely,  the  children  whose 
parents  are  excessively  addicted  to  the 
sensual  luxury  of  petting  children,  and 
the  children  whose  parents  are  excess- 
ively addicted  to  the  sensual  luxury  of 
physically  torturing  them.  There  is  a 
Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty 
to  Children  which  has  effectually  made 
an  end  of  our  belief  that  mothers  are  any 
more  to  be  trusted  than  stepmothers,  or 
fathers  than  slave-drivers.  And  there  is 
a  growing  body  of  law  designed  to  pre- 
vent parents  from  using  their  children 
ruthlessly  to  make  money  for  the  house- 
hold. Such  legislation  has  always  been 
furiously  resisted  by  the  parents,  even 
when  the  horrors  of  factory  slavery  were 
at  their  worst;  and  the  extension  of  such 
legislation  at  present  would  be  impossible 
if  it  were  not  that  the  parents  affected  by 
it  cannot  control  a  majority  of  votes  in 
Parliament.  In  domestic  life  a  great  deal 
of  service  is  done  by  children,  the  girls 
acting  as  nursemaids  and  general  ser- 
vants, and  the  lads  as  errand  boys.  In 
the  country  both  boys  and  girls  do  a 
substantial  share  of  farm  labor.  This  is 
why  it  is  necessary  to  coerce  poor  parents 
to  send  their  children  to  school,  though 
in  the  relatively  small  class  which  keeps 
plenty  of  servants  it  is  impossible  to 
induce  parents  to  keep  their  children  at 
home  instead  of  paying  schoolmasters 
to  take  them  off  their  hands. 

It  appears  then  that  the  bond  of  affec- 
tion between  parents  and  children  does 
not  save  children  from  the  slavery  that 
denial  of  rights  involves  in  adult  politi- 
cal relations.  It  sometimes  intensifies  it, 
sometimes  mitigates  it;  but  on  the  whole 
children  and  parents  confront  one  an- 
other as  two  classes  in  which  all  the 
political  power  is  on  one  side;  and  the 
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results  are  not  at  all  unlike  what  they 
would  be  if  there  were  no  immediate 
consar^uinity  between  them,  and  one 
were  white  and  the  other  black,  or  one 
enfranchised  and  the  other  disenfran- 
chised, or  one  ranked  as  gentle  and  the 
other  simple.  Not  that  Nature  counts  for 
nothing  in  the  case  and  political  rights  for 
everything.  But  a  denial  of  political  rights, 
and  the  resultant  delivery  of  one  class 
into  the  mastery  of  another,  affects  their 
relations  so  extensively  and  profoundly 
that  it  is  impossible  to  ascertain  what  the 
real  natural  relations  of  the  two  classes  are 
until  this  political  relation  is  abolished. 

WHAT   IS   A  CHILD? 

An  experiment.  A  fresh  attempt  to 
produce  the  just  man  made  perfect:  that 
is,  to  make  humanity  divine.  And  you 
will  vitiate  the  experiment  if  you  make 
the  slightest  attempt  to  abort  it  into  some 
fancy  figure  of  your  own:  for  example, 
your  notion  of  a  good  man  or  a  womanly 
woman.  If  you  treat  it  as  a  little  wild 
beast  to  be  tamed,  or  as  a  pet  to  be  played 
with,  or  even  as  a  means  to  save  you 
trouble  and  to  make  money  for  you  (and 
these  are  our  commonest  ways),  it  may 
fight  its  way  through  in  spite  of  you  and 
save  its  soul  alive;  for  all  its  instincts 
will  resist  you,  and  possibly  be  strength- 
ened in  the  resistance;  but  if  you  begin 
with  its  own  holiest  aspirations,  and 
suborn  them  for  your  own  purposes,  then 
there  is  hardly  any  limit  to  the  mischief 
you  may  do.  Swear  at  a  child,  throw  your 
boots  at  it,  send  it  flying  from  the  room 
with  a  cuff  or  a  kick;  and  the  experience 
will  be  as  instructive  to  the  child  as  a 
difficulty  with  a  short-tempered  dog  or 
a  bull.  Francis  Place  tells  us  that  his 
father  always  struck  his  children  when 
he  found  one  within  his  reach.  The  effect 
on  the  young  Places  seems  to  have  been 
simply  to  make  them  keep  out  of  their 
father's  way,  which  was  no  doubt  what 
he  desired,  as  far  as  he  desired  anything 
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at  all.  Francis  records  the  habit  without 
bitterness,  having  reason  to  thank  his 
stars  that  his  father  respected  the  inside 
of  his  head  whilst  cuffing  the  outside 
of  it;  and  this  made  it  easy  for  Francis 
to  do  yeoman's  service  to  his  country 
as  that  rare  and  admirable  thing,  a  Free- 
thinker: the  only  sort  of  thinker,!  may  re- 
mark, whose  thoughts,  and  consequently 
whose  religious  convictions,  command 
any  respect. 

Now  Mr  Place,  senior,  would  be  de- 
scribed by  many  as  a  bad  father;  and  I  do 
not  contend  that  he  was  a  conspicuously 
good  one.  But  as  compared  with  the 
conventional  good  father  who  deliber- 
ately imposes  himself  on  his  son  as  a  god; 
who  takes  advantage  of  childish  credu- 
lity and  parent  worship  to  persuade  his 
son  that  what  he  approves  of  is  right 
and  what  he  disapproves  of  is  wrong; 
who  imposes  a  corresponding  conduct  on 
the  child  by  a  system  of  prohibitions 
and  penalties,  rewards  and  eulogies,  for 
which  he  claims  divine  sanction:  com- 
pared to  this  sort  of  abortionist  and 
monster  maker,  I  say,  Place  appears 
almost  as  a  Providence.  Not  that  it  is 
possible  to  live  with  children  any  more 
than  with  grown-up  people  without  im- 
posing rules  of  conduct  on  them.  There 
is  a  point  at  which  every  person  with 
human  nerves  has  to  say  to  a  child  "Stop 
that  noise."  But  suppose  the  child  asks 
why!  There  are  various  answers  in  use. 
The  simplest:  "Because  it  irritates  me," 
may  fail;  for  it  may  strike  the  child 
as  being  rather  amusing  to  irritate  you; 
also  the  child,  having  comparatively  no 
nerves,  may  be  unable  to  conceive  your 
meaning  vividly  enough.  In  any  case  it 
may  want  to  make  a  noise  more  than  to 
spare  your  feelings.  You  may  therefore 
have  to  explain  that  the  effect  of  the 
irritation  will  be  that  you  will  do  some- 
thing unpleasant  if  the  noise  continues. 
The  something  unpleasant  may  be  only 
a  look  of  suffering  to  rouse  the  child's 


affectionate  sympathy  (if  it  has  any),  or 
it  may  run  to  forcible  expulsion  from  the 
room  with  plenty  of  unnecessary  vio- 
lence; but  the  principle  is  the  same:  there 
are  no  false  pretences  involved:  the  child 
learns  in  a  straightforward  way  that  it 
does  not  pay  to  be  inconsiderate.  Also, 
perhaps,  that  Mamma,  who  made  the 
child  learn  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  is 
not  really  a  Christian. 

THE   SIN   OF   NADAB  AND   ABIHU 

But  there  is  another  sort  of  answer  in 
wide  use  which  is  neither  straightforward, 
instructive,  nor  harmless.  In  its  simplest 
form  it  substitutes  for  "Stop  that  noise," 
"Dont  be  naughty,"  which  means  that  the 
child,  instead  of  annoying  you  by  a  per- 
fectly healthy  and  natural  infantile  proced- 
ure, is  offending  God.  This  is  a  blasphem- 
ous lie;  and  the  fact  that  it  is  on  the  lips  of 
every  nurserymaid  does  not  excuse  it  in 
the  least.  Dickens  tells  us  of  a  nursery- 
maid who  elaborated  it  into  "If  you  do 
that,  angels  wont  never  love  you."  I  re- 
member a  servant  who  used  to  tell  me  that 
if  I  were  not  good,  by  which  she  meant  if 
I  did  not  behave  with  a  single  eye  to  her 
personal  convenience,  the  cock  would 
come  down  the  chimney.  Less  imagina- 
tive but  equally  dishonest  people  told 
me  I  should  go  to  hell  if  I  did  not  make 
myself  agreeable  to  them.  Bodily  vio- 
lence, provided  it  be  the  hasty  expression 
of  normal  provoked  resentment  and  not 
vicious  cruelty,  cannot  harm  a  child  as 
this  sort  of  pious  fraud  harms  it.  There 
is  a  legal  limit  to  physical  cruelty;  and 
there  are  also  human  limits  to  it.  There 
is  an  active  Society  which  brings  to  book 
a  good  many  parents  who  starve  and 
torture  and  overwork  their  children,  and 
intimidates  a  good  many  more.  When 
parents  of  this  type  are  caught,  they  are 
treated  as  criminals;  and  not  infrequently 
the  police  have  some  trouble  to  save 
them  from  being  lynched.  The  people 
against  whom  children  are  wholly  un- 
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protected  are  those  who  devote  them- 
selves to  the  very  mischievous  and  cruel 
sort  of  abortion  which  is  called  bringing 
up  a  child  in  the  way  it  should  go.  Now 
nobody  knows  the  way  a  child  should 
go.  All  the  ways  discovered  so  far  lead 
to  the  horrors  of  our  existing  (civiliza- 
tions, described  quite  justifiably  by 
Ruskin  as  heaps  of  agonizing  human 
maggots,  struggling  with  one  another 
for  scraps  of  food./  Pious  fraud  is  an 
attempt  to  pervert  that  divine  mystery 
called  the  child's  conscience  into  an 
instrument  of  our  own  convenience,  and 
to  use  that  wonderful  and  terrible  power 
called  Shame  to  grind  our  own  axe.  It  is 
the  sin  of  stealing  fire  from  the  altar:  a 
sin  so  impudently  practised  by  popes, 
parents,  and  pedagd^ues,  that  one  can 
hardly  expect  the  nurserymaids  to  see 
any  harm  in  stealing  a  few  cinders  when 
they  are  worrited. 

Into  the  blackest  depths  of  this  viola- 
tion of  children's  souls  one  can  hardly 
bear  to  look;  for  here  we  find  pious 
fraud  masking  the  violation  of  the  body 
by  obscene  cruelty.  Any  parent  or  school 
teacher  who  takes  a  secret  and  abomin- 
able delight  in  torture  is  allowed  to  lay 
traps  into  which  every  child  must  fall, 
and  then  beat  it  to  his  or  her  heart's  con- 
tent. A  gentleman  once  wrote  to  me  and 
said,  with  an  obvious  conviction  that 
he  was  being  most  reasonable  and  high- 
minded,  that  the  only  thing  he  beat 
his  children  for  was  failure  in  perfect 
obedience  and  perfect  truthfulness.  On 
these  virtues,  he  said,  he  must  insist.  As 
one  of  them  is  not  a  virtue  at  all,  and  the 
other  is  the  attribute  of  a  god,  one  can 
imagine  what  the  lives  of  this  gentleman's 
children  would  have  been  if  it  had  been 
possible  for  him  to  live  down  to  his 
monstrous  and  foolish  pretensions.  And 
yet  he  might  have  written  his  letter  to 
The  Times  (he  very  nearly  did,  by  the 
way)  without  incurring  any  danger  of 
being  removed  to  an  asylum,  or  even 


losing  his  reputation  for  taking  a  very 
proper  view  of  his  parental  duties.  And 
at  least  it  was  not  a  trivial  view,  nor  an 
ill  meant  one.  It  was  much  more  respect- 
able than  the  general  consensus  of  opinion 
that  if  a  school  teacher  can  devize  a  ques- 
tion a  child  cannot  answer,  or  overhear 
it  calling  omega  omeega,  he  or  she  may 
beat  the  child  viciously.  Only,  the 
cruelty  must  be  whitewashed  by  a  moral 
excuse,  and  a  pretence  of  reluctance. 
It  must  be  for  the  child's  good.  The 
assailant  must  say  "This  hurts  me  more 
than  it  hurts  you."  There  must  be  hypo- 
crisy as  well  as  cruelty.  The  injury  to  the 
child  would  be  far  less  if  the  voluptuary 
said  frankly  "I  beat  you  because  I  like 
beating  you;  and  I  shall  do  it  whenever 
I  can  confeive  an  excuse  for  it."  But  to 
represent  this  detestable  lust  to  the  child 
as  Divine  wrath,  and  the  cruelty  as  the 
beneficent  act  of  God,  which  is  exactly 
what  all  our  floggers  do,  is  to  add  to  the 
torture  of  the  body,  out  of  which  the 
flogger  at  least  gets  some  pleasure,  the 
maiming  and  blinding  of  the  child's  soul, 
which  can  bring  nothing  but  horror  to 
anyone. 

THE   MANUFACTURE   OF  MONSTERS 

This  industry  is  by  no  means  peculiar 
to  China.  The  Chinese  (they  say)  make 
physical  monsters.  We  revile  them  for  it 
and  proceed  to  make  moral  monsters  of 
our  own  children.  The  most  excusable 
parents  are  those  who  try  to  correct  their 
own  faults  in  their  offspring.  The  parent 
who  says  to  his  child:  "I  am  one  of  the  suc- 
cesses of  the  Almighty:  therefore  imitate 
me  in  every  particular  or  I  will  have  the  skin 
off  your  back"  (a  quite  common  attitude) 
is  a  much  more  absurd  figure  than  the  man 
who,  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  thrashes 
his  boy  for  smoking.  If  you  must  hold 
yourself  up  to  your  children  as  an  object 
lesson  (which  is  not  at  all  necessary), 
hold  yourself  up  as  a  warning  and  not  as 
an  example.  But  you  had  much  better 
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let  the  child's  character  alone.  If  you 
once  allow  yourself  to  regard  a  child  as 
so  much  material  for  you  to  manufacture 
into  any  shape  that  happens  to  suit  your 
fancy  you  are  defeating  the  experiment 
of  the  Life  Force.  You  are  assuming 
that  the  child  does  not  know  its  own 
business,  and  that  you  do.  In  this  you 
are  sure  to  be  wrong:  the  child  feels  the 
drive  of  the  Life  Force  (often  called  the 
Will  of  God);  and  you  cannot  feel  it  for 
him.  Handel's  parents  no  doubt  thought 
they  knew  better  than  their  child  when 
they  tried  to  prevent  his  becoming  a 
musician.  They  would  have  been  equally 
wrong  and  equally  unsuccessful  if  they 
had  tried  to  prevent  the  child  becom- 
ing a  great  rascal  had  its  genius  lain  in 
that  direction.  Handel  would  have  been 
Handel,  and  Napoleon  and  Peter  of 
Russia  themselves  in  spite  of  all  the 
parents  in  creation,  because,  as  often 
happens,  they  were  stronger  than  their 
parents.  But  this  does  not  happen 
always.  Most  children  can  be,  and  many 
are,  hopelessly  wa/ped  and  wasted  by 
parents  who  are  ignorant  and  silly  enough 
to  suppose  that  they  know  what  a 
human  being  ought  to  be,  and  who  stick 
at  nothing  in  their  determination  to  force 
their  children  into  their  moulds.  Every 
child  has  a  right  to  its  own  bent.  It  has 
a  right  to  be  a  Plymouth  Brother  though 
its  parents  be  convinced  atheists.  It  has 
a  right  to  dislike  its  mother  or  father  or 
sister  or  brother  or  uncle  or  aunt  if  they 
are  antipathetic  to  it.  It  has  a  right  to  find 
its  own  way  and  go  its  own  way,  whether 
that  way  seems  wise  or  foolish  to  others, 
exactly  as  an  adult  has.  It  has  a  right  to 
privacy  as  to  its  own  doings  and  its  own 
affairs  as  much  as  if  it  were  its  own  father. 

SMALL  AND   LARGE  FAMILIES 

These  rights  have  now  become  more 
important  than  they  used  to  be,  because 
the  modern  practice  of  limiting  families 
enables  them  to  be  more  effectually 


violated.  In  a  family  of  ten,  eight,  six, 
or  even  four  children,  the  rights  of  the 
younger  ones  to  a  great  extent  take  care 
of  themselves  and  of  the  rights  of  the 
elder  ones  too.  Two  adult  parents,  in 
spite  of  a  house  to  keep  and  an  income 
to  earn,  can  still  interfere  to  a  disastrous 
extent  with  the  rights  and  liberties  of 
one  child.  But  by  the  time  a  fourth  child 
has  arrived,  they  are  not  only  out- 
numbered two  to  one,  but  are  getting 
tired  of  the  thankless  and  mischievous 
job  of  bringing  up  their  children  in  the 
way  they  think  they  should  go.  The 
old  observation  that  members  of  large 
families  get  on  in  the  world  holds  good 
because  in  large  families  it  is  impossible 
for  each  child  to  receive  what  school- 
masters call  "individual  attention."  The 
children  may  receive  a  good  deal  of  in- 
dividual attention  from  one  another  in 
the  shape  of  outspoken  reproach,  ruth- 
less ridicule,  and  violent  resistance  to 
their  attempts  at  aggression;  but  the 
parental  despots  are  compelled  by  the 
multitude  of  their  subjects  to  resort  to 
political  rather  than  personal  rule,  and 
to  spread  their  attempts  at  moral  monster- 
making  over  so  many  children,  that  each 
child  has  enough  freedom,  and  enough 
sport  in  the  prophylactic  process  of 
laughing  at  its  elders  behind  their  backs, 
to  escape  with  much  less  damage  than 
the  single  child.  In  a  large  school  the 
system  may  be  bad;  but  the  personal 
influence  of  the  head  master  has  to  be 
exerted,  when  it  is  exerted  at  all,  in  a 
public  way,  because  he  has  little  more 
power  of  working  on  the  affections  of 
the  individual  scholar  in  the  intimate  way 
that,  for  example,  the  mother  of  a  single 
child  can,  than  the  prime  minister  has 
of  working  on  the  affections  of  any  in- 
dividual voter. 

CHILDREN  AS   NUISANCES 

Experienced  parents,  when  children's 
rights  are  preached  to  them,  very  natur- 
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ally  ask  whether  children  are  to  be  allowed 
to  do  what  they  like.  The  best  reply  is 
to  ask  whether  adults  are  to  be  allowed 
to  do  what  they  like.  The  two  cases  are 
the  same.  The  adult  who  is  nasty  is  not 
allowed  to  do  what  he  likes:  neither  can 
the  child  who  likes  to  be  nasty.  There  is 
no  difference  in  principle  between  the 
rights  of  a  child  and  those  of  an  adult: 
the  difference  in  their  cases  is  one  of  cir- 
cumstance. An  adult  is  not  supposed  to 
be  punished  except  by  process  of  law; 
nor,  when  he  is  so  punished,  is  the  person 
whom  he  has  injured  allowed  to  act  as 
judge,  jury,  and  executioner.  It  is  true 
that  employers  do  act  in  this  way  every 
day  to  their  workpeople;  but  this  is  not 
a  justified  and  intended  part  of  the  situa- 
tion: it  is  an  abuse  of  Capitalism  which 
nobody  defends  in  principle.  As  between 
child  and  parent  or  nurse  it  is  not  argued 
about,  because  it  is  inevitable.  You  cannot 
hold  an  impartial  judicial  inquiry  every 
time  a  child  misbehaves  itself.  To  allow 
the  child  to  misbehave  without  instantly 
making  it  unpleasantly  conscious  of  the 
fact  would  be  to  spoil  it.  The  adult  has 
therefore  to  take  action  of  some  sort  with 
nothing  but  his  conscience  to  shield  the 
child  from  injustice  or  unkindness.  The 
action  may  be  a  torrent  of  scolding  cul- 
minating in  a  furious  smack  causing 
terror  and  pain,  or  it  may  be  a  remon- 
strance causing  remorse,  or  it  may  be  a 
sarcasm  causing  shame  and  humiliation, 
or  it  may  be  a  sermon  causing  the  child 
to  believe  that  it  is  a  little  reprobate  on 
the  road  to  hell.  The  child  has  no  defence 
in  any  case  except  the  kindness  and  con- 
science of  the  adult;  and  the  adult  had 
better  not  forget  this,  for  it  involves  a 
heavy  responsibility. 

And  now  comes  our  difficulty.  The 
responsibility,  being  so  heavy,  cannot 
be  discharged  by  persons  of  feeble  char- 
acter or  intelligence.  And  yet  people  of 
high  character  and  intelligence  cannot 
be  plagued  with  the  care  of  children.  A 


child  is  a  restless,  noisy  little  animal,  with 
an  insatiable  appetite  for  knowledge,  and 
consequently  a  maddening  persistence 
in  asking  questions.  If  the  child  is  to 
remain  in  the  room  with  a  highly  in- 
telligent and  sensitive  adult,  it  must  be 
told,  and  if  necessary  forced,  to  sit  still 
and  not  speak,  which  is  injurious  to 
its  health,  unnatural,  unjust,  and  there- 
fore cruel  and  selfish  beyond  toleration. 
Consequently  the  highly  intelligent  and 
sensitive  adult  hands  the  child  over 
to  a  nurserymaid  who  has  no  nerves 
and  can  therefore  stand  more  noise,  but 
who  has  also  no  scruples,  and  may 
therefore  be  very  bad  company  for  the 
child. 

Here  we  have  come  to  the  central  fact 
of  the  question:  a  fact  nobody  avows, 
which  is  yet  the  true  explanation  of  the 
monstrous  system  of  child  imprisonment 
and  torture  which  we  disguise  under  such 
hypocrisies  as  education,  training,  forma- 
tion of  character  and  the  rest  of  it.  This 
fact  is  simply  that  a  child  is  a  nuisance 
to  a  grown-up  person.  What  is  more, 
the  nuisance  becomes  more  and  more 
intolerable  as  the  grown-up  person  be- 
comes more  cultivated,  more  sensitive, 
and  more  deeply  engaged  in  the  highest 
methods  of  adult  work.  The  child  at 
play  is  noisy  and  ought  to  be  noisy:  Sir 
Isaac  Newton  at  work  is  quiet  and  ought 
to  be  quiet.  And  the  child  should  spend 
most  of  its  time  at  play,  whilst  the  adult 
should  spend  most  of  his  time  at  work. 
I  am  not  now  writing  on  behalf  of 
persons  who  coddle  themselves  into  a 
ridiculous  condition  of  nervous  feeble- 
ness, and  at  last  imagine  themselves  un- 
able to  work  under  conditions  of  bustle 
which  to  healthy  people  are  cheerful  and 
stimulating.  I  am  sure  that  if  people  had 
to  choose  between  living  where  the  noise 
of  children  never  stopped  and  where  it 
was  never  heard,  all  the  goodnatured  and 
sound  people  would  prefer  the  incessant 
noise  to  the  incessant  silence.  But  that 
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choice  is  not  thrust  upon  us  by  the  nature 
of  things.  There  is  no  reason  why  chil- 
dren and  adults  should  not  see  just  as 
much  of  one  another  as  is  good  for  them, 
no  more  and  no  less.  Even  at  present  you 
are  not  compelled  to  choose  between 
sending  your  child  to  a  boarding  school 
(which  means  getting  rid  of  it  altogether 
on  more  or  less  hypocritical  pretences) 
and  keeping  it  continually  at  home.  Most 
working  folk  today  either  send  their 
children  to  day  schools  or  turn  them  out 
of  doors.  This  solves  the  problem  for 
the  parents.  It  does  not  solve  it  for  the 
children,  any  more  than  the  tethering  of 
a  goat  in  a  field  or  the  chasing  of  an  un- 
licensed dog  into  the  streets  solves  it  for 
the  goat  or  the  dog;  but  it  shews  that  in 
no  class  are  people  willing  to  endure  the 
society  of  their  children,  and  conse- 
quently that  it  is  an  error  to  believe  that 
the  family  provides  children  with  edify- 
ing adult  society,  or  that  the  family  is  a 
social  unit.  The  family  is  in  that,  as  in 
so  many  other  respects,  a  humbug.  Old 
people  and  young  people  cannot  walk 
at  the  same  pace  without  distress  and 
final  loss  of  health  to  one  of  the  parties. 
When  they  are  sitting  indoors  they  can- 
not endure  the  same  degrees  of  tempera- 
ture and  the  same  supplies  of  fresh  air. 
Even  if  the  main  factors  of  noise,  rest- 
lessness, and  inquisitiveness  are  left  out 
of  account,  children  can  stand  with  in- 
difference sights,  sounds,  smells,  and 
disorders  that  would  make  an  adult  of 
fifty  utterly  miserable;  whilst  on  the 
other  hand  such  adults  find  a  tranquil 
happiness  in  conditions  which  to  chil- 
dren mean  unspeakable  boredom.  And 
since  our  system  is  nevertheless  to  pack 
them  all  into  the  same  house  and  pretend 
that  they  are  happy,  and  that  this  particu- 
lar sort  of  happiness  is  the  foundation 
of  virtue,  it  is  found  that  in  discussing 
family  life  we  never  speak  of  actual  adults 
or  actual  children,  or  of  realities  of  any 
sort,  but  always  of  ideals  such  as  The 


Home,  a  Mother's  Influence,  a  Father's 
Care,  Filial  Piety,  Duty,  Affection, 
Family  Life,  etc.  etc.,  which  are  no  doubt 
very  comforting  phrases,  but  which  beg 
the  question  of  what  a  home  and  a 
mother's  influence  and  a  father's  care  and 
so  forth  really  come  to  in  practice.  How 
many  hours  a  week  of  the  time  when  his 
children  are  out  of  bed  does  the  ordinary 
bread-winning  father  spend  in  the  com- 
pany of  his  children  or  even  in  the  same 
building  with  them?  The  home  may  be 
a  thieves'  kitchen,  the  mother  a  procuress, 
the  father  a  violent  drunkard;  or  the 
mother  and  father  may  be  fashionable 
people  who  see  their  children  three  or 
four  times  a  year  during  the  holidays, 
and  then  not  oftener  than  they  can  help, 
living  meanwhile  in  daily  and  intimate 
contact  with  their  valets  and  lady's-maids, 
whose  influence  and  care  are  often 
dominant  in  the  household.  Affection, 
as  distinguished  from  simple  kindliness, 
may  or  may  not  exist:  when  it  does,  it 
either  depends  on  qualities  in  the  parties 
that  would  produce  it  equally  if  they 
were  of  no  kin  to  one  another,  or  it  is 
a  more  or  less  morbid  survival  of  the 
nursing  passion;  for  affection  between 
adults  (if  they  are  really  adult  in  mind 
and  not  merely  grown-up  children)  and 
creatures  so  relatively  selfish  and  cruel 
as  children  necessarily  are  without  know- 
ing it  or  meaning  it,  cannot  be  called 
natural:  in  fact  the  evidence  shews  that 
it  is  easier  to  love  the  company  of  a  dog 
than  of  a  commonplace  child  between 
the  ages  of  six  and  the  beginnings  of  con- 
trolled maturity;  for  women  who  cannot 
bear  to  be  separated  from  their  pet  dogs 
send  their  children  to  boarding  schools 
cheerfully.  They  may  say  and  even  be- 
lieve that  in  allowing  their  children  to 
leave  home  they  are  sacrificing  themselves 
for  their  children's  good;  but  there  are 
very  few  pet  dogs  who  would  not  be  the 
better  for  a  month  or  two  spent  else- 
where than  in  a  lady's  lap  or  roasting  on 
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a  drawing-room  hearthrug.  Besides,  to 
allege  that  children  are  better  continually 
away  from  home  is  to  give  up  the  whole 
popular  sentimental  theory  of  the  family; 
yet  the  dogs  are  kept  and  the  children  are 
banished. 

CHILD   FANCIERS 

There  is,  however,  a  good  deal  of 
spurious  family  affection.  There  is  the 
clannishness  that  will  make  a  dozen 
brothers  and  sisters  who  quarrel  furi- 
ously among  themselves  close  up  their 
ranks  and  make  common  cause  against 
a  brother-in-law  or  a  sister-in-law.  And 
there  is  a  strong  sense  of  property  in 
children,  which  often  makes  mothers 
and  fathers  bitterly  jealous  of  allowing 
anyone  else  to  interfere  with  their  chil- 
dren, whom  they  may  none  the  less  treat 
very  badly.  And  there  is  an  extremely 
dangerous  craze  for  children  which  leads 
certain  people  to  establish  orphanages 
and  baby  farms  and  schools,  seizing  any 
pretext  for  filling  their  houses  with 
children  exactly  as  some  eccentric  old 
ladies  and  gentlemen  fill  theirs  with  cats. 
In  such  places  the  children  are  the  victims 
of  all  the  caprices  of  doting  affection  and 
all  the  excesses  of  lascivious  cruelty.  Yet 
the  people  who  have  this  morbid  craze 
seldom  have  any  difficulty  in  finding 
victims.  Parents  and  guardians  are  so 
worried  by  children  and  so  anxious  to 
get  rid  of  them  that  anyone  who  is  willing 
to  take  them  off  their  hands  is  welcomed 
and  whitewashed.  The  very  people  who 
read  with  indignation  of  Squeers  and 
Creakle  in  the  novels  of  Dickens  are 
quite  ready  to  hand  over  their  own 
children  to  Squeers  and  Creakle,  and  to 
pretend  that  Squeers  and  Creakle  are 
monsters  of  the  past.  But  read  the  auto- 
biography of  Stanley  the  traveller,  or  sit 
in  the  company  of  men  talking  about 
their  schooldays,  and  you  will  soon  find 
that  fiction,  which  must,  if  it  is  to  be  sold 
and  read,  stop  short  of  being  positively 


sickening,  dare  not  tell  the  whole  truth 
about  the  people  to  whom  children  are 
handed  over  on  educational  pretexts. 
Not  very  long  ago  a  schoolmaster  in 
Ireland  was  murdered  by  his  boys;  and 
for  reasons  which  were  never  made 
public  it  was  at  first  decided  not  to 
prosecute  the  murderers.  Yet  all  these 
flogging  schoolmasters  and  orphanage 
fiends  and  baby  farmers  are  "lovers  of 
children."  They  are  really  child  fanciers 
(like  bird  fanciers  or  dog  fanciers)  by 
irresistible  natural  predilection,  never 
happy  unless  they  are  surrounded  by 
their  victims,  and  always  certain  to  make 
their  living  by  accepting  the  custody  of 
children,  no  matter  how  many  alternative 
occupations  may  be  available.  And  bear 
in  mind  that  they  are  only  the  extreme 
instances  of  what  is  commonly  called 
natural  affection,  apparently  because  it 
is  obviously  unnatural. 

The  really  natural  feeling  of  adults  for 
children  in  the  long  prosaic  intervals 
between  the  moments  of  affectionate 
impulse  is  just  that  feeling  that  leads 
them  to  avoid  their  care  and  constant 
company  as  a  burden  beyond  bearing, 
and  to  pretend  that  the  places  they  send 
them  to  are  well  conducted,  beneficial, 
and  indispensable  to  the  success  of  the 
children  in  after  life.  The  true  cry  of  the 
kind  mother  after  her  little  rosary  of 
kisses  is  "Run  away,  darling/'  It  is  nicer 
than  "Hold  your  noise,  you  young  devil; 
or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you;"  but 
fundamentally  it  means  the  same  thing: 
that  if  you  compel  an  adult  and  a  child 
to  live  in  one  another's  company  either 
the  adult  or  the  child  will  be  miserable. 
There  is  nothing  whatever  unnatural 
or  wrong  or  shocking  in  this  fact;  and 
there  is  no  harm  in  it  if  only  it  be  sen- 
sibly faced  and  provided  for.  The  mis- 
chief that  it  does  at  present  is  produced 
by  our  efforts  to  ignore  it,  or  to  smother 
it  under  a  heap  of  sentimental  lies  and 
false  pretences. 
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CHILDHOOD  AS  A   STATE   OF   SIN 


Unfortunately  all  this  nonsense  tends 
to  accumulate  as  we  become  more  sym- 
pathetic. In  many  families  it  is  still  the 
custom  to  treat  childhood  frankly  as  a 
state  of  sin,  and  impudently  proclaim 
the  monstrous  principle  that  little  chil- 
dren should  be  seen  and  not  heard,  and 
to  enforce  a  set  of  prison  rules  ^designed 
solely  to  make  cohabitation  with  children 
as  convenient  as  possible  for  adults,  with- 
out the  smallest  regard  for  the  interests, 
either  remote  or  immediate,  of  the  chil- 
dren. This  system  tends  to  produce  a 
tough,  rather  brutal,  stupid,  unscrupul- 
ous class,  with  a  fixed  idea  that  all  enjoy- 
ment consists  in  undetected  sinning;  and 
in  certain  phases  of  civilization  people 
of  this  kind  are  apt  to  get  the  upper  hand 
of  more  amiable  and  conscientious  races 
and  classes.  They  have  the  ferocity  of  a 
chained  dog.  and  are  proud  of  it.  But  the 
end  of  it  is  that  they  are  always  in  chains, 
even  at  the  height  of  their  military  or 
political  success;  they  win  everything  on 
condition  that  they  are  afraid  to  enjoy  it. 
Their  civilizations  rest  on  intimidation, 
which  is  so  necessary  to  them  that  when 
they  cannot  find  anybody  brave  enough 
to  intimidate  them  they  intimidate  them- 
selves and  live  in  a  continual  moral  and 
political  panic.  In  the  end  they  get  found 
out  and  bullied.  But  that  is  not  the  point 
that  concerns  us  here,  which  is,  that  they 
are  in  some  respects  better  brought  up 
than  the  children  of  sentimental  people 
who  are  always  anxious  and  miserable 
about  their  duty  to  their  children,  and 
who  end  by  neither  making  their  chil- 
dren happy  nor  having  a  tolerable  life 
for  themselves.  A  selfish  tyrant  you  know 
where  to  have,  and  he  (or  she)  at  least 
does  not  confuse  your  affections;  but  a 
conscientious  and  kindly  meddler  may 
literally  worry  you  out  of  your  senses. 
It  is  fortunate  that  only  very  few  parents 
are  capable  of  doing  what  they  conceive 


their  duty  continually  or  even  at  all, 
and  that  still  fewer  are  tough  enough 
to  ride  roughshod  over  their  children  at 
home. 


SCHOOL 


But  please  observe  the  limitation  "at 
home."  What  private  amateur  parental 
enterprise  cannot  do  may  be  done  very 
effectively  by  organized  professional 
enterprise  in  large  institutions  established 
for  the  purpose.  And  it  is  to  such  pro- 
fessional enterprise  that  parents  hand 
over  their  children  when  they  can  afford 
it.  They  send  their  children  to  school; 
and  there  is,  on  the  whole,  nothing  on 
earth  intended  for  innocent  people  so 
horrible  as  a  school.  To  begin  with,  it 
is  a  prison.  But  it  is  in  some  respects 
more  cruel  than  a  prison.  In  a  prison, 
for  instance,  you  are  not  forced  to  read 
books  written  by  the  warders  and  the 
governor  (who  of  course  would  not  be 
warders  and  governors  if  they  could 
write  readable  books),  and  beaten  or 
otherwise  tormented  if  you  cannot  re- 
member their  utterly  unmemorable  con- 
tents. In  the  prison  you  are  not  forced 
to  sit  listening  to  turnkeys  discoursing 
without  charm  or  interest  on  subjects 
that  they  dont  understand  and  dont  care 
about,  and  are  therefore  incapable  of 
making  you  understand  or  care  about. 
In  a  prison  they  may  torture  your  body; 
but  they  do  not  torture  your  brains;  and 
they  protect  you  against  violence  and 
outrage  from  your  fellow-prisoners.  In 
a  school  you  have  none  of  these  advan- 
tages. With  the  world's  bookshelves 
loaded  with  fascinating  and  inspired 
books,  the  very  manna  sent  down  from 
heaven  to  feed  your  souls,  you  are  forced 
to  read  a  hideous  imposture  called  a 
school  book,  written  by  a  man  who 
cannot  write:  a  book  from  which  no 
human  being  can  learn  anything:  a  book 
which,  though  you  may  decipher  it,  you 
cannot  in  any  fruitful  sense  read,  though 
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the  enforced  attempt  will  make  you 
loathe  the  sight  of  a  book  all  the  rest  of 
your  life.  With  millions  of  acres  of  woods 
and  valleys  and  hills  and  wind  and  air  and 
birds  and  streams  and  fishes  and  all  sorts 
of  instructive  and  healthy  things  easily 
accessible,  or  with  streets  and  shop  win- 
dows and  crowds  and  vehicles  and  all 
sorts  of  city  delights  at  the  door,  you  are 
forced  to  sit,  not  in  a  room  with  some 
human  grace  and  comfort  of  furniture 
and  decoration  but  in  a  stalled  pound 
with  a  lot  of  other  children,  beaten  if  you 
talk,  beaten  if  you  move,  beaten  if  you 
cannot  prove  by  answering  idiotic  ques- 
tions that  even  when  you  escaped  from 
the  pound  and  from  the  eye  of  your 
gaoler  you  were  still  agonizing  over  his 
detestable  sham  books  instead  of  daring 
to  live.  And  your  childish  hatred  of  your 
gaoler  and  flogger  is  nothing  to  his  adult 
hatred  of  you;  for  he  is  a  slave  forced  to 
endure  your  society  for  his  daily  bread. 
You  have  not  even  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  how  you  are  torturing  him  and 
how  he  loathes  you;  and  you  give  your- 
self unnecessary  pains  to  annoy  him  with 
furtive  tricks  and  spiteful  doing  of  for- 
bidden things.  No  wonder  he  is  some- 
times provoked  to  fiendish  outbursts  of 
wrath.  No  wonder  men  of  downright 
sense,  like  Dr  Johnson,  admit  that  under 
such  circumstances  children  will  not 
learn  anything  unless  they  are  so  cruelly 
beaten  that  they  make  desperate  efforts 
to  memorize  words  and  phrases  to  escape 
flagellation.  It  is  a  ghastly  business,  quite 
beyond  words,  this  schooling. 

And  now  I  hear  cries  of  protest  arising 
all  round  First  my  own  schoolmasters, 
or  their  ghosts,  asking  whether  I  was 
cruelly  beaten  at  school?  No;  but  then 
I  did  not  learn  anything  at  school.  Dr 
Johnson's  schoolmaster  presumably  did 
care  enough  whether  Sam  learned  any- 
thing to  beat  him  savagely  enough  to 
force  him  to  lame  his  mind — for  John- 
son's great  mind  was  lamed — by  learning 


his  lessons.  None  of  my  schoolmasters 
really  cared  a  rap  (or  perhaps  it  would  be 
fairer  to  them  to  say  that  their  employers 
did  not  care  a  rap  and  therefore  did  not 
give  them  the  necessary  caning  powers) 
whether  I  learnt  my  lessons  or  not,  pro- 
vided my  father  paid  my  schooling  bill, 
the  collection  of  which  was  the  real 
object  of  the  school.  Consequently  I  did 
not  learn  my  school  lessons,  having 
much  more  important  ones  in  hand,  with 
the  result  that  I  have  not  wasted  my  life 
trifling  with  literary  fools  in  taverns  as 
Johnson  did  when  he  should  have  been 
shaking  England  with  the  thunder  of  his 
spirit.  My  schooling  did  me  a  great  deal 
of  harm  and  no  good  whatever:  it  was 
simply  dragging  a  child's  soul  through 
the  dirt;  but  I  escaped  Squeers  and 
Creakle  just  as  I  escaped  Johnson  and 
Carlyle.  And  this  is  what  happens  to 
most  of  us.  We  are  not  effectively 
coerced  to  learn:  we  stave  off  punish- 
ment as  far  as  we  can  by  lying  and 
trickery  and  guessing  and  using  our  wits; 
and  when  this  does  not  suffice  we  scribble 
impositions,  or  suffer  extra  imprison- 
ments— "keeping  in"  was  the  phrase  in 
my  time — or  let  a  master  strike  us  with 
a  cane  and  fall  back  on  our  pride  at  being 
able  to  bear  it  physically  (he  not  being 
allowed  to  hit  us  too  hard)  to  out- 
face the  dishonor  we  should  have  been 
taught  to  die  rather  than  endure.  And  so 
idleness  and  worthlessness  on  the  one 
hand  and  a  pretence  of  coercion  on  the 
other  became  a  despicable  routine.  If  my 
schoolmasters  had  been  really  engaged 
in  educating  me  instead  of  painfully  earn- 
ing their  bread  by  keeping  me  from 
annoying  my  elders  they  would  have 
turned  me  out  of  the  school,  telling  me 
that  I  was  thoroughly  disloyal  to  it:  that 
I  had  no  intention  of  learning;  that  I  was 
mocking  and  distracting  the  boys  who 
did  wish  to  learn;  that  I  was  a  liar  and 
a  shirker  and  a  seditious  little  nuisance; 
and  that  nothing  could  injure  me  in  char- 
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acter  and  degrade  their  occupation  more 
than  allowing  me  (much  less  forcing  me) 
to  remain  in  the  school  under  such  con- 
ditions. But  in  order  to  get  expelled,  it 
was  necessary  to  commit  a  crime  of  such 
atrocity  that  the  parents  of  the  other  boys 
would  have  threatened  to  remove  their 
sons  sooner  than  allow  them  to  be  school- 
fellows with  the  delinquent.  I  can  re- 
member only  one  case  in  which  such  a 
penalty  was  threatened;  and  in  that  case 
the  culprit,  a  boarder,  had  kissed  a  house- 
maid, or  possibly,  being  a  handsome 
youth,  been  kissed  by  her.  She  did  not 
kiss  me;  and  nobody  ever  dreamt  of 
expelling  me.  The  truth  was,  a  boy  meant 
just  so  much  a  year  to  the  institution. 
That  was  why  he  was  kept  there  against 
his  will.  That  was  why  he  was  kept  there 
when  his  expulsion  would  have  been  an 
unspeakable  relief  and  benefit  both  to 
his  teachers  and  himself. 

It  may  be  argued  that  if  the  uncom- 
mercial attitude  had  been  taken,  and  all 
the  disloyal  wasters  and  idlers  shewn 
sternly  to  the  door,  the  school  would  not 
have  been  emptied,  but  filled.  But  so 
honest  an  attitude  was  impossible.  The 
masters  must  have  hated  the  school  much 
more  than  the  boys  did.  Just  as  you 
cannot  imprison  a  man  without  imprison- 
ing a  warder  to  see  that  he  does  not 
escape,  the  warder  being  tied  to  the 
prison  as  effectually  by  the  fear  of  un- 
employment and  starvation  as  the  prisoner 
is  by  the  bolts  and  bars,  so  these  poor 
schoolmasters,  with  their  small  salaries 
and  large  classes,  were  as  much  prisoners 
as  we  were,  and  much  more  responsible 
and  anxious  ones.  They  could  not  impose 
the  heroic  attitude  on  their  employers; 
nor  would  they  have  been  able  to  obtain 
places  as  schoolmasters  if  their  habits 
had  been  heroic.  For  the  best  of  them 
their  employment  was  provisional:  they 
looked  forward  to  escaping  from  it  into 
the  pulpit.  The  ablest  and  most  impatient 
of  them  were  often  so  irritated  by  the 


awkward,  slow-witted,  slovenly  boys: 
that  is,  the  ones  that  required  special 
consideration  and  patient  treatment,  that 
they  vented  their  irritation  on  them  ruth- 
lessly, nothing  being  easier  than  to  entrap 
or  bewilder  such  a  boy  into  giving  a  pre- 
text for  punishing  him. 

MY  SCHOLASTIC  ACQUIREMENTS 

The  results,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
were  what  might  have  been  expected. 
My  school  made  only  the  thinnest  pre- 
tence of  teaching  anything  but  Latin  and 
Greek.  When  I  went  there  as  a  very 
small  boy  I  knew  a  good  deal  of  Latin 
grammar  which  I  had  been  taught  in  a 
few  weeks  privately  by  my  uncle.  When 
I  had  been  several  years  at  school  this 
same  uncle  examined  me  and  discovered 
that  the  net  result  of  my  schooling  was 
that  I  had  forgotten  what  he  had  taught 
me,  and  had  learnt  nothing  else.  To  this 
day,  though  I  can  still  decline  a  Latin 
noun  and  repeat  some  of  the  old  para- 
digms in  the  old  meaningless  way,  be- 
cause their  rhythm  sticks  to  me,  I  have 
never  yet  seen  a  Latin  inscription  on  a 
tomb  that  I  could  translate  throughout. 
Of  Greek  I  can  decipher  perhaps  the 
greater  part  of  the  Greek  alphabet.  In 
short,  I  am,  as  to  classical  education, 
another  Shakespear.  I  can  read  French 
as  easily  as  English;  and  under  pressure 
of  necessity  I  can  turn  to  account  some 
scraps  of  German  and  a  little  operatic 
Italian;  but  these  I  was  never  taught  at 
school.  Instead,  I  was  taught  lying,  dis- 
honourable submission  to  tyranny,  dirty 
stories,  a  blasphemous  habit  of  treating 
love  and  maternity  as  obscene  jokes, 
hopelessness,  evasion,  derision,  coward- 
ice, and  all  the  blackguard's  shifts 
by  which  the  coward  intimidates  other 
cowards.  And  if  I  had  been  a  boarder 
at  an  English  public  school  instead  of 
a  day  boy  at  an  Irish  one,  I  might 
have  had  to  add  to  these,  deeper  shames 
still 
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SCHOOLMASTERS   OF   GENIUS 

And  now,  if  I  have  reduced  the  ghosts 
of  my  schoolmasters  to  melancholy  ac- 
quiescence in  all  this  (which  everybody 
who  has  been  at  an  ordinary  school  will 
recognize  as  true),  I  have  still  to  meet 
the  much  more  sincere  protests  of  the 
handful  of  people  who  have  a  natural 
genius  for  "bringing  up"  children.  I 
shall  be  asked  with  kindly  scorn  whether 
I  have  heard  of  Froebel  and  Pestalozzi, 
whether  I  know  the  work  that  is  being 
done  by  Miss  Mason  and  the  Dottoressa 
Montessori  or,  best  of  all  as  I  think,  the 
Eurythmics  School  of  Jacques  Dalcroze 
at  Hellerau  near  Dresden.  Jacques  Dal- 
croze, like  Plato,  believes  in  saturating  his 
pupils  with  music.  They  walk  to  music, 
play  to  music,  work  to  music,  obey  drill 
commands  that  would  bewilder  a  guards- 
man to  music,  think  to  music,  live  to 
music,  get  so  clearheaded  about  music 
that  they  can  move  their  several  limbs 
each  in  a  different  metre  until  they  be- 
come complicated  living  magazines  of 
cross  rhythms,  and,  what  is  more,  make 
music  for  others  to  do  all  these  things 
to.  Stranger  still,  though  Jacques  Dal- 
croze, like  all  these  great  teachers,  is  the 
completest  of  tyrants,  knowing  what  is 
right  and  that  he  must  and  will  have  the 
lesson  just  so  or  else  break  his  heart  (not 
somebody  else's,  observe),  yet  his  school 
is  so  fascinating  that  every  woman  who 
sees  it  exclaims  "Oh,  why  was  I  not 
taught  like  this!"  and  elderly  gentlemen 
excitedly  enrol  themselves  as  students 
and  distract  classes  of  infants  by  their 
desperate  endeavors  to  beat  two  in  a  bar 
with  one  hand  and  three  with  the  other, 
and  start  off"  on  earnest  walks  round  the 
room,  taking  two  steps  backward  when- 
ever Monsieur  Dalcroze  calls  out  "Hop !" 
Oh  yes:  I  know  all  about  these  wonder- 
ful schools  that  you  cannot  keep  children 
or  even  adults  out  of,  and  these  teachers 
whom  their  pupils  not  only  obey  without 


coercion,  but  adore.  And  if  you  will  tell 
me  roughly  how  many  Masons  and  Mon- 
tessoris  and  Dalcrozes  you  think  you 
can  pick  up  in  Europe  for  salaries  of 
from  thirty  shillings  to  five  pounds  a 
week,  I  will  estimate  your  chances  of 
converting  your  millions  of  little  schol- 
astic hells  into  little  scholastic  heavens. 
If  you  are  a  distressed  gentlewoman 
starting  to  make  a  living,  you  can  still 
open  a  little  school:  and  you  can  easily 
buy  a  secondhand  brass  plate  inscribed 
PESTALOZZIAN  INSTITUTE  and  nail  it  to 
your  door,  though  you  have  no  more 
idea  of  who  Pestalozzi  was  and  what  he 
advocated  or  how  he  did  it  than  the 
manager  of  a  hotel  which  began  as  a 
Hydropathic  has  of  the  water  cure.  Or 
you  can  buy  a  cheaper  plate  inscribed 
KINDERGARTEN,  and  imagine,  or  leave 
others  to  imagine,  that  Froebel  is  the 
governing  genius  of  your  little  creche. 
No  doubt  the  new  brass  plates  are  being 
inscribed  Montessori  Institute,  and  will 
be  used  when  the  Dottoressa  is  no  longer 
with  us  by  all  the  Mrs  Pipchins  and  Mrs 
Wilfers  throughout  this  unhappy  land. 

I  will  go  further,  and  admit  that  the 
brass  plates  may  not  all  be  frauds.  I  will 
tell  you  that  one  of  my  friends  was  led 
to  genuine  love  and  considerable  know- 
ledge of  classical  literature  by  an  Irish 
schoolmaster  whom  you  would  call  a 
hedge  schoolmaster  (he  would  not  be 
allowed  to  teach  anything  now)  and  that 
it  took  four  years  of  Harrow  to  obliterate 
that  knowledge  and  change  the  love  into 
loathing.  Another  friend  of  mine  who 
keeps  a  school  in  the  suburbs,  and  who 
deeply  deplores  my  "  prejudice  against 
schoolmasters,"  has  offered  to  accept  my 
challenge  to  tell  his  pupils  that  they  are 
as  free  to  get  up  and  go  out  of  the  school 
at  any  moment  as  their  parents  are  to  get 
up  and  go  out  of  a  theatre  where  my 
plays  are  being  performed.  Even  among 
my  own  schoolmasters  I  can  recollect 
a  few  whose  classes  interested  me,  and 
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whom  I  should  certainly  have  pestered 
for  information  and  instruction  if  I  could 
have  got  into  any  decent  human  rela- 
tionship with  them,  and  if  they  had  not 
been  compelled  by  their  position  to  de- 
fend themselves  as  carefully  against  such 
advances  as  against  furtive  attempts  to 
hurt  them  accidentally  in  the  football 
field  or  smash  their  hats  with  a  clod  from 
behind  a  wall.  But  these  rare  cases  actually 
do  more  harm  than  good;  for  they  en- 
courage us  to  pretend  that  all  school- 
masters are  like  that.  Of  what  use  is  it 
to  us  that  there  are  always  somewhere 
two  or  three  teachers  of  children  whose 
specific  genius  for  their  occupation  tri- 
umphs over  our  tyrannous  system  and 
even  finds  in  it  its  opportunity?  For  that 
matter,  it  is  possible,  if  difficult,  to  find  a 
solicitor,  or  even  a  judge,  who  has  some 
notion  of  what  law  means,  a  doctor  with 
a  glimmering  of  science,  an  officer  who 
understands  duty  and  discipline,  and  a 
clergyman  with  an  inkling  of  religion, 
though  there  are  nothing  like  enough 
of  them  to  go  round.  But  even  the  few 
who,  like  Ibsen's  Mrs  Solness,  have  "a 
genius  for  nursing  the  souls  of  little  chil- 
dren" are  like  angels  forced  to  work  in 
prisons  instead  of  in  heaven;  and  even  at 
that  they  are  mostly  underpaid  and  de- 
spised. That  friend  of  mine  who  went 
from  the  hedge  schoolmaster  to  Harrow 
once  saw  a  schoolmaster  rush  from  an 
elementary  school  in  pursuit  of  a  boy 
and  strike  him.  My  friend,  not  consider- 
ing that  the  unfortunate  man  was  prob- 
ably goaded  beyond  endurance,  smote 
the  schoolmaster  and  blackened  his  eye. 
The  schoolmaster  appealed  to  the  law; 
and  my  friend  found  himself  waiting 
nervously  in  the  Hammersmith  Police 
Court  to  answer  for  his  breach  of  the 
peace.  In  his  anxiety  he  asked  a  police 
officer  what  would  happen  to  him. 
"What  did  you  do?"  said  the  officer.  "I 
gave  a  man  a  black  eye"  said  my  friend. 
"Six  pounds  if  he  was  a  gentleman:  two 


pounds  if  he  wasnt,"  said  the  constable. 
"He  was  a  schoolmaster"  said  my  friend. 
"Two  pounds"  said  the  officer;  and  two 
pounds  it  was.  The  blood  money  was 
paid  cheerfully;  and  I  have  ever  since 
advised  elementary  schoolmasters  to 
qualify  themselves  in  the  art  of  self- 
defence,  as  the  British  Constitution  ex- 
presses our  national  estimate  of  them  by 
allowing  us  to  blacken  three  of  their  eyes 
for  the  same  price  as  one  of  an  ordinary 
professional  man.  How  many  Froebels 
and  Pestalozzis  and  Miss  Masons  and 
Doctoress  Montessoris  would  you  be 
likely  to  get  on  these  terms  even  if  they 
occurred  much  more  frequently  in  nature 
than  they  actually  do? 

No:  I  cannot  be  put  off  by  the  news 
that  our  system  would  be  perfect  if  it 
were  worked  by  angels.  I  do  not  admit 
it  even  at  that,  just  as  I  do  not  admit  that 
if  the  sky  fell  we  should  all  catch  larks. 
But  I  do  not  propose  to  bother  about  a 
supply  of  specific  genius  which  does  not 
exist,  and  which,  if  it  did  exist,  could 
operate  only  by  at  once  recognizing  and 
establishing  the  rights  of  children. 

WHAT  WE   DO   NOT  TEACH,   AND   WHY 

To  my  mind,  a  glance  at  the  subjects 
now  taught  in  schools  ought  to  convince 
any  reasonable  person  that  the  object  of 
the  lessons  is  to  keep  children  out  of 
mischief,  and  not  to  qualify  them  for 
their  part  in  life  as  responsible  citizens 
of  a  free  State.  It  is  not  possible  to  main- 
tain freedom  in  any  State,  no  matter  how 
perfect  its  original  constitution,  unless 
its  publicly  active  citizens  know  a  good 
deal  of  constitutional  history,  law,  and 
political  science,  with  its  basis  of  eco- 
nomics. If  as  much  pains  had  been  taken 
a  century  ago  to  make  us  all  understand 
Ricardo's  law  of  rent  as  to  learn  our  cate- 
chisms, the  face  of  the  world  would  have 
been  changed  for  the  better.  But  for  that 
very  reason  the  greatest  care  is  taken  to 
keep  such  beneficially  subversive  know- 
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ledge  from  us,  with  the  result  that  in 
public  life  we  are  either  place-hunters, 
anarchists,  or  sheep  shepherded  by 
wolves. 

But  it  will  be  observed  that  these  afre 
highly  controversial  subjects.  Now  no 
controversial  subject  can  be  taught  dog- 
matically. He  who  knows  only  the  official 
side  of  a  controversy  knows  less  than 
nothing  of  its  nature.  The  abler  a  school- 
master is,  the  more  dangerous  he  is  to 
his  pupils  unless  they  have  the  fullest 
opportunity  of  hearing  another  equally 
able  person  do  his  utmost  to  shake  his 
authority  and  convict  him  of  error. 

At  present  such  teaching  is  very  un- 
popular. It  does  not  exist  in  schools;  but 
every  adult  who  derives  his  knowledge 
of  public  affairs  from  the  newspapers  can 
take  in,  at  the  cost  of  an  extra  halfpenny, 
two  papers  of  opposite  politics.  Yet  the 
ordinary  man  so  dislikes  having  his  mind 
unsettled,  as  he  calls  it,  that  he  angrily 
refuses  to  allow  a  paper  which  dissents 
from  his  views  to  be  brought  into  his 
house.  Even  at  his  club  he  resents  seeing 
it,  and  excludes  it  if  it  happens  to  run 
counter  to  the  opinions  of  all  the  mem- 
bers. The  result  is  that  his  opinions  are 
not  worth  considering.  A  churchman 
who  never  reads  The  Freethinker  very 
soon  has  no  more  real  religion  than  the 
atheist  who  never  reads  The  Church 
Times.  The  attitude  is  the  same  in  both 
cases:  they  want  to  hear  nothing  good 
of  their  enemies;  consequently  they  re- 
main enemies  and  suffer  from  bad  blood 
all  their  lives;  whereas  men  who  know 
their  opponents  and  understand  their 
case,  quite  commonly  respect  and  like 
them,  and  always  learn  something  from 
them. 

Here,  again,  as  at  so  many  points,  we 
come  up  against  the  abuse  of  schools  to 
keep  people  in  ignorance  and  error,  so 
that  they  may  be  incapable  of  successful 
revolt  against  their  industrial  slavery. 
The  most  important  simple  fundamental 


economic  truth  to  impress  on  a  child  in 
complicated  civilizations  like  ours  is  the 
truth  that  whoever  consumes  goods  or 
services  without  producing  by  personal 
effort  the  equivalent  of  what  he  or  she 
consumes,  inflicts  on  the  community 
precisely  the  same  injury  that  a  thief 
produces,  and  would,  in  any  honest  State, 
be  treated  as  a  thief,  however  full  his  or 
her  pockets  might  be  of  money  made 
by  other  people.  The  nation  that  first 
teaches  its  children  that  truth,  instead  of 
flogging  them  if  they  discover  it  for 
themselves,  may  have  to  fight  all  the 
slaves  of  all  the  other  nations  to  begin 
with;  but  it  will  beat  them  as  easily  as  an 
unburdened  man  with  his  hands  free  and 
with  all  his  energies  in  full  play  can  beat 
an  invalid  who  has  to  carry  another 
invalid  on  his  back. 

This,  however,  is  not  an  evil  produced 
by  the  denial  of  children's  rights,  nor  is 
it  inherent  in  the  nature  of  schools.  I 
mention  it  only  because  it  would  be  folly 
to  call  for  a  reform  of  our  schools  with- 
out taking  account  of  the  corrupt  resist- 
ance which  awaits  the  reformer. 

A  word  must  also  be  said  about  the 
opposition  to  reform  of  the  vested  in- 
terest of  the  classical  and  coercive  school- 
master. He,  poor  wretch,  has  no  other 
means  of  livelihood;  and  reform  would 
leave  him  as  a  workman  is  now  left  when 
he  is  superseded  by  a  machine.  He  had 
therefore  better  do  what  he  can  to  get 
the  workman  compensated,  so  as  to 
make  the  public  familiar  with  the  idea 
of  compensation  before  his  own  turn 
comes. 

TABOO    IN   SCHOOLS 

The  suppression  of  economic  know- 
ledge, disastrous  as  it  is,  is  quite  in- 
telligible, its  corrupt  motive  being  as 
clear  as  the  motive  of  a  burglar  for  con- 
cealing his  jemmy  from  a  policeman. 
But  the  other  great  suppression  in  our 
schools,  the  suppression  of  the  subject 
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of  sex,  is  a  case  of  taboo.  In  mankind,  the 
lower  the  type,  and  the  less  cultivated 
the  mind,  the  less  courage  there  is  to  face 
important  subjects  objectively.  The  ablest 
and  most  highly  cultivated  people  con- 
tinually discuss  religion,  politics,  and  sex: 
it  is  hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say  that 
they  discuss  nothing  else  with  fully 
awakened  interest.  Commoner  and  less 
cultivated  people,  even  when  they  form 
societies  for  discussion,  make  a  rule  that 
politics  and  religion  are  not  to  be  men- 
tioned, and  take  it  for  granted  that  no 
decent  person  would  attempt  to  discuss 
sex.  The  three  subjects  are  feared  because 
they  rouse  the  crude  passions  which  call 
for  furious  gratification  in  murder  and 
rapine  at  worst,  and,  at  best,  lead  to 
quarrels  and  undesirable  states  of  con- 
sciousness. 

Even  when  this  excuse  of  bad  manners, 
ill  temper,  and  brutishness  (for  that  is 
what  it  comes  to)  compels  us  to  accept 
it  from  those  adults  among  whom  politi- 
cal and  theological  discussion  does  as  a 
matter  of  fact  lead  to  the  drawing  of 
knives  and  pistols,  and  sex  discussion 
leads  to  obscenity,  it  has  no  application 
to  children  except  as  an  imperative  reason 
for  training  them  to  respect  other  people's 
opinions,  and  to  insist  on  respect  for 
their  own  in  these  as  in  other  important 
matters  which  are  equally  dangerous:  for 
example,  money.  And  in  any  case  there 
are  decisive  reasons,  superior,  like  the 
reasons  for  suspending  conventional  reti- 
cences between  doctor  and  patient,  to 
all  considerations  of  mere  decorum,  for 
giving  proper  instruction  in  the  facts  of 
sex.  Those  who  object  to  it  (not  counting 
coarse  people  who  thoughtlessly  seize 
every  opportunity  of  affecting  and  parad- 
ing a  fictitious  delicacy)  are,  in  effect, 
advocating  ignorance  as  a  safeguard 
against  precocity.  If  ignorance  were 
practicable  there  would  be  something 
to  be  said  for  it  up  to  the  age  at  which 
ignorance  is  a  danger  instead  of  a  safe- 


guard. Even  as  it  is,  it  seems  undesirable 
that  any  special  emphasis  should  be 
given  to  the  subject,  whether  by  way  of 
delicacy  and  poetry  or  too  impressive 
warning.  But  the  plain  fact  is  that  in  re- 
fusing to  allow  the  child  to  be  taught  by 
qualified  unrelated  elders  (the  parents 
shrink  from  the  lesson,  even  when  they 
are  otherwise  qualified,  because  their  own 
relation  to  the  child  makes  the  subject 
impossible  between  them)  we  are  virtu- 
ally arranging  to  have  our  children 
taught  by  other  children  in  guilty  secrets 
and  unclean  jests.  And  that  settles  the 
question  for  all  sensible  people. 

The  dogmatic  objection,  the  sheer  in- 
stinctive taboo  which  rules  the  subject 
out  altogether  as  indecent,  has  no  age 
limit.  It  means  that  at  no  matter  what 
age  a  woman  consents  to  a  proposal  of 
marriage,  she  should  do  so  in  ignorance 
of  the  relation  she  is  undertaking.  When 
this  actually  happens  (and  apparently  it 
does  happen  oftener  than  would  seem 
possible)  a  horrible  fraud  is  being  prac- 
tised on  both  the  man  and  the  woman.  He 
is  led  to  believe  that  she  knows  what 
she  is  promising,  and  that  he  is  in  no 
danger  of  finding  himself  bound  to  a 
woman  to  whom  he  is  eugenically  anti- 
pathetic. She  contemplates  nothing  but 
such  affectionate  relations  as  may  exist 
between  her  and  her  nearest  kinsmen,  and 
has  no  knowledge  of  the  condition  which, 
if  not  foreseen,  must  come  as  an  amazing 
revelation  and  a  dangerous  shock,  ending 
possibly  in  the  discovery  that  the  mar- 
riage has  been  an  irreparable  mistake. 
Nothing  can  justify  such  a  risk.  There 
may  be  people  incapable  of  understand- 
ing that  the  right  to  know  all  there  is  to 
know  about  oneself  is  a  natural  human 
right  that  sweeps  away  all  the  pretences 
of  others  to  tamper  with  one's  con- 
sciousness in  order  to  produce  what  they 
choose  to  consider  a  good  character. 
But  they  must  here  bow  to  the  plain  mis- 
chievousness  of  entrapping  people  into 
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contracts  on  which  the  happiness  of  their 
whole  lives  depends  without  letting  them 
know  what  they  are  undertaking. 

ALLEGED   NOVELTIES   IN  MODERN 
SCHOOLS 

There  is  just  one  more  nuisance  to  be 
disposed  of  before  I  come  to  the  positive 
side  of  my  case.  I  mean  the  person  who 
tells  me  that  my  schooldays  belong  to  a 
bygone  order  of  educational  ideas  and 
institutions,  and  that  schools  are  not  now 
a  bit  like  my  old  school.  I  reply,  with  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh,  by  calling  on  my  soul 
to  give  this  statement  the  lie.  Some  years 
ago  I  lectured  in  Oxford  on  the  subject 
of  Education.  A  friend  to  whom  I  men- 
tioned my  intention  said,  "You  know 
nothing  of  modern  education:  schools 
are  not  now  what  they  were  when  you 
were  a  boy."  I  immediately  procured  the 
time  sheets  of  half  a  dozen  modern 
schools,  and  found,  as  I  expected,  that 
they  might  all  have  been  my  old  school: 
there  was  no  real  difference.  I  may  men- 
tion, too,  that  I  have  visited  modern 
schools,  and  observed  that  there  is  a 
tendency  to  hang  printed  pictures  in  an 
untidy  and  soulless  manner  on  the  walls, 
and  occasionally  to  display  on  the  mantel- 
shelf a  deplorable  glass  case  containing 
certain  objects  which  might  possibly,  if 
placed  in  the  hands  of  the  pupils,  give 
them  some  practical  experience  of  the 
weight  of  a  pound  and  the  length  of  an 
inch.  And  sometimes  a  scoundrel  who 
has  rifled  a  bird's  nest  or  killed  a  harm- 
less snake  encourages  the  children  to  go 
and  do  likewise  by  putting  his  victims 
into  an  imitation  nest  and  bottling  and 
exhibiting  them  as  aids  to  "Nature  study." 
A  suggestion  that  Nature  is  worth  study 
would  certainly  have  staggered  my 
schoolmasters;  so  perhaps  I  may  admit 
a  gleam  of  progress  here.  But  as  any 
child  who  attempted  to  handle  these 
dusty  objects  would  probably  be  caned, 
I  do  not  attach  any  importance  to  such 


modernities  in  school  furniture.  The 
school  remains  what  it  was  in  my  boy- 
hood, because  its  real  object  remains  what 
it  was.  And  that  object,  I  repeat,  is  to 
keep  the  children  out  of  mischief:  mis- 
chief meaning  for  the  most  part  worrying 
the  grown-ups. 

WHAT   IS  TO   BE   DONE? 

The  practical  question,  then,  is  what 
to  do  with  the  children.  Tolerate  them 
at  home  we  will  not.  Let  them  run  loose 
in  the  streets  we  dare  not  until  our  streets 
become  safe  places  for  children,  which,  to 
our  utter  shame,  they  are  not  at  present, 
though  they  can  hardly  be  worse  than 
some  homes  and  some  schools. 

The  grotesque  difficulty  of  making 
even  a  beginning  was  brought  home  to 
me  by  the  lady  of  the  manor  in  the  little 
village  in  Hertfordshire  where  I  write 
these  lines.  She  asked  me  very  properly 
what  I  was  going  to  do  for  the  village 
school.  I  did  not  know  what  to  reply.  As 
the  school  kept  the  children  quiet  during 
my  working  hours,  I  did  not  for  the  sake 
of  my  own  personal  convenience  want 
to  blow  it  up  with  dynamite  as  I  should 
like  to  blow  up  most  schools.  So  I  asked 
for  guidance.  "You  ought  to  give  a 
prize"  said  the  lady.  I  asked  if  there  was 
a  prize  for  good  conduct.  As  I  expected, 
there  was:  one  for  the  best-behaved  boy 
and  another  for  the  best-behaved  girl. 
On  reflection  I  offered  a  handsome  prize 
for  the  worst-behaved  boy  and  girl  on 
condition  that  a  record  should  be  kept  of 
their  subsequent  careers  and  compared 
with  the  records  of  the  best-behaved,  in 
order  to  ascertain  whether  the  school 
criterion  of  good  conduct  was  valid  out 
of  school.  My  offer  was  refused  because 
it  would  not  have  had  the  effect  of  en- 
couraging the  children  to  give  as  little 
trouble  as  possible,  which  is  of  course 
the  real  object  of  all  conduct  prizes  in 
schools. 

I  must  not  pretend,  then,  that  I  nave 
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a  system  ready  to  replace  all  the  other 
systems.  Obstructing  the  way  of  the 
proper  organization  of  childhood,  as  of 
everything  else,  lies  our  ridiculous  mis- 
distribution  of  the  national  income,  with 
its  accompanying  class  distinctions  and 
imposition  of  snobbery  on  children  as 
a  necessary  part  of  their  social  training. 
The  result  of  our  economic  folly  is  that 
we  are  a  nation  of  undesirable  acquaint- 
ances; and  the  first  object  of  all  our  in- 
stitutions for  children  is  segregation.  If, 
for  example,  our  children  were  set  free 
to  roam  and  play  about  as  they  pleased, 
they  would  have  to  be  policed;  and  the 
first  duty  of  the  police  in  a  State  like  ours 
would  be  to  see  that  every  child  wore  a 
badge  indicating  its  class  in  society,  and 
that  every  child  seen  speaking  to  another 
child  with  a  lower-class  badge,  or  any 
child  wearing  a  higher  badge  than  that 
allotted  to  it  by,  say,  the  College  of 
Heralds,  should  immediately  be  skinned 
alive  with  a  birch  rod.  It  might  even  be 
insisted  that  girls  with  high-class  badges 
should  be  attended  by  footmen,  grooms, 
or  even  military  escorts.  In  short,  there 
is  hardly  any  limit  to  the  follies  with 
which  our  Commercialism  would  infect 
any  system  that  it  would  tolerate  at  all. 
But  something  like  a  change  of  heart  is 
still  possible;  and  since  all  the  evils  of 
snobbery  and  segregation  are  rampant 
in  our  schools  at  present  we  may  as  well 
make  the  best  as  the  worst  of  them. 

CHILDREN'S  RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES 

Now  let  us  ask  what  are  a  child's 
rights,  and  what  are  the  rights  of  society 
over  the  child.  Its  rights,  being  clearly 
those  of  any  other  human  being,  are 
summed  up  in  the  right  to  live:  that  is, 
to  have  all  the  conclusive  arguments  that 
prove  that  it  would  be  better  dead,  that 
it  is  a  child  of  wrath,  that  the  population 
is  already  excessive,  that  the  pains  of  life 
are  greater  than  its  pleasures,  that  its 
sacrifice  in  a  hospital  or  laboratory  ex- 


periment might  save  millions  of  lives, 
etc.  etc.  etc.,  put  out  of  the  question, 
and  its  existence  accepted  as  necessary 
and  sacred,  all  theories  to  the  contrary 
notwithstanding,  whether  by  Calvin  or 
Schopenhauer  or  Pasteur  or  the  nearest 
person  with  a  taste  for  infanticide.  And 
this  right  to  live  includes,  and  in  fact  is, 
the  right  to  be  what  the  child  likes  and 
can,  to  do  what  it  likes  and  can,  to  make 
what  it  likes  and  can,  to  think  what  it 
likes  and  can,  to  smash  what  it  dislikes 
and  can,  and  generally  to  behave  in  an 
altogether  unaccountable  manner  within 
the  limits  imposed  by  the  similar  rights 
of  its  neighbors.  And  the  rights  of  society 
over  it  clearly  extend  to  requiring  it  to 
qualify  itself  to  live  in  society  without 
wasting  other  people's  time:  that  is,  it 
must  know  the  rules  of  the  road,  be  able 
to  read  placards  and  proclamations,  fill 
voting  papers,  compose  and  send  letters 
and  telegrams,  purchase  food  and  cloth- 
ing and  railway  tickets  for  itself,  count 
money  and  give  and  take  change,  and, 
generally,  know  how  many  beans  make 
five.  It  must  know  some  law,  were  it  only 
a  simple  set  of  commandments,  some 
political  economy,  agriculture  enough 
to  shut  the  gates  of  fields  with  cattle  in 
them  and  not  to  trample  on  growing 
crops,  sanitation  enough  not  to  defile 
its  haunts,  and  religion  enough  to  have 
some  idea  of  why  it  is  allowed  its  rights 
and  why  it  must  respect  the  rights  of 
others.  And  the  rest  of  its  education  must 
consist  of  anything  else  it  can  pick  up; 
for  beyond  this  society  cannot  go  with 
any  certainty,  and  indeed  can  only  go 
this  far  rather  apologetically  and  pro- 
visionally, as  doing  the  best  it  can  on  very 
uncertain  ground. 

SHOULD   CHILDREN  EARN  THEIR   LIVING? 

Now  comes  the  question  how  far  chil- 
dren should  be  asked  to  contribute  to  the 
support  of  the  community.  In  approach- 
ing it  we  must  put  aside  the  considera- 
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tions  that  now  induce  all  humane  and 
thoughtful  political  students  to  agitate 
for  the  uncompromising  abolition  of 
child  labor  under  our  capitalist  system. 
It  is  not  the  least  of  the  curses  of  that 
system  that  it  will  bequeath  to  future 
generations  a  mass  of  legislation  to  pre- 
vent capitalists  from  "using  up  nine 
generations  of  men  in  one  generation," 
as  they  began  by  doing  until  they  were 
restrained  by  law  at  the  suggestion  of 
Robert  Owen,  the  founder  of  English 
Socialism.  Most  of  this  legislation  will 
become  an  insufferable  restraint  upon 
freedom  and  variety  of  action  when 
Capitalism  goes  the  way  of  Druidic 
human  sacrifice  (a  much  less  slaughterous 
institution).  There  is  every  reason  why 
a  child  should  not  be  allowed  to  work  for 
commercial  profit  or  for  the  support  of 
its  parents  at  the  expense  of  its  own 
future*  but  there  is  no  reason  whatever 
why  a  child  should  not  do  some  work 
for  its  own  sake  and  that  of  the  com- 
munity if  it  can  be  shewn  that  both  it 
and  the  community  will  be  the  better 
for  it. 

CHILDREN'S  HAPPINESS 

Also  it  is  important  to  put  the  happi- 
ness of  the  children  rather  carefully  in 
its  place,  which  is  really  not  a  front  place. 
The  unsympathetic,  selfish,  hard  people 
who  regard  happiness  as  a  very  excep- 
tional indulgence  to  which  children  are 
by  no  means  entitled,  though  they  may 
be  allowed  a  very  little  of  it  on  their 
birthdays  or  at  Christmas,  are  sometimes 
better  parents  in  effect  than  those  who 
imagine  that  children  are  as  capable  of 
happiness  as  adults.  Adults  habitually 
exaggerate  their  own  capacity  in  that 
direction  grossly;  yet  most  adults  can 
stand  an  allowance  of  happiness  that 
would  be  quite  thrown  away  on  children. 
The  secret  of  being  miserable  is  to  have 
leisure  to  bother  about  whether  you  are 
happy  or  not.  The  cure  for  it  is  occupa- 


tion, because  occupation  means  pre- 
occupation; and  the  preoccupied  person 
is  neither  happy  nor  unhappy,  but  simply 
alive  and  active,  which  is  pleasanter  than 
any  happiness  until  you  are  tired  of  it. 
That  is  why  it  is  necessary  to  happiness 
that  one  should  be  tired.  Music  after 
dinner  is  pleasant:  music  before  break- 
fast is  so  unpleasant  as  to  be  clearly  un- 
natural. To  people  who  are  not  over- 
worked holidays  are  a  nuisance.  To 
people  who  are,  and  who  can  afford 
them,  they  are  a  troublesome  necessity. 
A  perpetual  holiday  is  a  good  working 
definition  of  hell. 

THE  HORROR   OF   THE   PERPETUAL 
HOLIDAY 

It  will  be  said  here  that,  on  the  con- 
trary, heaven  is  always  conceived  as  a 
perpetual  holiday,  and  that  whoever  is 
not  born  to  an  independent  income  is 
striving  for  one  or  longing  for  one  be- 
cause it  gives  holidays  for  life.  To  which 
I  reply,  first,  that  heaven,  as  convention- 
ally conceived,  is  a  place  so  inane,  so  dull> 
so  useless,  so  miserable,  that  nobody  has 
ever  ventured  to  describe  a  whole  day  in 
heaven,  though  plenty  of  people  have 
described  a  day  at  the  seaside;  and  that 
the  genuine  popular  verdict  on  it  is 
expressed  in  the  proverb  "Heaven  for 
holiness  and  Hell  for  company/5  Second, 
I  point  out  that  the  wretched  people  who 
have  independent  incomes  and  no  useful 
occupation,  do  the  most  amazingly  dis- 
agreeable and  dangerous  things  to  make 
themselves  tired  and  hungry  in  the  even- 
ing. When  they  are  not  involved  in  what 
they  call  sport,  they  are  doing  aimlessly 
what  other  people  have  to  be  paid  to  do: 
driving  horses  and  motor  cars;  trying 
on  dresses  and  walking  up  and  down  to 
shew  them  off;  and  acting  as  footmen 
and  housemaids  to  royal  personages. 
The  sole  and  obvious  cause  of  the  notion 
that  idleness  is  delightful  and  that  heaven 
is  a  place  where  there  is  nothing  to  be 
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done,  is  our  school  system  and  our  in- 
dustrial system.  The  school  is  a  prison 
in  which  work  is  a  punishment  and  a 
curse.  In  avowed  prisons,  hard  labor,  the 
only  alleviation  of  a  prisoner's  lot,  is 
treated  as  an  aggravation  of  his  punish- 
ment: and  everything  possible  is  done  to 
intensify  the  prisoner's  inculcated  and 
unnatural  notion  that  work  is  an  evil.  In 
industry  we  are  overworked  and  under- 
fed prisoners.  Under  such  absurd  cir- 
cumstances our  judgment  of  things  be- 
comes as  perverted  as  our  habits.  If  we 
were  habitually  underworked  and  over- 
fed, our  notion  of  heaven  would  be  a 
place  where  everybody  worked  strenu- 
ously for  twenty-four  hours  a  day  and 
never  got  anything  to  eat. 

Once  realize  that  a  perpetual  holiday 
is  beyond  human  endurance,  and  that 
"Satan  finds  some  mischief  still  for  idle 
hands  to  do,"  and  it  will  be  seen  that 
we  have  no  right  to  impose  a  perpetual 
holiday  on  children.  If  we  did,  they 
would  soon  outdo  the  Labor  Party  in 
their  claim  for  a  Right  to  Work  Bill. 

In  any  case  no  child  should  be  brought 
up  to  suppose  that  its  food  and  clothes 
come  down  from  heaven  or  are  miracul- 
ously conjured  from  empty  space  by  papa. 
Loathsome  as  we  have  made  the  idea  of 
duty  (like  the  idea  of  work)  we  must 
habituate  children  to  a  sense  of  repayable 
obligation  to  the  community  for  what 
they  consume  and  enjoy,  and  inculcate 
the  repayment  as  a  point  of  honor.  If  we 
did  that  today — and  nothing  but  flat  dis- 
honesty prevents  us  from  doing  it — we 
should  have  no  idle  rich  and  indeed  prob- 
ably nc  rich,  since  there  is  no  distinction 
in  being  rich  if  you  have  to  pay  scot  and 
lot  in  personal  effort  like  the  working 
folk.  Therefore,  if  for  only  half  an  hour 
a  day,  a  child  should  do  something  ser- 
viceable to  the  community. 

Productive  work  for  children  has  the 
advantage  that  its  discipline  is  the  dis- 
cipline of  impersonal  necessity,  not  that 


of  wanton  personal  coercion.  The  eager- 
ness of  children  in  our  industrial  districts 
to  escape  from  school  to  the  factory  is 
not  caused  by  lighter  tasks  or  shorter 
hours  in  the  factory,  nor  altogether  by 
the  temptation  of  wages,  nor  even  by  the 
desire  for  novelty,  but  by  the  dignity  of 
adult  work,  the  exchange  of  the  humiliat- 
ing liability  to  personal  assault  from  the 
lawless  schoolmaster,  from  which  the 
grown-ups  are  free,  for  the  stern  but 
entirely  dignified  pressure  of  necessity 
to  which  all  flesh  is  subject. 

UNIVERSITY   SCHOOLBOYISHNESS 

Older  children  might  do  a  good  deal 
before  beginning  their  collegiate  educa- 
tion. What  is  the  matter  with  our  uni- 
versities is  that  the  students  are  school 
children,  whereas  it  is  of  the  very  essence 
of  university  education  that  they  should 
be  adults.  The  function  of  a  university 
is  not  to  teach  things  that  can  now  be 
taught  as  well  or  better  by  University 
Extension  lectures  or  by  private  tutors 
or  modern  correspondence  classes  with 
gramophones.  We  go  to  them  to  be 
socialized:  to  acquire  the  hall  mark  of 
communal  training;  to  become  citizens 
of  the  world  instead  of  inmates  of  the 
enlarged  rabbit  hutches  we  call  homes; 
to  learn  manners  and  become  unchal- 
lengeable ladies  and  gentlemen.  The 
social  pressure  which  effects  these  changes 
should  be  that  of  persons  who  have  faced 
the  full  responsibilities  of  adults  as  work- 
ing members  of  the  general  community, 
not  that  of  a  rowdy  rabble  of  half  emanci- 
pated school  children  and  unemancipable 
pedants.  It  is  true  that  in  a  reasonable 
state  of  society  this  outside  experience 
would  do  for  us  very  completely  what 
the  university  does  now  so  corruptly 
that  we  tolerate  its  bad  manners  only 
because  they  are  better  than  no  manners 
at  all.  But  the  university  will  always  exist 
in  some  form  as  a  community  of  persons 
desirous  of  pushing  their  culture  to  the 
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highest  pitch  they  are  capable  of,  not  as 
solitary  students  reading  in  seclusion, 
but  as  members  of  a  body  of  individuals 
all  pursuing  culture,  talking  culture, 
thinking  culture,  above  all,  criticizing 
culture.  If  such  persons  are  to  read  and 
talk  and  criticize  to  any  purpose,  they 
must  know  the  world  outside  the  uni- 
versity at  least  as  well  as  the  shopkeeper 
in  the  High  Street  does.  And  this  is  just 
what  they  do  not  know  at  present.  You 
may  say  of  them,  paraphrasing  Mr  Kip- 
ling, "What  do  they  know  of  Plato  that 
only  Plato  know?"  If  our  universities 
would  exclude  everybody  who  had  not 
earned  a  living  by  his  or  her  own  exer- 
tions for  at  least  a  couple  of  years,  their 
effect  would  be  vastly  improved. 

THE  NEW  LAZINESS 

The  child  of  the  future,  then,  if  there 
is  to  be  any  future  but  one  of  decay,  will 
work  more  or  less  for  its  living  from  an 
early  age;  and  in  doing  so  it  will  not 
shock  anyone,  provided  there  be  no 
longer  any  reason  to  associate  the  con- 
ception of  children  working  for  their 
living  with  infants  toiling  in  a  factory  for 
ten  hours  a  day  or  boys  drudging  from 
nine  to  six  under  gas  lamps  in  under- 
ground city  offices.  Lads  and  lasses  in 
their  teens  will  probably  be  able  to  pro- 
duce as  much  as  the  most  expensive  per- 
son now  costs  in  his  own  person  (it  is 
retinue  that  eats  up  the  big  income)  with- 
out working  too  hard  or  too  long  for 
quite  as  much  happiness  as  they  can 
enjoy.  The  question  to  be  balanced  then 
will  be,  not  how  soon  people  should  be 
put  to  work,  but  how  soon  they  should 
te  released  from  any  obligation  of  the 
kind.  A  life's  work  is  like  a  day's  work: 
it  can  begin  early  and  leave  off  early  or 
begin  late  and  leave  off  late,  or,  as  with 
us,  begin  too  early  and  never  leave  off  at 
all,  obviously  the  worst  of  all  possible 
plans.  In  any  event  we  must  finally 
reckon  work,  not  as  the  curse  our  schools 


and  prisons  and  capitalist  profit  factories 
make  it  seem  today,  but  as  a  prime  neces- 
sity of  a  tolerable  existence.  And  if  we 
cannot  devize  fresh  wants  as  fast  as  we 
shorten  the  process  of  supplying  the  old 
ones,  there  will  come  a  scarcity  of  work 
simultaneously  with  an  excess  of  leisure. 
Work  may  have  to  be  shared  out  among 
people  who  want  more  of  it.  Our  spurious 
substitute,  exercise,  will  not  serve.  A  new 
sort  of  laziness  will  become  the  bugbear 
of  society:  the  laziness  that  refuses  to 
face  the  mental  toil  and  adventure  of 
making  work  by  inventing  new  ideas  or 
extending  the  domain  of  knowledge,  and 
insists  on  a  ready-made  routine.  It  may 
come  to  forcing  people  to  retire  before 
they  are  willing  to  make  way  for  younger 
ones:  that  is,  to  driving  all  persons  of  a 
certain  age  out  of  industry,  leaving  them 
to  find  something  experimental  to  occupy 
them  on  pain  of  perpetual  holiday.  Men 
will  then  try  to  spend  twenty  thousand 
a  year  for  the  sake  of  having  to  earn  it. 
Instead  of  being  what  we  are  now,  the 
cheapest  and  nastiest  of  the  animals,  we 
shall  be  the  costliest,  most  fastidious,  and 
best  bred.  In  short,  there  is  no  end  to  the 
astonishing  things  that  may  happen  when 
the  curse  of  Adam  becomes  first  a  bless- 
ing and  then  an  incurable  habit.  And  in 
view  of  that  day  we  must  not  grudge 
children  their  share  of  it. 

THE   INFINITE  SCHOOL  TASK 

The  question  of  children's  work,  how- 
ever, is  only  a  question  of  what  the  child 
ought  to  do  for  the  community.  How 
highly  it  should  qualify  itself  is  another 
matter.  But  most  of  the  difficulty  of  in- 
ducing children  to  learn  would  disappear 
if  our  demands  became  not  only  definite 
but  fini  te.  When  learning  is  only  an  excuse 
for  imprisonment,  it  is  an  instrument  of 
torture  which  becomes  more  painful  the 
more  progress  is  made.  Thus  when  you 
have  forced  a  child  to  learn  the  Church 
Catechism,  a  document  profound  beyond 
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the  comprehension  of  most  adults,  you 
are  sometimes  at  a  standstill  for  something 
else  to  teach;  and  you  therefore  keep  the 
wretched  child  repeating  its  catechism 
again  and  again  until  you  hit  on  the  plan 
of  making  it  learn  instalments  of  Bible 
verses,  preferably  from  the  book  of 
Numbers.  But  as  it  is  less  trouble  to  set 
a  lesson  that  you  know  yourself,  there 
is  a  tendency  to  keep  repeating  the 
already  learnt  lesson  rather  than  break 
new  ground.  At  school  I  began  with 
a  fairly  complete  knowledge  of  Latin 
grammar  in  the  childish  sense  of  being 
able  to  repeat  all  the  paradigms;  and  I 
was  kept  at  this,  or  rather  kept  in  a  class 
where  the  master  never  asked  me  to  do 
it  because  he  knew  I  could,  and  therefore 
devoted  himself  to  trapping  the  boys  who 
could  not,  until  I  finally  forgot  most  of  it. 
But  when  progress  took  place,  what  did 
it  mean?  First  it  meant  Caesar,  with  the 
foreknowledge  that  to  master  Caesar 
meant  only  being  set  at  Virgil,  with  the 
culminating  horror  of  Greek  and  Homer 
in  reserve  at  the  end  of  that.  I  preferred 
Caesar,  because  his  statement  that  Gaul 
is  divided  into  three  parts,  though  neither 
interesting  nor  true,  was  the  only  Latin 
sentence  I  could  translate  at  sight:  there- 
fore the  longer  we  stuck  at  Caesar  the 
better  I  was  pleased.  Just  so  do  less  classic- 
ally educated  children  see  nothing  in  the 
mastery  of  addition  but  the  beginning  of 
subtraction,  and  so  on  through  multi- 
plication and  division  and  fractions,  with 
the  black  cloud  of  algebra  on  the  horizon. 
And  if  a  boy  rushes  through  all  that, 
there  is  always  the  calculus  to  fall  back 
on,  unless  indeed  you  insist  on  his  learn- 
ing music,  and  proceed  to  hit  him  if  he 
cannot  tell  you  the  year  Beethoven  was 
born. 

A  child  has  a  right  to  finality  as  re- 
gards its  compulsory  lessons.  Also  as 
regards  physical  training.  At  present  it 
is  assumed  that  the  schoolmaster  has  a 
right  to  force  every  child  into  an  attempt 


to  become  Porson  and  Bentley,  Leibnitz 
and  Newton,  all  rolled  into  one.  This 
is  the  tradition  of  the  oldest  grammar 
schools.  In  our  times  an  even  more 
horrible  and  cynical  claim  has  been  made 
for  the  right  to  drive  boys  through  com- 
pulsory games  in  the  playing  fields  until 
they  are  too  much  exhausted  physically 
to  do  anything  but  drop  off  to  sleep.  This 
is  supposed  to  protect  them  from  vice; 
but  as  it  also  protects  them  from  poetry, 
literature,  music,  meditation  and  prayer, 
it  may  be  dismissed  with  the  obvious 
remark  that  if  boarding  schools  are 
places  whose  keepers  are  driven  to  such 
monstrous  measures  lest  more  abomin- 
able things  should  happen,  then  the 
sooner  boarding  schools  are  violently 
abolished  the  better.  It  is  true  that  society 
may  make  physical  claims  on  the  child 
as  well  as  mental  ones:  the  child  must 
learn  to  walk,  to  use  a  knife  and  fork,  to 
swim,  to  ride  a  bicycle,  to  acquire  suffi- 
cient power  of  self-defence  to  make  an 
attack  on  it  an  arduous  and  uncertain 
enterprise,  perhaps  to  fly.  What  as  a 
matter  of  common  sense  it  clearly  has 
not  a  right  to  do  is  to  make  this  an  excuse 
for  keeping  the  child  slaving  for  ten  hours 
at  physical  exercises  on  the  ground  that 
it  is  not  yet  as  dexterous  as  Cinquevalli 
and  as  strong  as  Sandow. 

THE  REWARDS  AND  RISKS  OF  KNOWLEDGE 

In  a  word,  we  cannot  completely 
educate  a  child;  for  its  education  can  end 
only  with  its  life  and  will  not  even  then 
be  complete.  Compulsory  completion  of 
education  is  the  last  folly  of  a  rotten  and 
desperate  civilization.  All  we  can  fairly 
do  is  to  prescribe  definite  acquirements 
and  accomplishments  as  qualifications 
for  citizenship  in  general,  with  further 
specific  qualifications  for  professional 
employments;  and  to  secure  them,  not 
by  the  ridiculous  method  of  inflicting 
artificial  injuries  on  the  persons  who 
have  not  yet  mastered  them,  but  by  the 


PARENTS  AND  CHILDREN  (MISALLIANCE) 


natural  co-operation  of  self-respect  from 
within  with  social  respect  from  without. 
Most  acquirements  carry  their  own 
privileges  with  them.  Thus  a  baby  has 
to  be  pretty  closely  guarded  and  im- 
prisoned because  it  cannot  take  care  of 
itself.  It  has  even  to  be  carried  about  (the 
most  complete  conceivable  infringement 
of  its  liberty)  until  it  can  walk.  But 
nobody  goes  on  carrying  children  after 
they  can  walk  lest  they  should  walk  into 
mischief,  though  Arab  boys  make  their 
sisters  carry  them,  as  our  own  spoiled 
children  sometimes  make  their  nurses, 
out  of  mere  laziness,  because  sisters  in 
the  East  and  nurses  in  the  West  are  kept 
in  servitude.  But  in  a  society  of  equals 
(the  only  reasonable  and  permanently 
possible  sort  of  society)  children  are  in 
much  greater  danger  of  acquiring  bandy 
legs  through  being  left  to  walk  before 
they  are  strong  enough  than  of  being 
carried  when  they  are  well  able  to  walk. 
Anyhow,  freedom  of  movement  in  a 
nursery  is  the  reward  of  learning  to  walk; 
and  in  precisely  the  same  way  freedom 
of  movement  in  a  city  is  the  reward  of 
learning  how  to  read  public  notices,  and 
to  count  and  use  money.  The  conse- 
quences are  of  course  much  larger  than 
the  mere  ability  to  read  the  name  of  a 
street  or  the  number  of  a  railway  plat- 
form and  the  destination  of  a  train.  When 
you  enable  a  child  to  read  these,  you 
also  enable  it  to  read  this  preface,  to  the 
utter  destruction,  you  may  quite  possibly 
think,  of  its  morals  (its  docility).  You 
also  expose  it  to  the  danger  of  being  run 
over  by  taxicabs  and  trains.  The  moral 
and  physical  risks  of  education  are  enor- 
mous: every  new  power  a  child  acquires, 
from  speaking,  walking,  and  co-ordinat- 
ing its  vision,  to  conquering  continents 
and  founding  religions,  opens  up  im- 
mense new  possibilities  of  mischief. 
Teach  a  child  to  write  and  you  teach  it 
how  to  forge:  teach  it  to  speak  and  you 
teach  it  how  to  lie:  teach  it  to  walk  and 


you  teach  it  how  to  kick  its  mother  to 
death. 

The  great  problem  of  slavery  for  those 
whose  aim  is  to  maintain  it  is  the  problem 
of  reconciling  the  efficiency  of  the  slave 
with  the  helplessness  that  keeps  him  in 
servitude;  and  this  problem  is  fortun- 
ately not  completely  soluble;  for  it  is  not 
in  fact  found  possible  for  a  duke  to  treat 
his  solicitor  or  his  doctor  as  he  treats 
his  laborers,  though  they  are  all  equally 
his  slaves:  the  laborer  being  in  fact  less 
dependent  on  his  favor  than  the  pro- 
fessional man.  Hence  it  is  that  men  come 
to  resent,  of  all  things,  protection,  be- 
cause it  so  often  means  restriction  of  their 
liberty  lest  they  should  make  a  bad  use 
of  it.  If  there  are  dangerous  precipices 
about,  it  is  much  easier  and  cheaper  to 
forbid  people  to  walk  near  the  edge  than 
to  put  up  an  effective  fence:  that  is  why 
both  legislators  and  parents  and  the  paid 
deputies  of  parents  are  always  inhibiting 
and  prohibiting  and  punishing  and  scold- 
ing and  laming  and  cramping  and  delay- 
ing progress  and  growth  instead  of 
making  the  dangerous  places  as  safe  as 
possible  and  then  boldly  taking  and 
allowing  others  to  take  the  irreducible 
minimum  of  risk. 

ENGLISH  PHYSICAL  HARDIHOOD  AND 
SPIRITUAL  COWARDICE 

It  is  easier  to  convert  most  people  to 
the  need  for  allowing  their  children  to 
run  physical  risks  than  moral  ones.  I  can 
remember  a  relative  of  mine  who,  when 
I  was  a  small  child,  unused  to  horses  and 
very  much  afraid  of  them,  insisted  on 
putting  me  on  a  rather  rumbustious  pony 
with  little  spurs  on  my  heels  (knowing 
that  in  my  agitation  I  would  use  them 
unconsciously),  and  being  enormously 
amused  at  my  terrors.  Yet  when  that 
same  lady  discovered  that  I  had  found 
a  copy  of  The  Arabian  Nights  and  was 
devouring  it  with  avidity,  she  was  horri- 
fied, and  hid  it  away  from  me  lest  it 
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should  break  my  soul  as  the  pony  might 
have  broken  my  neck.  This  way  of  pro- 
ducing hardy  bodies  and  timid  souls  is 
so  common  in  country-houses  that  you 
may  spend  hours  in  them  listening  to 
stories  of  broken  collar  bones,  broken 
backs,  and  broken  necks  without  coming 
upon  a  single  spiritual  adventure  or 
daring  thought. 

But  whether  the  risks  to  which  liberty 
exposes  us  are  moral  or  physical,  our 
right  to  liberty  involves  the  right  to  run 
them.  A  man  who  is  not  free  to  risk  his 
neck  as  an  aviator  or  his  soul  as  a  heretic 
is  not  free  at  all;  and  the  right  to  liberty 
begins,  not  at  the  age  of  21  years  but  of 
21  seconds. 

THE   RISKS   OF   IGNORANCE   AND 
WEAKNESS 

The  difficulty  with  children  is  that 
they  need  protection  from  risks  they  are 
too  young  to  understand,  and  attacks 
they  can  neither  avoid  nor  resist.  You 
may  on  academic  grounds  allow  a  child 
to  snatch  glowing  coals  from  the  fire 
once.  You  will  not  do  it  twice.  The  risks 
of  liberty  we  must  let  everyone  take;  but 
the  risks  of  ignorance  and  self-helpless- 
ness are  another  matter.  Not  only  chil- 
dren but  adults  need  protection  from 
them.  At  present  adults  are  often  ex- 
posed to  risks  outside  their  knowledge 
or  beyond  their  comprehension  or  powers 
of  resistance  or  foresight:  for  example,  we 
have  to  look  on  every  day  at  marriages 
or  financial  speculations  that  may  in- 
volve far  worse  consequences  than  burnt 
fingers.  And  just  as  it  is  part  of  the  busi- 
ness of  adults  to  protect  children,  to  feed 
them,  clothe  them,  shelter  them,  and 
shift  for  them  in  all  sorts  of  ways  until 
they  are  able  to  shift  for  themselves,  it 
is  coming  more  and  more  to  be  seen  that 
this  is  true  not  only  of  the  relation  be- 
tween adults  and  children,  but  between 
adults  and  adults.  We  shall  not  always 
look  on  indifferently  at  foolish  marriages 


and  financial  speculations,  nor  allow 
dead  men  to  control  live  communities 
by  ridiculous  wills  and  living  heirs  to 
squander  and  ruin  great  estates,  nor 
tolerate  a  hundred  other  absurd  liberties 
that  we  allow  today  because  we  are  too 
lazy  to  find  out  the  proper  way  to  inter- 
fere. But  the  interference  must  be  regu- 
lated by  some  theory  of  the  individual's 
rights.  Though  the  right  to  live  is  ab- 
solute, it  is  not  unconditional.  If  a  man 
is  unbearably  mischievous,  he  must  be 
killed.  This  is  a  mere  matter  of  necessity, 
like  the  killing  of  a  man-eating  tiger  in 
a  nursery,  a  venomous  snake  in  the 
garden,  or  a  fox  in  the  poultry  yard.  No 
society  could  be  constructed  on  the 
assumption  that  such  extermination  is  a 
violation  of  the  creature's  right  to  live, 
and  therefore  must  not  be  allowed.  And 
then  at  once  arises  the  danger  into  which 
morality  has  led  us:  the  danger  of  per- 
secution. One  Christian  spreading  his 
doctrines  may  seem  more  mischievous 
than  a  dozen  thieves:  throw  him  there- 
fore to  the  lions.  A  lying  or  disobedient 
child  may  corrupt  a  whole  generation 
and  make  human  Society  impossible: 
therefore  thrash  the  vice  out  of  him.  And 
so  on  until  our  whole  system  of  abortion, 
intimidation,  tyranny,  cruelty,  and  the 
rest  is  in  full  swing  again. 

THE  COMMON  SENSE   OF  TOLERATION 

The  real  safeguard  against  this  is  the 
dogma  of  Toleration.  I  need  not  here 
repeat  the  compact  treatise  on  it  which 
I  prepared  for  the  Joint  Committee  on 
the  Censorship  of  Stage  Plays,  and  pre- 
fixed to  The  Shewing  Up  of  Blanco 
Posnet.  It  must  suffice  now  to  say  that 
the  present  must  not  attempt  to  school- 
master the  future  by  pretending  to  know 
good  from  evil  in  tendency,  or  protect 
citizens  against  shocks  to  their  opinions 
and  convictions,  moral,  political,  or  re- 
ligious: in  other  words  it  must  not  perse- 
cute doctrines  of  any  kind,  or  what  is 
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called  bad  taste,  and  must  insist  on  all 
persons  facing  such  shocks  as  they  face 
frosty  weather  or  any  of  the  other  dis- 
agreeable, dangerous,  or  bracing  in- 
cidents of  freedom.  The  expediency  of 
Toleration  has  been  forced  on  us  by  the 
fact  that  progressive  enlightenment  de- 
pends on  a  fair  hearing  for  doctrines 
which  at  first  appear  seditious,  blasphem- 
ous, and  immoral,  and  which  deeply 
shock  people  who  never  think  originally, 
thought  being  with  them  merely  a  habit 
and  an  echo.  The  deeper  ground  for 
Toleration  is  the  nature  of  creation, 
which,  as  we  now  know,  proceeds  by 
evolution.  Evolution  finds  its  way  by 
experiment;  and  this  finding  of  the  way 
varies  according  to  the  stage  of  develop- 
ment reached,  from  the  blindest  groping 
along  the  line  of  least  resistance  to  con- 
scious intellectual  speculation,  with  its 
routine  of  hypothesis  and  verification, 
induction  and  deduction;  or  even  into 
so  rapid  and  intuitive  an  integration  of 
all  these  processes  in  a  single  brain  that 
we  get  the  inspired  guess  of  the  man  of 
genius  and  the  fanatical  resolution  of  the 
teacher  of  new  truths  who  is  first  slain 
as  a  blasphemous  apostate  and  then  wor- 
shipped as  a  prophet. 

Here  the  law  for  the  child  is  the  same 
as  for  the  adult.  The  high  priest  must  not 
rend  his  garments  and  cry  "Crucify 
him"  when  he  is  shocked,  nor  the  atheist 
clamor  for  the  suppression  of  Law's 
Serious  Call  because  it  has  for  two  cen- 
turies destroyed  the  natural  happiness 
of  innumerable  children  by  persuading 
pious  parents  that  it  is  a  religious  duty 
to  make  children  miserable.  It,  and  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and  Machiavelli's 
Prince,  and  La  Rochefoucauld's  maxims, 
and  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern,  and 
De  Glanville's  apologue,  and  Dr.  Watts's 
rhymes,  and  Nietzsche's  Gay  Science, 
and  Ingersoll's  Mistakes  of  Moses,  and 
the  speeches  and  pamphlets  of  the  people 
who  want  us  to  make  war  on  Germany, 


and  the  Noodle's  Orations  and  articles 
of  our  politicians  and  journalists,  must 
all  be  tolerated  not  only  because  any 
of  them  may  for  all  we  know  be  on 
the  right  track  but  because  it  is  in  the 
conflict  of  opinion  that  we  win  know- 
ledge and  wisdom.  However  terrible  the 
wounds  suffered  in  that  conflict,  they 
are  better  than  the  barren  peace  of  death 
that  follows  when  all  the  combatants  are 
slaughtered  or  bound  hand  and  foot. 

The  difficulty  at  present  is  that  though 
this  necessity  for  Toleration  is  a  law  of 
political  science  as  well  established  as  the 
law  of  gravitation,  our  rulers  are  never 
taught  political  science:  on  the  contrary, 
they  are  taught  in  school  that  the  master 
tolerates  nothing  that  is  disagreeable  to 
him;  that  ruling  is  simply  being  master; 
and  that  the  master's  method  is  the 
method  of  violent  punishment.  And  our 
citizens,  all  school  taught,  are  walking 
in  the  same  darkness.  As  I  write  these 
lines  the  Home  Secretary  is  explaining 
that  he  must  not  release  a  man  who  has 
been  imprisoned  for  blasphemy,  as  his 
remarks  were  painful  to  the  feelings  of 
his  pious  fellow  townsmen.  Now  it 
happens  that  this  very  Home  Secretary 
has  driven  many  thousands  of  his  fellow 
citizens  almost  beside  themselves  by  the 
crudity  of  his  notions  of  government, 
and  his  simple  inability  to  understand 
why  he  should  not  use  and  make  laws  to 
torment  and  subdue  people  who  do  not 
happen  to  agree  with  him.  In  a  word,  he  is 
not  a  politician,  but  a  grown-up  school- 
boy who  has  at  last  got  a  cane  in  his  hand. 
And  as  all  the  rest  of  us  are  in  the  same 
condition  (except  as  to  command  of  the 
cane)  the  only  objection  made  to  his  pro- 
ceedings takes  the  shape  of  clamorous 
demands  that  he  should  be  caned  instead 
of  being  allowed  to  cane  other  people. 

THE  SIN   OF  ATHANASIUS 

It    seems    hopeless.    Anarchists    are 
tempted  to  preach  a  violent  and  im- 
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placable  resistance  to  all  law  as  the  only 
remedy;  and  the  result  of  that  speedily 
is  that  people  welcome  any  tyranny  that 
will  rescue  them  from  chaos.  But  there 
is  really  no  need  to  choose  between 
anarchy  and  tyranny.  A  quite  reasonable 
state  of  things  is  practicable  if  we  proceed 
on  human  assumptions  and  not  on  aca- 
demic ones.  If  adults  will  frankly  give 
up  their  claim  to  know  better  than  chil- 
dren what  the  purposes  of  the  Life  Force 
are,  and  treat  the  child  as  an  experiment 
like  themselves,  and  possibly  a  more 
successful  one,  and  at  the  same  time  re- 
linquish their  monstrous  parental  claims 
to  personal  private  property  in  children, 
the  rest  may  be  left  to  common  sense. 
It  is  our  attitude,  our  religion,  that  is 
wrong.  A  good  beginning  might  be 
made  by  enacting  that  any  person  dictat- 
ing a  piece  of  conduct  to  a  child  or  to 
anyone  else  as  the  will  of  God,  or  as 
absolutely  right,  should  be  dealt  with  as 
a  blasphemer:  as,  indeed,  guilty  of  the 
unpardonable  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost. 
If  the  penalty  were  death,  it  would  rid 
us  at  once  of  that  scourge  of  humanity, 
the  amateur  Pope.  As  an  Irish  Protestant, 
I  raise  the  cry  of  No  Popery  with  heredi- 
tary zest.  We  are  overrun  with  Popes. 
From  curates  and  governesses,  who  may 
claim  a  sort  of  professional  standing,  to 
parents  and  uncles  and  nurserymaids  and 
school  teachers  and  wiseacres  generally, 
there  are  scores  of  thousands  of  human 
insects  groping  through  our  darkness  by 
the  feeble  phosphorescence  of  their  own 
tails,  yet  ready  at  a  moment's  notice  to 
reveal  the  will  of  God  on  every  possible 
subject;  to  explain  how  and  why  the 
universe  was  made  (in  my  youth  they 
added  the  exact  date)  and  the  circum- 
stances under  which  it  will  cease  to 
exist;  to  lay  down  precise  rules  of  right 
and  wrong  conduct;  to  discriminate  in- 
fallibly between  virtuous  and  vicious 
character;  and  this  with  such  certainty 
that  they  are  prepared  to  visit  all  the 


rigors  of  the  law,  and  all  the  ruinous 
penalties  of  social  ostracism  on  those, 
however  harmless  their  actions  may  be, 
who  venture  to  laugh  at  their  monstrous 
conceit  or  to  pay  their  assumptions  the 
extravagant  compliment  of  criticizing 
them.  As  to  children,  who  shall  say  what 
canings  and  birchings  and  terrifyings 
and  threats  of  hell  fire  and  impositions 
and  humiliations  and  petty  imprisonings 
and  sendings  to  bed  and  standing  in 
corners  and  the  like  they  have  suffered 
because  their  parents  and  guardians  and 
teachers  knew  everything  so  much  better 
than  Socrates  or  Solon? 

It  is  this  ignorant  uppishness  that  does 
the  mischief.  A  stranger  on  the  planet 
might  expect  that  its  grotesque  absurdity 
would  provoke  enough  ridicule  to  cure 
it;  but  unfortunately  quite  the  contrary 
happens.  Just  as  our  ill-health  delivers 
us  into  the  hands  of  medical  quacks  and 
creates  a  passionate  demand  for  impudent 
pretences  that  doctors  can  cure  the 
diseases  they  themselves  die  of  daily,  so 
our  ignorance  and  helplessness  set  us 
clamoring  for  spiritual  and  moral  quacks 
who  pretend  that  they  can  save  our  souls 
from  their  own  damnation.  If  a  doctor 
were  to  say  to  his  patients,  "I  am 
familiar  with  your  symptoms,  because 
I  have  seen  other  people  in  your  condi- 
tion; and  I  will  bring  the  very  little 
knowledge  we  have  to  your  treatment; 
but  except  in  that  very  shallow  sense  I 
dont  know  what  is  the  matter  with  you; 
and  I  cant  undertake  to  cure  you"  he 
would  be  a  lost  man  professionally;  and 
if  a  clergyman,  on  being  called  on  to 
award  a  prize  for  good  conduct  in  the 
village  school,  were  to  say,  "I  am  afraid 
I  cannot  say  who  is  the  best-behaved 
child,  because  I  really  do  not  know  what 
good  conduct  is;  but  I  will  gladly  take 
the  teacher's  word  as  to  which  child  has 
caused  least  inconvenience"  he  would 
probably  be  unfrocked,  if  not  excom- 
municated. And  yet  no  honest  and  in- 
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tellectually  capable  doctor  or  parson  can 
say  more.  Clearly  it  would  not  be  wise 
of  the  doctor  to  say  it,  because  optimistic 
lies  have  such  immense  therapeutic  value 
that  a  doctor  who  cannot  tell  them  con- 
vincingly has  mistaken  his  profession. 
And  a  clergyman  who  is  not  prepared 
to  lay  down  the  law  dogmatically  will 
not  be  of  much  use  in  a  village  school, 
though  it  behoves  him  all  the  more  to  be 
very  careful  what  law  he  lays  down.  But 
unless  both  the  clergyman  and  the  doctor 
are  in  the  attitude  expressed  by  these 
speeches  they  are  not  fit  for  their  work. 
The  man  who  believes  that  he  has  more 
than  a  provisional  hypothesis  to  go  upon 
is  a  born  fool.  He  may  have  to  act  vigor- 
ously on  it.  The  world  has  no  use  for 
the  Agnostic  who  wont  believe  anything 
because  anything  might  be  false,  and 
wont  deny  anything  because  anything 
might  be  true.  But  there  is  a  wide  differ- 
ence between  saying,  "I  believe  this;  and 
I  am  going  to  act  on  it,"  or,  "I  dont  be- 
lieve it;  and  I  wont  act  on  it,"  and  saying, 
"It  is  true;  and  it  is  my  duty  and  yours 
to  act  on  it,"  or,  "It  is  false;  and  it  is  my 
duty  and  yours  to  refuse  to  act  on  it." 
The  difference  is  as  great  as  that  between 
the  Apostles'  Creed  and  the  Athanasian 
Creed.  When  you  repeat  the  Apostles' 
Creed  you  affirm  that  you  believe  certain 
things.  There  you  are  clearly  within  your 
rights.  When  you  repeat  the  Athanasian 
Creed,  you  affirm  that  certain  things  are 
so,  and  that  anybody  who  doubts  that 
they  are  so  cannot  be  saved.  And  this  is 
simply  a  piece  of  impudence  on  your  part, 
as  you  know  nothing  about  it  except  that 
as  good  men  as  you  have  never  heard  of 
your  creed.  The  apostolic  attitude  is  a 
desire  to  convert  others  to  our  beliefs  for 
the  sake  of  sympathy  and  light:  the 
Athanasian  attitude  is  a  desire  to  murder 
people  who  dont  agree  with  us.  I  am 
sufficient  of  an  Athanasian  to  advocate 
a  law  for  the  speedy  execution  of  all 
Athanasians,  because  they  violate  the 
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fundamental  proposition  of  my  creed, 
which  is,  I  repeat,  that  all  living  creatures 
are  experiments.  The  precise  formula  for 
the  Superman,  ci-devant  The  Just  Man 
Made  Perfect,  has  not  yet  been  dis- 
covered. Until  it  is,  every  birth  is  an  ex- 
periment in  the  Great  Research  which 
is  being  conducted  by  the  Life  Force  to 
discover  that  formula. 

THE  EXPERIMENT  EXPERIMENTING 

And  now  all  the  modern  schoolmaster 
abortionists  will  rise  up  beaming,  and 
say,  "We  quite  agree.  We  regard  every 
child  in  our  school  as  a  subject  for  experi- 
ment. We  are  always  experimenting  with 
them.  We  challenge  the  experimental 
test  for  our  system.  We  are  continually 
guided  by  our  experience  in  our  great 
work  of  moulding  the  character  of  our 
future  citizens,  etc.  etc.  etc."  I  am  sorry 
to  seem  irreconcilable;  but  it  is  the  Life 
Force  that  has  to  make  the  experiment 
and  not  the  schoolmaster;  and  the  Life 
Force  for  the  child's  purpose  is  in  the 
child  and  not  in  the  schoolmaster.  The 
schoolmaster  is  another  experiment;  and 
a  laboratory  in  which  all  the  experiments 
began  experimenting  on  one  another 
would  not  produce  intelligible  results. 
I  admit,  however,  that  if  my  school- 
masters had  treated  me  as  an  experiment 
of  the  Life  Force:  that  is,  if  they  had  set 
me  free  to  do  as  I  liked  subject  only  to 
my  political  rights  and  theirs,  they  could 
not  have  watched  the  experiment  very 
long,  because  the  first  result  would  have 
been  a  rapid  movement  on  my  part  in  the 
direction  of  the  door,  and  my  disappear- 
ance therethrough. 

It  may  be  worth  inquiring  where  I 
should  have  gone  to.  I  should  say  that 
practically  every  time  I  should  have  gone 
to  a  much  more  educational  place.  I 
should  have  gone  into  the  country,  or 
into  the  sea,  or  into  the  National  Gallery, 
or  to  hear  a  band  if  there  was  one,  or  to 
any  library  where  there  were  no  school- 
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books.  I  should  have  read  very  dry  and 
difficult  books:  for  example,  though 
nothing  would  have  induced  me  to  read 
the  budget  of  stupid  party  lies  that  served 
as  a  text-book  of  history  in  school,  I 
remember  reading  Robertson's  Charles 
V.  and  his  history  of  Scotland  from  end 
to  end  most  laboriously.  Once,  stung 
by  the  airs  of  a  schoolfellow  who  alleged 
that  he  had  read  Locke  On  The  Human 
Understanding,  I  attempted  to  read  the 
Bible  straight  through,  and  actually  got 
to  the  Pauline  Epistles  before  I  broke 
down  in  disgust  at  what  seemed  to  me 
their  inveterate  crookedness  of  mind.  If 
there  had  been  a  school  where  children 
were  really  free,  I  should  have  had  to  be 
driven  out  of  it  for  the  sake  of  my  health 
by  the  teachers;  for  the  children  to  whom 
a  literary  education  can  be  of  any  use  are 
insatiable:  they  will  read  and  study  far 
more  than  is  good  for  them.  In  fact  the 
real  difficulty  is  to  prevent  them  from 
wasting  their  time  by  reading  for  the 
sake  of  reading  and  studying  for  the  sake 
of  studying,  instead  of  taking  some 
trouble  to  find  out  what  they  really  like 
and  are  capable  of  doing  some  good  at. 
Some  silly  person  will  probably  interrupt 
me  here  with  the  remark  that  many 
children  have  no  appetite  for  a  literary 
education  at  all,  and  would  never  open 
a  book  if  they  were  not  forced  to.  I  have 
known  many  such  persons  who  have 
been  forced  to  the  point  of  obtaining 
university  degrees.  And  for  all  the  effect 
their  literary  exercises  has  left  on  them 
they  might  just  as  well  have  been  put  on 
the  treadmill.  In  fact  they  are  actually  less 
literate  than  the  treadmill  would  have 
left  them;  for  they  might  now  by  chance 
pick  up  and  dip  into  a  volume  of  Shake- 
spear  or  a  translation  of  Homer  if  they 
had  not  been  driven  to  loathe  every 
famous  name  in  literature.  I  should  prob- 
ably know  as  much  Latin  as  French,  if 
Latin  had  not  been  made  the  excuse  for 
my  school  imprisonment  and  degradation. 


WHY  WE  LOATHE  LEARNING  AND 
LOVE   SPORT 

If  we  are  to  discuss  the  importance  of 
art,  learning,  and  intellectual  culture,  the 
first  thing  we  have  to  recognize  is  that 
we  have  very  little  of  them  at  present; 
and  that  this  little  has  not  been  produced 
by  compulsory  education:  nay,  that  the 
scarcity  is  unnatural  and  has  been  pro- 
duced by  the  violent  exclusion  of  art  and 
artists  from  schools.  On  the  other  hand 
we  have  quite  a  considerable  degree  of 
bodily  culture:  indeed  there  is  a  continual 
outcry  against  the  sacrifice  of  mental 
accomplishments  to  athletics.  In  other 
words  a  sacrifice  of  the  professed  object 
of  compulsory  education  to  the  real 
object  of  voluntary  education.  It  is 
assumed  that  this  means  that  people  pre- 
fer bodily  to  mental  culture;  but  may  it 
not  mean  that  they  prefer  liberty  and 
satisfaction  to  coercion  and  privation. 
Why  is  it  that  people  who  have  been 
taught  Shakespear  as  a  school  subject 
loathe  his  plays  and  cannot  by  any  means 
be  persuaded  ever  to  open  his  works 
after  they  escape  from  school,  whereas 
there  is  still,  300  years  after  his  death,  a 
wide  and  steady  sale  for  his  works  to 
people  who  regard  his  plays  as  plays,  not 
as  task  work?  If  Shakespear,  or  for  that 
matter,  Newton  and  Leibnitz,  are  allowed 
to  find  their  readers  and  students  they 
will  find  them.  If  their  works  are  anno- 
tated and  paraphrased  by  dullards,  and 
the  annotations  and  paraphrases  forced 
on  all  young  people  by  imprisonment 
and  flogging  and  scolding,  there  will  not 
be  a  single  man  of  letters  or  higher 
mathematician  the  more  in  the  country: 
on  the  contrary  there  will  be  less,  as  so 
many  potential  lovers  of  literature  and 
mathematics  will  have  been  incurably 
prejudiced  against  them.  Everyone  who 
is  conversant  with  the  class  in  which  child 
imprisonment  and  compulsory  schooling 
is  carried  out  to  the  final  extremity  of  the 
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university  degree  knows  that  its  scholastic 
culture  is  a  sham;  that  it  knows  little 
about  literature  or  art  and  a  great  deal 
about  point-to-point  races;  and  that  the 
village  cobbler,  who  has  never  read  a 
page  of  Plato,  and  is  admittedly  a  dan- 
gerously ignorant  man  politically,  is 
nevertheless  a  Socrates  compared  to  the 
classically  educated  gentlemen  who  dis- 
cuss politics  in  country-houses  at  elec- 
tion time  (and  at  no  other  time)  after 
their  day's  earnest  and  skilful  shooting. 
Think  of  the  years  and  years  of  weary 
torment  the  women  of  the  piano- 
possessing  class  have  been  forced  to 
spend  over  the  keyboard,  fingering 
scales.  How  many  of  them  could  be 
bribed  to  attend  a  pianoforte  recital  by 
a  great  player,  though  they  will  rise  from 
sick  beds  rather  than  miss  Ascot  or  Good- 
wood? 

Another  familiar  fact  that  teaches  the 
same  lesson  is  that  many  women  who 
have  voluntarily  attained  a  high  degree 
of  culture  cannot  add  up  their  own  house- 
keeping books,  though  their  education 
in  simple  arithmetic  was  compulsory, 
whereas  their  higher  education  has  been 
wholly  voluntary.  Everywhere  we  find 
the  same  result.  The  imprisonment,  the 
beating,  the  taming  and  laming,  the 
breaking  of  young  spirits,  the  arrest  of 
development,  the  atrophy  of  all  in- 
hibitive  power  except  the  power  of  fear, 
are  real:  the  education  is  sham.  Those 
who  have  been  taught  most  know  least. 

ANTICHRIST 

Among  the  worst  effects  of  the  un- 
natural segregation  of  children  in  schools 
and  the  equally  unnatural  constant  as- 
sociation of  them  with  adults  in  the 
family  is  the  utter  defeat  of  the  vital 
element  in  Christianity.  Christ  stands 
in  the  world  for  that  intuition  of  the 
highest  humanity  that  we,  being  mem- 
bers one  of  another,  must  not  complain, 
must  not  scold,  must  not  strike,  nor  revile 


nor  persecute  nor  revenge  nor  punish. 
Now  family  life  and  school  life  are,  as 
far  as  the  moral  training  of  children  is 
concerned,  nothing  but  the  deliberate 
inculcation  of  a  routine  of  complaint, 
scolding,  punishment,  persecution,  and 
revenge  as  the  natural  and  only  possible 
way  of  dealing  with  evil  or  inconveni- 
ence. "Aint  nobody  to  be  whopped  for 
this  here?"  exclaimed  Sam  Weller  when 
he  saw  his  employer's  name  written  up 
on  a  stage  coach,  and  conceived  the 
phenomenon  as  an  insult  which  reflected 
on  himself.  This  exclamation  of  Sam 
Weller  is  at  once  the  negation  of  Chris- 
tianity and  the  beginning  and  the  end  of 
current  morality;  and  so  it  will  remain 
as  long  as  the  family  and  the  school  per- 
sist as  we  know  them:  that  is,  as  long 
as  the  rights  of  children  are  so  utterly 
denied  that  nobody  will  even  take  the 
trouble  to  ascertain  what  they  are,  and 
coming  of  age  is  like  the  turning  of  a 
convict  into  the  streets  after  twentyone 
years  penal  servitude.  Indeed  it  is  worse; 
for  the  convict,  having  learnt  before  his 
conviction  how  to  live  at  large,  may  re- 
member how  to  set  about  it,  however 
lamed  his  power  of  initiative  may  have 
become  through  disuse;  but  the  child 
knows  no  other  way  of  life  than  the 
slave's  way.  Born  free,  as  Rousseau  says, 
he  has  been  laid  hands  on  by  slaves  from 
the  moment  of  his  birth  and  brought  up 
as  a  slave.  How  is  he,  when  he  is  at  last 
set  free,  to  be  anything  else  than  the  slave 
he  actually  is,  clamoring  for  war,  for  the 
lash,  for  police,  prisons,  and  scaffolds 
in  a  wild  panic  of  delusion  that  without 
these  things  he  is  lost.  The  grown-up 
Englishman  is  to  the  end  of  his  days  a 
badly  brought-up  child,  beyond  belief 
quarrelsome,  petulant,  selfish,  destructive, 
and  cowardly:  afraid  that  the  Germans 
will  come  and  enslave  him;  that  the 
burglar  will  come  and  rob  him;  that  the 
bicycle  or  motor  car  will  run  over  him; 
that  the  smallpox  will  attack  him;  and 
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that  the  devil  will  run  away  with  him  and 
empty  him  out  like  a  sack  of  coals  on  a 
blazing  fire  unless  his  nurse  or  his  parents 
or  his  schoolmaster  or  his  bishop  or  his 
judge  or  his  army  or  his  navy  will  do 
something  to  frighten  these  bad  things 
away.  And  this  Englishman,  without  the 
moral  courage  of  a  louse,  will  risk  his 
neck  for  fun  fifty  times  every  winter  in 
the  hunting  field,  and  at  Badajos  sieges 
and  the  like  will  ram  his  head  into  a  hole 
bristling  with  sword  blades  rather  than 
be  beaten  in  the  one  department  in  which 
he  has  been  brought  up  to  consult  his 
own  honor.  As  a  Sportsman  (and  war  is 
fundamentally  the  sport  of  hunting  and 
fighting  the  most  dangerous  of  the  beasts 
of  prey)  he  feels  free.  He  will  tell  you 
himself  that  the  true  sportsman  is  never 
a  snob,  a  coward,  a  duffer,  a  cheat,  a 
thief,  or  a  liar.  Curious,  is  it  not,  that  he 
has  not  the  same  confidence  in  other  sorts 
of  man? 

And  even  sport  is  losing  its  freedom. 
Soon  everybody  will  be  schooled,  men- 
tally and  physically,  from  the  cradle  to  the 
end  of  the  term  of  adult  compulsory  mili- 
tary service,  and  finally  of  compulsory 
civil  service  lasting  until  the  age  of  super- 
annuation. Always  more  schooling,  more 
compulsion.  We  are  to  be  cured  by  an 
excess  of  the  dose  that  has  poisoned  us. 
Satan  is  to  cast  out  Satan. 

UNDER  THE   WHIP 

Clearly  this  will  not  do.  We  must  re- 
concile education  with  liberty.  We  must 
find  out  some  means  of  making  men 
workers  and,  if  need  be,  warriors,  with- 
out making  them  slaves.  We  must  culti- 
vate the  noble  virtues  that  have  their 
root  in  pride.  Now  no  schoolmaster  will 
teach  these  any  more  than  a  prison 
governor  will  teach  his  prisoners  how 
to  mutiny  and  escape.  Self-preservation 
forces  him  to  break  the  spirit  that  revolts 
against  him,  and  to  inculcate  submission, 
even  to  obscene  assault,  as  a  duty.  A 


bishop  once  had  the  hardihood  to  say 
that  he  would  rather  see  England  free 
than  England  sober.  Nobody  has  yet 
dared  to  say  that  he  would  rather  see  an 
England  of  ignoramuses  than  an  England 
of  cowards  and  slaves.  And  if  anyone  did, 
it  would  be  necessary  to  point  out  that 
the  antithesis  is  not  a  practical  one,  as  we 
have  at  present  an  England  of  igno- 
ramuses who  are  also  cowards  and  slaves, 
and  patriotically  proud  of  it  at  that,  be- 
cause in  school  they  are  taught  to  submit, 
with  what  they  ridiculously  call  Oriental 
fatalism  (as  if  any  Oriental  has  ever  sub- 
mitted more  helplessly  and  sheepishly  to 
robbery  and  oppression  than  we  Occi- 
dentals do),  to  be  driven  day  after  day 
into  compounds  and  set  to  the  tasks  they 
loathe  by  the  men  they  hate  and  fear,  as 
if  this  were  the  inevitable  destiny  of  man- 
kind. And  naturally,  when  they  grow  up, 
they  helplessly  exchange  the  prison  of 
the  school  for  the  prison  of  the  mine  or 
the  workshop  or  the  office,  and  drudge 
along  stupidly  and  miserably,  with  just 
enough  gregarious  instinct  to  turn  furi- 
ously on  any  intelligent  person  who 
proposes  a  change.  It  would  be  quite  easy 
to  make  England  a  paradise,  according 
to  our  present  ideas,  in  a  few  years.  There 
is  no  mystery  about  it:  the  way  has  been 
pointed  out  over  and  over  again.  The 
difficulty  is  not  the  way  but  the  will.  And 
we  have  no  will  because  the  first  thing 
done  with  us  in  childhood  was  to  break 
our  will.  Can  anything  be  more  disgust- 
ing than  the  spectacle  of  a  nation  reading 
the  biography  of  Gladstone  and  gloating 
over  the  account  of  how  he  was  flogged 
at  Eton,  two  of  his  schoolfellows  being 
compelled  to  hold  him  down  whilst  he 
was  flogged.  Not  long  ago  a  public  body 
in  England  had  to  deal  with  the  case  of 
a  schoolmaster  who.  conceiving  himself 
insulted  by  the  smoking  of  a  cigaret 
against  his  orders  by  a  pupil  eighteen 
years  old>  proposed  to  flog  him  publicly 
as  a  satisfaction  to  what  he  called  his 
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honor  and  authority.  I  had  intended  to 

give  the  particulars  of  this  case,  but  find 
the  drudgery  of  raking  over  such  stuff 
too  sickening,  and  the  effect  unjust  to 
a  man  who  was  doing  only  what  others 
all  over  the  country  were  doing  as  part 
of  the  established  routine  of  what  is 
called  education.  The  astounding  part 
of  it  was  the  manner  in  which  the  person 
to  whom  this  outrage  on  decency  seemed 
quite  proper  and  natural  claimed  to  be 
a  functionary  of  high  character,  and  had 
his  claim  allowed.  In  Japan  he  would 
hardly  have  been  allowed  the  privilege 
of  committing  suicide.  What  is  to  be  said 
of  a  profession  in  which  such  obscenities 
are  made  points  of  honor,  or  of  institu- 
tions in  which  they  are  an  accepted  part 
of  the  daily  routine?  Wholesome  people 
would  not  argue  about  the  taste  of  such 
nastinesses:  they  would  spit  them  out;  but 
we  are  tainted  with  flagellomania  from 
our  childhood.  When  will  we  realize  that 
the  fact  that  we  can  become  accustomed 
to  anything,  however  disgusting  at  first, 
makes  it  necessary  for  us  to  examine  care- 
fully everything  we  have  become  accus- 
tomed to?  Before  motor  cars  became 
common,  necessity  had  accustomed  us 
to  a  foulness  in  our  streets  which  would 
have  horrified  us  had  the  street  been  our 
drawing-room  carpet.  Before  long  we 
shall  be  as  particular  about  our  streets  as 
we  now  are  about  our  carpets;  and  their 
condition  in  the  nineteenth  century  will 
become  as  forgotten  and  incredible  as  the 
condition  of  the  corridors  of  palaces  and 
the  courts  of  castles  was  as  late  as  the 
eighteenth  century.  This  foulness,  we 
can  plead,  was  imposed  on  us  as  a  neces- 
sity by  the  use  of  horses  and  of  huge 
retinues;  but  flogging  has  never  been  so 
imposed:  it  has  always  been  a  vice,  craved 
for  on  any  pretext  by  those  depraved  by 
it.  Boys  were  flogged  when  criminals 
were  hanged,  to  impress  the  awful  warn- 
ing on  them.  Boys  were  flogged  at 
boundaries,  to  impress  the  boundaries 
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on  their  memory.  Other  methods  and 
other  punishments  were  always  available: 
the  choice  of  this  one  betrayed  the  sen- 
sual impulse  which  makes  the  practice 
an  abomination.  But  when  its  vicious- 
ness  made  it  customary,  it  was  practised 
and  tolerated  on  all  hands  by  people  who 
were  innocent  of  anything  worse  than 
stupidity,  ill  temper,  and  inability  to 
discover  other  methods  of  maintaining 
order  than  those  they  had  always  seen 
practised  and  approved  of.  From  chil- 
dren and  animals  it  extended  to  slaves  and 
criminals.  In  the  days  of  Moses  it  was 
limited  to  39  lashes.  In  the  early  nine- 
teenth century  it  had  become  an  open 
madness:  soldiers  were  sentenced  to  a 
thousand  lashes  for  trifling  offences,  with 
the  result  (among  others  less  mention- 
able)  that  the  Iron  Duke  of  Wellington 
complained  that  it  was  impossible  to 
get  an  order  obeyed  in  the  British  army 
except  in  two  or  three  crack  regiments. 
Such  frantic  excesses  of  this  disgusting 
neurosis  provoked  a  reaction  against  it; 
but  the  clamor  for  it  by  depraved  persons 
never  ceased,  and  was  tolerated  by  a 
nation  trained  to  it  from  childhood  in 
the  schools  until  last  year  (1913),  when, 
in  what  must  be  described  as  a  paroxysm 
of  sexual  excitement  provoked  by  the 
agitation  concerning  the  White  Slave 
Traffic  (the  purely  commercial  nature 
of  which  I  was  prevented  from  exposing 
on  the  stage  by  the  Censorship  twenty 
years  ago),  the  Government  yielded  to 
an  outcry  for  flagellation  led  by  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  passed 
an  Act  under  which  a  judge  can  sentence 
a  man  to  be  flogged  to  the  utmost  ex- 
tremity with  any  instrument  usable  for 
such  a  purpose  that  he  cares  to  prescribe. 
Such  an  Act  is  not  a  legislative  pheno- 
menon but  a  psychopathic  one.  Its  effect 
on  the  White  Slave  Traffic  was,  of  course, 
to  distract  public  attention  from  its  real 
cause  and  from  the  people  who  really 
profit  by  it  to  imaginary  "foreign  scoun- 
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drels,"  and  to  secure  a  monopoly  of  its 
organization  for  women. 

And  all  this  evil  is  made  possible  by 
the  schoolmaster  with  his  cane  and  birch, 
by  the  parents  getting  rid  as  best  they 
can  of  the  nuisance  of  children  making 
noise  and  mischief  in  the  house,  and  by 
the  denial  to  children  of  the  elementary 
rights  of  human  beings. 

The  first  man  who  enslaved  and  "broke 
in"  an  animal  with  a  whip  would  have 
invented  the  explosion  engine  instead 
could  he  have  foreseen  the  curse  he  was 
laying  on  his  race.  For  men  and  women 
learnt  thereby  to  enslave  and  break  in 
their  children  by  the  same  means.  These 
children,  grown  up,  knew  no  other 
methods  of  training.  Finally  the  evil  that 
was  done  for  gain  by  the  greedy  was  re- 
fined on  and  done  for  pleasure  by  the 
lustful.  Flogging  has  become  a  pleasure 
purchasable  in  our  streets,  and  inhibition 
a  grown-up  habit  that  children  play  at. 
"Go  and  see  what  baby  is  doing;  and 
tell  him  he  mustnt"  is  the  last  word  of 
the  nursery;  and  the  grimmest  aspect  of 
it  is  that  it  was  first  formulated  by  a 
comic  paper  as  a  capital  joke. 

TECHNICAL   INSTRUCTION 

Technical  instruction  tempts  to  vio- 
lence (as  a  short  cut)  more  than  liberal 
education.  The  sailor  in  Mr  Rudyard 
Kipling's  Captains  Courageous,  teaching 
the  boy  the  names  of  the  ship's  tackle 
with  a  rope's  end,  does  not  disgust  us  as 
our  schoolmasters  do,  especially  as  the 
boy  was  a  spoiled  boy.  But  an  unspoiled 
boy  would  not  have  needed  that  drastic 
medicine.  Technical  training  may  be  as 
tedious  as  learning  to  skate  or  to  play 
the  piano  or  violin;  but  it  is  the  price  one 
must  pay  to  achieve  certain  desirable 
results  or  necessary  ends.  It  is  a  mon- 
strous thing  to  force  a  child  to  learn 
Latin  or  Greek  or  mathematics  on  the 
ground  that  they  are  an  indispensable 
gymnastic  for  the  mental  powers.  It 


would  be  monstrous  even  if  it  were  true; 
for  there  is  no  labor  that  might  not  be 
imposed  on  a  child  or  an  adult  on  the 
same  pretext;  but  as  a  glance  at  the  average 
products  of  our  public  school  and  uni- 
versity education  shews  that  it  is  not 
true,  it  need  not  trouble  us.  But  it  is  a 
fact  that  ignorance  of  Latin  and  Greek 
and  mathematics  closes  certain  careers  to 
men  (I  do  not  mean  artificial,  unneces- 
sary, noxious  careers  like  those  of  the 
commercial  schoolmaster).  Languages, 
even  dead  ones,  have  their  uses;  and,  as 
it  seems  to  many  of  us,  mathematics  have 
their  uses.  They  will  always  be  learned 
by  people  who  want  to  learn  them;  and 
people  will  always  want  to  learn  them 
as  long  as  they  are  of  any  importance  in 
life:  indeed  the  want  will  survive  their 
importance:  superstition  is  nowhere 
stronger  than  in  the  field  of  obsolete 
acquirements.  And  they  will  never  be 
learnt  fruitfully  by  people  who  do  not 
want  to  learn  them  either  for  their  own 
sake  or  for  use  in  necessary  work.  There 
is  no  harder  schoolmaster  than  experience; 
and  yet  experience  fails  to  teach  where 
there  is  no  desire  to  learn. 

Still,  one  must  not  begin  to  apply 
this  generalization  too  early.  And  this 
brings  me  to  an  important  factor  in  the 
case:  the  factor  of  evolution. 

DOCILITY  AND  DEPENDENCE 

If  anyone,  impressed  by  my  view  that 
the  rights  of  a  child  are  precisely  those 
of  an  adult,  proceeds  to  treat  a  child  as 
if  it  were  an  adult,  he  (or  she)  will  find 
that  though  the  plan  will  work  much 
better  at  some  points  than  the  usual  plan, 
at  others  it  will  not  work  at  all;  and  this 
discovery  may  provoke  him  to  turn  back 
from  the  whole  conception  of  children's 
rights  with  a  jest  at  the  expense  of 
bachelors'  and  old  maids'  children.  In 
dealing  with  children  what  is  needed  is 
not  logic  but  sense.  There  is  no  logical 
reason  why  young  persons  should  be 
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allowed  greater  control  of  their  property 
the  day  after  they  are  twenty-one  than 
the  day  before  it.  There  is  no  logical 
reason  why  I,  who  strongly  object  to  an 
adult  standing  over  a  boy  of  ten  with  a 
Latin  grammar,  and  saying  "You  must 
learn  this,  whether  you  want  to  or  not," 
should  nevertheless  be  quite  prepared  to 
stand  over  a  boy  of  five  with  the  multi- 
plication table  or  a  copy  book  or  a  code 
of  elementary  good  manners,  and  practise 
on  his  docility  to  make  him  learn  them. 
And  there  is  no  logical  reason  why  I 
should  do  for  a  child  a  great  many  little 
offices,  some  of  them  troublesome  and 
disagreeable,  which  I  should  not  do  for 
a  boy  twice  its  age,  or  support  a  boy  or 
girl  when  I  would  unhesitatingly  throw 
an  adult  on  his  own  resources.  But  there 
are  practical  reasons,  and  sensible  reasons, 
and  affectionate  reasons  for  all  these 
illogicalities.  Children  do  not  want  to  be 
treated  altogether  as  adults:  such  treat- 
ment terrifies  them  and  overburdens 
them  with  responsibility.  In  truth,  very 
few  adults  care  to  be  called  on  for  inde- 
pendence and  originality:  they  also  are 
bewildered  and  terrified  in  the  absence 
of  precedents  and  precepts  and  com- 
mandments; but  modern  Democracy 
allows  them  a  sanctioning  and  cancelling 
power  if  they  are  capable  of  using  it, 
which  children  are  not.  To  treat  a  child 
wholly  as  an  adult  would  be  to  mock  and 
destroy  it.  Infantile  docility  and  juvenile 
dependence  are,  like  death,  a  product  of 
Natural  Selection;  and  though  there  is 
no  viler  crime  than  to  abuse  them,  yet 
there  is  no  greater  cruelty  than  to  ignore 
them.  I  have  complained  sufficiently  of 
what  I  suffered  through  the  process  of 
assault,  imprisonment,  and  compulsory 
lessons  that  taught  me  nothing,  which 
are  called  my  schooling.  But  I  could  say 
a  good  deal  also  about  the  things  I  was 
not  taught  and  should  have  been  taught, 
not  to  mention  the  things  I  was  allowed 
to  do  which  I  should  not  have  been 
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allowed  to  do.  I  have  no  recollection  of 
being  taught  to  read  or  write;  so  I  pre- 
sume I  was  born  with  both  faculties;  but 
many  people  seem  to  have  bitter  recol- 
lections of  being  forced  reluctantly  to 
acquire  them.  And  though  I  have  the 
uttermost  contempt  for  a  teacher  so  ill- 
mannered  and  incompetent  as  to  be  un- 
able to  make  a  child  learn  to  read  and 
write  without  also  making  it  cry,  still  I 
am  prepared  to  admit  that  I  had  rather 
have  been  compelled  to  learn  to  read 
and  write  with  tears  by  an  incompetent 
and  ill-mannered  person  than  left  in  ig- 
norance. Reading,  writing,  and  enough 
arithmetic  to  use  money  honestly  and 
accurately,  together  with  the  rudiments 
of  law  and  order,  become  necessary  con- 
ditions of  a  child's  liberty  before  it  can 
appreciate  the  importance  of  its  liberty, 
or  foresee  that  these  accomplishments  are 
worth  acquiring.  Nature  has  provided 
for  this  by  evolving  the  instinct  of  docility. 
Children  are  very  docile:  they  have  a 
sound  intuition  that  they  must  do  what 
they  are  told  or  perish.  And  adults  have 
an  intuition,  equally  sound,  that  they 
must  take  advantage  of  this  docility  to 
teach  children  how  to  live  properly  or 
the  children  will  not  survive.  The  diffi- 
culty is  to  know  where  to  stop.  To  illus- 
trate this,  let  us  consider  the  main  danger 
of  childish  docility  and  parental  officious- 


ness. 


THE   ABUSE   OF   DOCILITY 


Docility  may  survive  as  a  lazy  habit 
long  after  it  has  ceased  to  be  a  beneficial 
instinct.  If  you  catch  a  child  when  it  is 
young  enough  to  be  instinctively  docile, 
and  keep  it  in  a  condition  of  unremitted 
tutelage  under  the  nurserymaid,  the 
governess,  the  preparatory  school,  the 
secondary  school,  and  the  university, 
until  it  is  an  adult,  you  will  produce,  not 
a  self-reliant,  free,  fully  matured  human 
being,  but  a  grown-up  schoolboy  or 
schoolgirl,  capable  of  nothing  in  the  way 
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of  original  or  independent  action  except 
outbursts  of  naughtiness  in  the  women 
and  blackguardism  in  the  men.  That  is 
exactly  what  we  get  at  present  in  our  rich 
and  consequently  governing  classes:  they 
pass  from  juvenility  to  senility  without 
ever  touching  maturity  except  in  body. 
The  classes  which  cannot  afford  this  sus- 
tained tutelage  are  notably  more  self- 
reliant  and  grown-up:  an  office  boy  of 
fifteen  is  often  more  of  a  man  than  a 
university  student  of  twenty.  Unfortun- 
ately this  precocity  is  disabled  by  poverty, 
ignorance,  narrowness,  and  a  hideous 
power  of  living  without  art  or  love  or 
beauty  and  being  rather  proud  of  it.  The 
poor  never  escape  from  servitude:  their 
docility  is  preserved  by  their  slavery. 
And  so  all  become  the  prey  of  the  greedy, 
the  selfish,  the  domineering,  the  un- 
scrupulous, the  predatory.  If  here  and 
there  an  individual  refuses  to  be  docile, 
ten  docile  persons  will  beat  him  or  lock 
him  up  or  shoot  him  or  hang  him  at  the 
bidding  of  his  oppressors  and  their  own. 
The  crux  of  the  whole  difficulty  about 
parents,  schoolmasters,  priests,  absolute 
monarchs,  and  despots  of  every  sort,  is 
the  tendency  to  abuse  natural  docility. 
A  nation  should  always  be  healthily  re- 
bellious; but  rulers  have  yet  to  be  found 
who  will  make  trouble  for  themselves  by 
cultivating  that  side  of  the  national  spirit. 
A  child  should  begin  to  assert  itself  early, 
and  shift  for  itself  more  and  more  not 
only  in  washing  and  dressing  itself,  but 
in  opinions  and  conduct;  yet  as  nothing 
is  so  exasperating  and  so  unlovable  as 
an  uppish  child,  it  is  useless  to  expect 
parents  and  schoolmasters  to  inculcate  this 
uppishness.  Such  unamiable  precepts  as 
Always  contradict  an  authoritative  state- 
ment, Always  return  a  blow,  Never  lose 
a  chance  of  a  good  fight,  When  you  are 
scolded  for  a  mistake  ask  the  person  who 
scolds  you  whether  he  or  she  supposes 
you  did  it  on  purpose,  and  follow  the 
question  with  a  blow  or  an  insult  or  some 


other  unmistakeable  expression  of  re- 
sentment, Remember  that  the  progress 
of  the  world  depends  on  your  knowing 
better  than  your  elders,  are  just  as  im- 
portant as  those  of  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount;  but  no  one  has  yet  seen  them 
written  up  in  letters  of  gold  in  a  school- 
room or  nursery.  The  child  is  taught  to 
be  kind,  to  be  respectful,  to  be  quiet,  not 
to  answer  back,  to  be  truthful  when  its 
elders  want  to  find  out  anything  from  it, 
to  lie  when  the  truth  would  shock  or  hurt 
its  elders,  to  be  above  all  things  obedient, 
and  to  be  seen  and  not  heard.  Here  we 
have  two  sets  of  precepts,  each  of  which 
will  spoil  an  ordinary  child  if  the  other 
be  omitted.  Unfortunately  we  do  not 
allow  fair  play  between  them.  The  re- 
bellious, intractable,  aggressive,  selfish 
set  provoke  a  corrective  resistance,  and 
do  not  pretend  to  high  moral  or  religi- 
ous sanctions;  and  they  are  never  urged 
by  grown-up  people  on  young  people. 
They  are  therefore  more  in  danger  of 
neglect  or  suppression  than  the  other  set, 
which  have  all  the  adults,  all  the  laws,  all 
the  religions  on  their  side.  How  is  the 
child  to  be  secured  its  due  share  of  both 
bodies  of  doctrine? 

THE   SCHOOLBOY  AND   THE  HOMEBOY 

In  practice  what  happens  is  that  parents 
notice  that  boys  brought  up  at  home  be- 
come mollycoddles,  or  prigs,  or  duffers, 
unable  to  take  care  of  themselves.  They 
see  that  boys  should  learn  to  rough  it  a 
little  and  to  mix  with  children  of  their 
own  age.  This  is  natural  enough.  When 
you  have  preached  at  and  punished  a  boy 
until  he  is  a  moral  cripple,  you  are  as 
much  hampered  by  him  as  by  a  physical 
cripple;  and  as  you  do  not  intend  to  have 
him  on  your  hands  all  your  life,  and  are 
generally  rather  impatient  for  the  day 
when  he  will  earn  his  own  living  and 
leave  you  to  attend  to  yourself,  you 
sooner  or  later  begin  to  talk  to  him  about 
the  need  for  self-reliance,  learning  to 
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think,  and  so  forth,  with  the  result  that 
your  victim,  bewildered  by  your  incon- 
sistency, concludes  that  there  is  no  use 
trying  to  please  you,  and  falls  into  an 
attitude  of  sulky  resentment.  Which  is 
an  additional  inducement  to  pack  him 
off  to  school. 

In  school,  he  finds  himself  in  a  dual 
world,  under  two  dispensations.  There 
is  the  world  of  the  boys,  where  the  point 
of  honor  is  to  be  untameable,  always 
ready  to  fight,  ruthless  in  taking  the  con- 
ceit out  of  anyone  who  ventures  to  give 
himself  airs  of  superior  knowledge  or 
taste,  and  generally  to  take  Lucifer  for 
one's  model.  And  there  is  the  world  of 
the  masters,  the  world  of  discipline,  sub- 
mission, diligence,  obedience,  and  con- 
tinual and  shameless  assumption  of  moral 
and  intellectual  authority.  Thus  the 
schoolboy  hears  both  sides,  and  is  so  far 
better  off  than  the  home-bred  boy  who 
hears  only  one.  But  the  two  sides  are  not 
fairly  presented.  They  are  presented  as 
good  and  evil,  as  vice  and  virtue,  as 
villainy  and  heroism.  The  boy  feels  mean 
and  cowardly  when  he  obeys,  and  selfish 
and  rascally  when  he  disobeys.  He  loses 
his  moral  courage  just  as  he  comes  to 
hate  books  and  languages.  In  the  end, 
John  Ruskin,  tied  so  closely  to  his 
mother's  apron-string  that  he  did  not 
escape  even  when  he  went  to  Oxford, 
and  John  Stuart  Mill,  whose  father  ought 
to  have  been  prosecuted  for  laying  his 
son's  childhood  waste  with  lessons,  were 
superior,  as  products  of  training,  to  our 
schoolboys.  They  were  very  conspicu- 
ously superior  in  moral  courage;  and 
though  they  did  not  distinguish  them- 
selves at  cricket  and  football,  they  had 
quite  as  much  physical  hardihood  as  any 
civilized  man  needs.  But  it  is  to  be 
observed  that  Ruskin's  parents  were  wise 
people  who  gave  John  a  full  share  in 
their  own  life,  and  put  up  with  his  pre- 
sence both  at  home  and  abroad  when  they 
must  sometimes  have  been  very  weary  of 


him;  and  Mill,  as  it  happens,  was  de- 
liberately educated  to  challenge  all  the 
most  sacred  institutions  of  his  country. 
The  households  they  were  brought  up 
in  were  no  more  average  households 
than  a  Montessori  school  is  an  average 
school. 

THE  COMINGS   OF  AGE   OF  CHILDREN 

All  this  inculcated  adult  docility,  which 
wrecks  every  civilization  as  it  is  wrecking 
ours,  is  inhuman  and  unnatural.  We  must 
reconsider  our  institution  of  the  Coming 
of  Age,  which  is  too  late  for  some  pur- 
poses, and  too  early  for  others.  There 
should  be  a  series  of  Coming  of  Ages  for 
every  individual.  The  mammals  have 
their  first  coming  of  age  when  they  are 
weaned;  and  it  is  noteworthy  that  this 
rather  cruel  and  selfish  operation  on  the 
part  of  the  parent  has  to  be  performed 
resolutely,  with  claws  and  teeth;  for  your 
little  mammal  does  not  want  to  be 
weaned,  and  yields  only  to  a  pretty  rough 
assertion  of  the  right  of  the  parent  to  be 
relieved  of  the  child  as  soon  as  the  child 
is  old  enough  to  bear  the  separation. 
The  same  thing  occurs  with  children: 
they  hang  on  to  the  mother's  apron- 
string  and  the  father's  coat  tails  as  long 
as  they  can,  often  baffling  those  sensitive 
parents  who  know  that  children  should 
think  for  themselves  and  fend  for  them- 
selves, but  are  too  kind  to  throw  them 
on  their  own  resources  with  the  ferocity 
of  the  domestic  cat.  The  child  should  have 
its  first  coming  of  age  when  it  is  weaned, 
another  when  it  can  talk,  another  when 
it  can  walk,  another  when  it  can  dress 
itself  without  assistance;  and  when  it  can 
read,  write,  count  money,  and  pass  an 
examination  in  going  a  simple  errand  in- 
volving a  purchase  and  a  journey  by  rail 
or  other  public  method  of  locomotion, 
it  should  have  quite  a  majority.  At 
present  the  children  of  laborers  are  soon 
mobile  and  able  to  shift  for  themselves, 
whereas  it  is  possible  to  find  grown-up 
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women  in  the  rich  classes  who  are  actually 
afraid  to  take  a  walk  in  the  streets  un- 
attended and  unprotected.  It  is  true  that 
this  is  a  superstition  from  the  time  when 
a  retinue  was  part  of  the  state  of  persons 
of  quality,  and  the  unattended  person 
was  supposed  to  be  a  common  person  of 
no  quality,  earning  a  living;  but  this  has 
now  become  so  absurd  that  children  and 
young  women  are  no  longer  told  why 
they  are  forbidden  to  go  about  alone,  and 
have  to  be  persuaded  that  the  streets  are 
dangerous  places,  which  of  course  they 
are;  but  people  who  are  not  educated  to 
live  dangerously  have  only  half  a  life,  and 
are  more  likely  to  die  miserably  after  all 
than  those  who  have  taken  all  the  com- 
mon risks  of  freedom  from  their  child- 
hood onward  as  matters  of  course 

THE  CONFLICT   OF  WILLS 

The  world  wags  in  spite  of  its  schools 
and  its  families  because  both  schools  and 
families  are  mostly  very  largely  anarchic: 
parents  and  schoolmasters  are  good- 
natured  or  weak  or  lazy;  and  children  are 
docile  and  affectionate  and  very  short- 
winded  in  their  fits  of  naughtiness;  and 
so  most  families  slummock  along  and 
muddle  through  until  the  children  cease 
to  be  children.  In  the  few  cases  when  the 
parties  are  energetic  and  determined,  the 
child  is  crushed  or  the  parent  is  reduced 
to  a  cipher,  as  the  case  may  be.  When  the 
opposed  forces  are  neither  of  them  strong 
enough  to  annihilate  the  other,  there  is 
serious  trouble:  that  is  how  we  get  those 
feuds  between  parent  and  child  which 
recur  to  our  memory  so  ironically  when 
we  hear  people  sentimentalizing  about 
natural  affection.  We  even  get  tragedies; 
for  there  is  nothing  so  tragic  to  con- 
template or  so  devastating  to  suffer  as  the 
oppression  of  will  without  conscience; 
and  the  whole  tendency  of  our  family  and 
school  system  is  to  set  the  will  of  the 
parent  and  the  school  despot  above  con- 
science as  something  that  must  be  de- 


ferred to  abjectly  and  absolutely  for  its 
own  sake. 

The  strongest,  fiercest  force  in  nature 
is  human  will.  It  is  the  highest  organiza- 
tion we  know  of  the  will  that  has  created 
the  whole  universe.  Now  all  honest 
civilization,  religion,  law,  and  conven- 
tion is  an  attempt  to  keep  this  force 
within  beneficent  bounds.  What  corrupts 
civilization,  religion,  law,  and  conven- 
tion (and  they  are  at  present  pretty  nearly 
as  corrupt  as  they  dare)  is  the  constant 
attempts  made  by  the  wills  of  individuals 
and  classes  to  thwart  the  wills  and  en- 
slave the  powers  of  other  individuals 
and  classes.  The  powers  of  the  parent  and 
the  schoolmaster,  and  of  their  public 
analogues  the  lawgiver  and  the  judge, 
become  instruments  of  tyranny  in  the 
hands  of  those  who  are  too  narrow- 
minded  to  understand  law  and  exercise 
judgment;  and  in  their  hands  (with  us 
they  mostly  fall  into  such  hands)  law 
becomes  tyranny.  And  what  is  a  tyrant? 
Quite  simply  a  person  who  says  to  an- 
other person,  young  or  old,  "You  shall 
do  as  I  tell  you;  you  shall  make  what  I 
want;  you  shall  profess  my  creed;  you 
shall  have  no  will  of  your  own;  and  your 
powers  shall  be  at  the  disposal  of  my 
will."  It  has  come  to  this  at  last:  that  the 
phrase  "she  has  a  will  of  her  own,"  or 
"he  has  a  will  of  his  own"  has  come  to 
denote  a  person  of  exceptional  obstinacy 
and  self-assertion.  And  even  persons  of 
good  natural  disposition,  if  brought  up 
to  expect  such  deference,  are  roused  to 
unreasoning  fury,  and  sometimes  to  the 
commission  of  atrocious  crimes,  by  the 
slightest  challenge  to  their  authority. 
Thus  a  laborer  may  be  dirty,  drunken, 
untruthful,  slothful,  untrustworthy  in 
every  way  without  exhausting  the  in- 
dulgence of  the  country-house.  But  let 
him  dare  to  be  "disrespectful"  and  he  is 
a  lost  man,  though  he  be  the  cleanest, 
soberest,  most  diligent,  most  veracious, 
most  trustworthy  man  in  the  county. 
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Dickens's  instinct  for  detecting  social 
cankers  never  served  him  better  than 
when  he  shewed  up  Mrs  Heep  teaching 
her  son  to  "be  umble,"  knowing  that  if 
he  carried  out  that  precept  he  might  be 
pretty  well  anything  else  he  liked.  The 
maintenance  of  deference  to  our  wills 
becomes  a  mania  which  will  carry  the 
best  of  us  to  any  extremity.  We  will  allow 
a  village  of  Egyptian  fellaheen  or  Indian 
tribesmen  to  live  the  lowest  life  they 
please  among  themselves  without  mo- 
lestation; but  let  one  of  them  slay  an 
Englishman  or  even  strike  him  on  the 
strongest  provocation,  and  straightway 
we  go  stark  mad,  burning  and  destroying, 
shooting  and  shelling,  flogging  and  hang- 
ing, if  only  such  survivors  as  we  may 
leave  are  thoroughly  cowed  in  the  pre- 
sence of  a  man  with  a  white  face.  In  the 
committee  room  of  a  local  council  or 
city  corporation,  the  humblest  employees 
of  the  committee  find  defenders  if  they 
complain  of  harsh  treatment.  Gratuities 
are  voted,  indulgences  and  holidays  are 
pleaded  for,  delinquencies  are  excused  in 
the  most  sentimental  manner  provided 
only  the  employee,  however  patent  a 
hypocrite  or  incorrigible  a  slacker,  is  hat 
in  hand.  But  let  the  most  obvious  measure 
of  justice  be  demanded  by  the  secretary 
of  a  Trade  Union  in  terms  which  omit 
all  expressions  of  subservience,  and  it 
is  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  the 
cooler-headed  can  defeat  angry  motions 
that  the  letter  be  thrown  into  the  waste- 
paper  basket  and  the  committee  proceed 
to  the  next  business. 

THE  DEMAGOGUE'S  OPPORTUNITY 

And  the  employee  has  in  him  the  same 
fierce  impulse  to  impose  his  will  without 
respect  for  the  will  of  others.  Democracy 
is  in  practice  nothing  but  a  device  for 
cajoling  from  him  the  vote  he  refuses  to 
arbitrary  authority.  He  will  not  vote  for 
Coriolanus;  but  when  an  experienced 
demagogue  comes  along  and  says  "Sir: 


you  are  the  dictator:  the  voice  of  the 
people  is  the  voice  of  God;  and  I  am 
only  your  very  humble  servant0  he  says 
at  once  "All  right:  tell  me  what  to 
dictate"  and  is  presently  enslaved  more 
effectually  with  his  own  silly  consent 
than  Coriolanus  would  ever  have  en- 
slaved him  without  asking  his  leave.  And 
the  trick  by  which  the  demagogue  defeats 
Coriolanus  is  played  on  him  in  his  turn 
by  his  inferiors.  Everywhere  we  see  the 
cunning  succeeding  in  the  world  by  seek- 
ing a  rich  or  powerful  master  and  prac- 
tising on  his  lust  for  subservience.  The 
political  adventurer  who  gets  into  Par- 
liament by  offering  himself  to  the  poor 
voter,  not  as  his  representative  but  as  his 
will-less  soulless  "delegate,"  is  himself 
the  dupe  of  a  clever  wife  who  repudiates 
Votes  for  Women,  knowing  well  that 
whilst  the  man  is  master,  the  man's  mis- 
tress will  rule.  Uriah  Heep  may  be  a 
crawling  creature;  but  his  crawling  takes 
him  upstairs. 

Thus  does  the  selfishness  of  the  will 
turn  on  itself,  and  obtain  by  flattery  what 
it  cannot  seize  by  open  force.  Democracy 
becomes  the  latest  trick  of  tyranny: 
"womanliness"  becomes  the  latest  wile 
of  prostitution. 

Between  parent  and  child  the  same 
conflict  wages  and  the  same  destruction 
of  character  ensues.  Parents  set  themselves 
to  bend  the  will  of  their  children  to  their 
own — to  break  their  stubborn  spirit,  as 
they  call  it — with  the  ruthlessness  of 
Grand  Inquisitors.  Cunning,  unscrupu- 
lous children  learn  all  the  arts  of  the 
sneak  in  circumventing  tyranny:  children 
of  better  character  are  cruelly  distressed 
and  more  or  less  lamed  for  life  by  it. 

OUR  QUARRELSOMENESS 

As  between  adults,  we  find  a  general 
quarrelsomeness  which  makes  political 
reform  as  impossible  to  most  English- 
men as  to  hogs.  Certain  sections  of  the 
nation  get  cured  of  this  disability.  Uni- 
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versity  men,  sailors,  and  politicians  are 
comparatively  free  from  it,  because  the 
communal  life  of  the  university,  the  fact 
that  in  a  ship  a  man  must  either  learn  to 
consider  others  or  else  go  overboard  or 
into  irons,  and  the  habit  of  working  on 
committees  and  ceasing  to  expect  more 
of  one's  own  way  than  is  included  in  the 
greatest  common  measure  of  the  com- 
mittee, educate  the  will  socially.  But  no 
one  who  has  ever  had  to  guide  a  com- 
mittee of  ordinary  private  Englishmen 
through  their  first  attempts  at  collective 
action,  in  committee  or  otherwise,  can 
retain  any  illusions  as  to  the  appalling 
effects  on  our  national  manners  and  char- 
acter of  the  organization  of  the  home  and 
the  school  as  petty  tyrannies,  and  the 
absence  of  all  teaching  of  self-respect 
and  training  in  self-assertion.  Bullied  and 
ordered  about,  the  Englishman  obeys 
like  a  sheep,  evades  like  a  knave,  or  tries 
to  murder  his  oppressor.  Merely  criticized 
or  opposed  in  committee,  or  invited  to 
consider  anybody's  views  but  his  own, 
he  feels  personally  insulted  and  wants 
to  resign  or  leave  the  room  unless  he  is 
apologized  to.  And  his  panic  and  be- 
wilderment when  he  sees  that  the  older 
hands  at  the  work  have  no  patience  with 
him  and  do  not  intend  to  treat  him  as 
infallible,  are  pitiable  as  far  as  they  are 
anything  but  ludicrous.  That  is  what 
comes  of  not  being  taught  to  consider 
other  people's  wills,  and  left  to  submit 
to  them  or  to  override  them  as  if  they 
were  the  winds  and  the  weather.  Such  a 
state  of  mind  is  incompatible  not  only 
with  the  democratic  introduction  of  high 
civilization,  but  with  the  comprehension 
and  maintenance  of  such  civilized  institu- 
tions as  have  been  introduced  by  benevo- 
lentand  intelligent  despots  and  aristocrats. 

WE  MUST  REFORM   SOCIETY  BEFORE 
WE  CAN  REFORM   OURSELVES 

When  we  come  to  the  positive  prob- 
lem of  what  to  do  with  children  if  we 


are  to  give  up  the  established  plan,  we 
find  the  difficulties  so  great  that  we  begin 
to  understand  why  so  many  people  who 
detest  the  system  and  look  back  with 
loathing  on  their  own  schooldays,  must 
helplessly  send  their  children  to  the  very 
schools  they  themselves  were  sent  to, 
because  there  is  no  alternative  except 
abandoning  the  children  to  undisciplined 
vagabondism.  Man  in  society  must  do 
as  everybody  else  does  in  his  class:  only 
fools  and  romantic  novices  imagine  that 
freedom  is  a  mere  matter  of  the  readiness 
of  the  individual  to  snap  his  fingers  at 
convention.  It  is  true  that  most  of  us  live 
in  a  condition  of  quite  unnecessary  in- 
hibition, wearing  ugly  and  uncomfort- 
able clothes,  making  ourselves  and  other 
people  miserable  by  the  heathen  horrors 
of  mourning,  staying  away  from  the 
theatre  because  we  cannot  afford  the 
stalls  and  are  ashamed  to  go  to  the  pit, 
and  in  dozens  of  other  ways  enslaving 
ourselves  when  there  are  comfortable 
alternatives  open  to  us  without  any  real 
drawbacks.  The  comemplation  of  these 
petty  slaveries,  and  of  the  triumphant 
ease  with  which  sensible  people  throw 
them  off,  creates  an  impression  that  if 
we  only  take  Johnson's  advice  to  free 
our  minds  from  cant,  we  can  achieve 
freedom.  But  if  we  all  freed  our  minds 
from  cant  we  should  find  that  for  the 
most  part  we  should  have  to  go  on  doing 
the  necessary  work  of  the  world  exactly 
as  we  did  it  before  until  we  organized 
new  and  free  methods  of  doing  it.  Many 
people  believed  in  secondary  co-educa- 
tion (boys  and  girls  taught  together) 
before  schools  like  Bedales  were  founded: 
indeed  the  practice  was  common  enough 
in  elementary  schools  and  in  Scotland; 
but  their  belief  did  not  help  them  until 
Bedales  and  St  George's  were  organized; 
and  there  are  still  not  nearly  enough  co- 
educational schools  in  existence  to  ac- 
commodate all  the  children  of  the  parents 
who  believe  in  co-education  up  to  uni- 
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versity  age,  even  if  they  could  always 
afford  the  fees  of  these  exceptional 
schools.  It  may  be  edifying  to  tell  a  duke 
that  our  public  schools  are  all  wrong  in 
their  constitution  and  methods,  or  a 
costermonger  that  children  should  be 
treated  as  in  Goethe's  Wilhelm  Meister 
instead  of  as  they  are  treated  at  the 
elementary  school  at  the  corner  of  his 
street;  but  what  are  the  duke  and  the 
coster  to  do?  Neither  of  them  has  any 
effective  choice  in  the  matter:  their  chil- 
dren must  either  go  to  the  schools  that 
are,  or  to  no  school  at  all.  And  as  the 
duke  thinks  with  reason  that  his  son  will 
be  a  lout  or  a  milksop  or  a  prig  if  he  does 
not  go  to  school,  and  the  coster  knows 
that  his  son  will  become  an  illiterate 
hooligan  if  he  is  left  to  the  streets,  there 
is  no  real  alternative  for  either  of  them. 
Child  life  must  be  socially  organized: 
no  parent,  rich  or  poor,  can  choose 
institutions  that  do  not  exist;  and  the 
private  enterprise  of  individual  school- 
masters appealing  to  a  group  of  well-to- 
do  parents,  though  it  may  shew  what  can 
be  done  by  enthusiasts  with  new  methods, 
cannot  touch  the  mass  of  our  children. 
For  the  average  parent  or  child  nothing 
is  really  available  except  the  established 
practice;  and  this  is  what  makes  it  so 
important  that  the  established  practice 
should  be  a  sound  one,  and  so  useless  for 
clever  individuals  to  disparage  it  unless 
they  can  organize  an  alternative  practice 
and  make  it,  too,  general. 

THE  PURSUIT   OF  MANNERS 

If  you  cross-examine  the  duke  and 
the  coster,  you  will  find  that  they  are  not 
concerned  for  the  scholastic  attainments 
of  their  children.  Ask  the  duke  whether 
he  could  pass  the  standard  examination 
of  twelve-year-old  children  in  elementary 
schools,  and  he  will  admit,  with  an  en- 
tirely placid  smile,  that  he  would  almost 
certainly  be  ignominiously  plucked.  And 
he  is  so  little  ashamed  of  or  disadvantaged 


by  his  condition  that  he  is  not  prepared 
to  spend  an  hour  in  remedying  it*  The 
coster  may  resent  the  inquiry  instead  of 
being  amused  by  it;  but  his  answer,  if 
true,  will  be  the  same.  What  they  both 
want  for  their  children  is  the  communal 
training,  the  apprenticeship  to  society, 
the  lessons  in  holding  one's  own  among 
people  of  all  sorts  with  whom  one  is  not, 
as  in  the  home,  on  privileged  terms. 
These  can  be  acquired  only  by  "mixing 
with  the  world,"  no  matter  how  wicked 
the  world  is.  No  parent  cares  twopence 
whether  his  children  can  write  Latin 
hexameters  or  repeat  the  dates  of  the 
accession  of  all  the  English  monarchs 
since  the  Conqueror;  but  all  parents  are 
earnestly  anxious  about  the  manners  of 
their  children.  Better  Claude  Duval  than 
Kaspar  Hauser.  Laborers  who  are  con- 
temptuously anti-clerical  in  their  opinions 
will  send  their  daughters  to  the  convent 
school  because  the  nuns  teach  them  some 
sort  of  gentleness  of  speech  and  behavior. 
And  peers  who  tell  you  that  our  public 
schools  are  rotten  through  and  through, 
and  that  our  universities  ought  to  be 
razed  to  the  foundations,  send  their  sons 
to  Eton  and  Oxford,  Harrow  and  Cam- 
bridge, not  only  because  there  is  nothing 
else  to  be  done,  but  because  these  places, 
though  they  turn  out  blackguards  and 
ignoramuses  and  boobies  galore,  turn 
them  out  with  the  habits  and  manners  of 
the  society  they  belong  to.  Bad  as  those 
manners  are  in  many  respects,  they  are 
better  than  no  manners  at  all.  And  no 
individual  or  family  can  possibly  teach 
them.  They  can  be  acquired  only  by 
living  in  an  organized  community  in 
which  they  are  traditional. 

Thus  we  see  that  there  are  reasons 
for  the  segregation  of  children  even  in 
families  where  the  great  reason:  namely, 
that  children  are  nuisances  to  adults,  does 
not  press  very  hardly,  as,  for  instance,  in 
the  houses  of  the  very  poor,  who  can 
send  their  children  to  play  in  the  streets, 
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or  the  houses  of  the  very  rich,  which  are 
so  large  that  the  children's  quarters  can 
be  kept  out  of  the  parents'  way  like  the 
servants'  quarters. 

NOT  TOO  MUCH  WIND  ON  THE 
HEATH,  BROTHER 

What,  then,  is  to  be  done?  For  the 
present,  unfortunately,  little  except  pro- 
pagating the  conception  of  Children's 
Rights.  Only  the  achievement  of  eco- 
nomic equality  through  Socialism  can 
make  it  possible  to  deal  thoroughly  with 
the  question  from  the  point  of  view  of 
the  total  interest  of  the  community, 
which  must  always  consist  of  grown-up 
children.  Yet  economic  equality,  like 
all  simple  and  obvious  arrangements, 
seems  impossible  to  people  brought  up 
as  children  are  now.  Still,  something  can 
be  done  even  within  class  limits.  Large 
communities  of  children  of  the  same  class 
are  possible  today;  and  voluntary  organ- 
ization of  outdoor  life  for  children  has 
already  begun  in  Boy  Scouting  and  ex- 
cursions of  one  kind  or  another.  The 
discovery  that  anything,  even  school  life, 
is  better  for  the  child  than  home  life,  will 
become  an  over-ridden  hobby;  and  we 
shall  presently  be  told  by  our  faddists  that 
anything,  even  camp  life,  is  better  than 
school  life.  Some  blundering  beginnings 
of  this  are  already  perceptible.  There  is 
a  movement  for  making  our  British 
children  into  priggish  little  barefooted 
vagabonds,  all  talking  like  that  born  fool 
George  Borrow,  and  supposed  to  be 
splendidly  healthy  because  they  would 
die  if  they  slept  in  rooms  with  the  win- 
dows shut,  or  perhaps  even  with  a  roof 
over  their  heads.  Still,  this  is  a  fairly 
healthy  folly;  and  it  may  do  something 
to  establish  Mr  Harold  Cox's  claim  of 
a  Right  to  Roam  as  the  basis  of  a  much 
needed  law  compelling  proprietors  of 
land  to  provide  plenty  of  gates  in  their 
fences,  and  to  leave  them  unlocked  when 
there  are  no  growing  crops  to  be 


damaged  nor  bulls  to  be  encountered, 
instead  of,  as  at  present,  imprisoning  the 
human  race  in  dusty  or  muddy  thorough- 
fares between  walls  of  barbed  wire. 

The  reaction  against  vagabondage  will 
come  from  the  children  themselves.  For 
them  freedom  will  not  mean  the  expensive 
kind  of  savagery  now  called  "the  simple 
life."  Their  natural  disgust  with  the 
visions  of  cockney  book  fanciers  blow- 
ing themselves  out  with  "the  wind  on  the 
heath,  brother,"  and  of  anarchists  who 
are  either  too  weak  to  understand  that 
men  are  strong  and  free  in  proportion 
to  the  social  pressure  they  can  stand  and 
the  complexity  of  the  obligations  they 
are  prepared  to  undertake,  or  too  strong 
to  realize  that  what  is  freedom  to  them 
may  be  terror  and  bewilderment  to 
others,  will  drive  them  back  to  the  home 
and  the  school  if  these  have  meanwhile 
learned  the  lesson  that  children  are 
independent  human  beings  and  have 
rights. 

WANTED:  A  CHILD'S  MAGNA  CHARTA 

Whether  we  shall  presently  be  dis- 
cussing a  Juvenile  Magna  Charta  or 
Declaration  of  Rights  by  way  of  in- 
cluding children  in  the  Constitution  is 
a  question  on  which  I  leave  others  to 
speculate.  But  if  it  could  once  be  estab- 
lished that  a  child  has  an  adult's  Right 
of  Egress  from  uncomfortable  places  and 
unpleasant  company,  and  there  were 
children's  lawyers  to  sue  pedagogues  and 
others  for  assault  and  imprisonment, 
there  would  be  an  amazing  change  in  the 
behavior  of  schoolmasters,  the  quality 
of  school  books,  and  the  amenities  of 
school  life.  That  Consciousness  of  Con- 
sent which,  even  in  its  present  delusive 
form,  has  enabled  Democracy  to  oust 
tyrannical  systems  in  spite  of  all  its  vul- 
garities and  stupidities  and  rancors  and 
ineptitudes  and  ignorances,  would  operate 
as  powerfully  among  children  as  it  does 
now  among  grown-ups.  No  doubt  the 
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pedagogue  would  promptly  turn  dema- 
gogue, and  woo  his  scholars  by  all  the 
arts  of  demagogy;  but  none  of  these  arts 
can  easily  be  so  dishonorable  or  mis- 
chievous as  the  art  of  caning.  And,  after 
all,  if  larger  liberties  are  attached  to  the 
acquisition  of  knowledge,  and  the  child 
finds  that  it  can  no  more  go  to  the  seaside 
without  a  knowledge  of  the  multiplica- 
tion and  pence  tables  than  it  can  be  an 
astronomer  without  mathematics,  it  will 
learn  the  multiplication  table,  which  is 
more  than  it  always  does  at  present,  in 
spite  of  all  the  canings  and  keepings-in. 

THE   PURSUIT   OF  LEARNING 

When  the  Pursuit  of  Learning  comes 
to  mean  the  pursuit  of  learning  by  the 
child  instead  of  the  pursuit  of  the  child 
by  Learning,  cane  in  hand,  the  danger 
will  be  precocity  of  the  intellect,  which 
is  just  as  undesirable  as  precocity  of  the 
emotions.  We  still  have  a  silly  habit  of 
talking  and  thinking  as  if  intellect  were 
a  mechanical  process  and  not  a  passion; 
and  in  spite  of  the  German  tutors  who 
confess  openly  that  three  out  of  every 
five  of  the  young  men  they  coach  for 
examinations  are  lamed  for  life  thereby; 
in  spite  of  Dickens  and  his  picture  of 
little  Paul  Dombey  dying  of  lessons,  we 
persist  in  heaping  on  growing  children 
and  adolescent  youths  and  maidens  tasks 
Pythagoras  would  have  declined  out  of 
common  regard  for  his  own  health  and 
common  modesty  as  to  his  own  capacity. 
And  this  overwork  is  not  all  the  effect 
of  compulsion;  for  the  average  school- 
master does  not  compel  his  scholars  to 
learn:  he  only  scolds  and  punishes  them 
if  they  do  not,  which  is  quite  a  different 
thing,  the  net  effect  being  that  the  school 
prisoners  need  not  learn  unless  they  like. 
Nay,  it  is  sometimes  remarked  that  the 
school  dunce  —  meaning  the  one  who 
does  not  like — often  turns  out  well  after- 
wards, as  if  idleness  were  a  sign  of  ability 
and  character.  A  much  more  sensible 


explanation  is  that  the  so-called  dunces 
are  not  exhausted  before  they  begin  the 
serious  business  of  life.  It  is  said  that  boys 
will  be  boys;  and  one  can  only  add  one 
wishes  they  would.  Boys  really  want 
to  be  manly,  and  are  unfortunately 
encouraged  thoughtlessly  in  this  very 
dangerous  and  overstraining  aspiration. 
All  the  people  who  have  really  worked 
(Herbert  Spencer  for  instance)  warn  us 
against  work  as  earnestly  as  some  people 
warn  us  against  drink.  When  learning  is 
placed  on  the  voluntary  footing  of  sport, 
the  teacher  will  find  himself  saying  every 
day  "Run  away  and  play:  you  have 
worked  as  much  as  is  good  for  you." 
Trying  to  make  children  leave  school 
will  be  like  trying  to  make  them  go  to 
bed;  and  it  will  be  necessary  to  surprise 
them  with  the  idea  that  teaching  is  work, 
and  that  the  teacher  is  tired  and  must  go 
play  or  rest  or  eat:  possibilities  always 
concealed  by  that  infamous  humbug  the 
current  schoolmaster,  who  achieves  a 
spurious  divinity  and  a  witch  doctor's 
authority  by  persuading  children  that 
he  is  not  human,  just  as  ladies  used 
to  persuade  them  that  they  have  no 
legs. 

CHILDREN  AND   GAME:   A  PROPOSAL 

Of  the  many  wild  absurdities  of  our 
existing  social  order  perhaps  the  most 
grotesque  is  the  costly  and  strictly  en- 
forced reservation  of  large  tracts  of 
country  as  deer  forests  and  breeding 
grounds  for  pheasants  whilst  there  is 
so  little  provision  of  the  kind  made  for 
children.  I  have  more  than  once  thought 
of  trying  to  introduce  the  shooting  of 
children  as  a  sport,  as  the  children  would 
then  be  preserved  very  carefully  for  ten 
months  in  the  year,  thereby  reducing 
their  death  rate  far  more  than  the  fusil- 
lades of  the  sportsmen  during  the  other 
two  would  raise  it.  At  present  the  killing 
of  a  fox  except  by  a  pack  of  foxhounds 
is  regarded  with  horror;  but  you  may 
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and  do  kill  children  in  a  hundred  and 
fifty  ways  provided  you  do  not  shoot 
them  or  set  a  pack  of  dogs  on  them.  It 
must  be  admitted  that  the  foxes  have 
the  best  of  it;  and  indeed  a  glance  at 
our  pheasants,  our  deer,  and  our  children 
will  convince  the  most  sceptical  that 
the  children  have  decidedly  the  worst 
of  it. 

This  much  hope,  however,  can  be  ex- 
tracted from  the  present  state  of  things. 
It  is  so  fantastic,  so  mad,  so  apparently 
impossible,  that  no  scheme  of  reform 
need  ever  henceforth  be  discredited  on 
the  ground  that  it  is  fantastic  or  mad  or 
apparently  impossible.  It  is  the  sensible 
schemes,  unfortunately,  that  are  hope- 
less in  England.  Therefore  I  have  great 
hopes  that  my  own  views,  though  funda- 
mentally sensible,  can  be  made  to  appear 
fantastic  enough  to  have  a  chance. 

First,  then,  I  lay  it  down  as  a  prime 
condition  of  sane  society,  obvious  as 
such  to  anyone  but  an  idiot,  that  in  any 
decent  community,  children  should  find 
in  every  part  of  their  native  country, 
food,  clothing,  lodging,  instruction,  and 
parental  kindness  for  the  asking.  For  the 
matter  of  that,  so  should  adults;  but  the 
two  cases  differ  in  that  as  these  com- 
modities do  not  grow  on  the  bushes,  the 
adults  cannot  have  them  unless  they 
themselves  organize  and  provide  the 
supply,  whereas  the  children  must  have 
them  as  if  by  magic,  with  nothing  to  do 
but  rub  the  lamp,  like  Aladdin,  and  have 
their  needs  satisfied. 

THE  PARENTS'  INTOLERABLE  BURDEN 
There  is  nothing  new  in  this:  it  is  how 
children  have  always  had  and  must  always 
have  their  needs  satisfied.  The  parent  has 
to  play  the  part  of  Aladdin's  djinn;  and 
many  a  parent  has  sunk  beneath  the 
burden  of  this  service.  All  the  novelty 
we  need  is  to  organize  it  so  that  instead 
of  the  individual  child  fastening  like  a 
parasite  on  its  own  particular  parents,  the 


whole  body  of  children  should  be  thrown 
not  only  upon  the  whole  body  of  parents, 
but  upon  the  celibates  and  childless  as 
well,  whose  present  exemption  from  a 
full  share  in  the  social  burden  of  children 
is  obviously  unjust  and  unwholesome. 
Today  it  is  easy  to  find  a  widow  who 
has  at  great  cost  to  herself  in  pain,  danger, 
and  disablement,  borne  six  or  eight  chil- 
dren. In  the  same  town  you  will  find 
rich  bachelors  and  old  maids,  and  married 
couples  with  no  children  or  with  families 
voluntarily  limited  to  two  or  three.  The 
eight  children  do  not  belong  to  the 
woman  in  any  real  or  legal  sense.  When 
she  has  reared  them  they  pass  away  from 
her  into  the  community  as  independent 
persons,  marrying  strangers,  working 
for  strangers,  spending  on  the  community 
the  life  that  has  been  built  up  at  her 
expense.  No  more  monstrous  injustice 
could  be  imagined  than  that  the  burden 
of  rearing  the  children  should  fall  on  her 
alone  and  not  on  the  celibates  and  the 
selfish  as  well. 

This  is  so  far  recognized  that  already 
the  child  finds,  wherever  it  goes,  a  school 
for  it,  and  somebody  to  force  it  into  the 
school;  and  more  and  more  these  schools 
are  being  driven  by  the  mere  logic  of 
facts  to  provide  the  children  with  meals, 
with  boots,  with  spectacles,  with  dentists 
and  doctors.  In  fact,  when  the  child's 
parents  are  destitute  or  not  to  be  found, 
bread,  lodging,  and  clothing  are  pro- 
vided. It  is  true  that  they  are  provided 
grudgingly  and  on  conditions  infamous 
enough  to  draw  down  abundant  fire  from 
Heaven  upon  us  every  day  in  the  shape 
of  crime  and  disease  and  vice;  but  still 
the  practice  of  keeping  children  barely 
alive  at  the  charge  of  the  community  is 
established;  and  there  is  no  need  for  me 
to  argue  about  it.  I  propose  only  two 
extensions  of  the  practice.  One  is  to  pro- 
vide for  all  the  child's  reasonable  human 
wants,  on  which  point,  if  you  differ  from 
me,  I  shall  take  leave  to  say  that  you  are 
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socially  a  fool  and  personally  an  inhuman 
wretch.  The  other  is  that  these  wants 
should  be  supplied  in  complete  freedom 
from  compulsory  schooling  or  compul- 
sory anything  except  restraint  from 
crime,  though,  as  they  can  be  supplied 
only  by  social  organization,  the  child 
must  be  conscious  of  and  subject  to  the 
conditions  of  that-  organization,  which 
may  involve  such  portions  of  adult  re- 
sponsibility and  duty  as  a  child  may  be 
able  to  bear  according  to  its  age,  and 
which  will  in  any  case  prevent  it  from 
forming  the  vagabond  and  anarchist 
habit  of  mind. 

One  more  exception  might  be  neces- 
sary: compulsory  freedom.  I  am  sure 
that  a  child  should  not  be  imprisoned  in 
a  school.  I  am  not  so  sure  that  it  should 
not  sometimes  be  driven  out  into  the 
open — imprisoned  in  the  woods  and  on 
the  mountains,  as  it  were.  For  there  are 
frowsty  children,  just  as  there  are  frowsty 
adults,  who  dont  want  freedom.  This 
morbid  result  of  over  -  domestication 
would,  let  us  hope,  soon  disappear  with 
its  cause. 

MOBILIZATION 

Those  who  see  no  prospect  held  out 
to  them  by  this  except  a  country  in  which 
all  the  children  shall  be  roaming  savages, 
should  consider,  first,  whether  their  con- 
dition would  be  any  worse  than  that  of 
the  little  caged  savages  of  today;  and 
second,  whether  either  children  or  adults 
are  so  apt  to  run  wild  that  it  is  neces- 
sary to  tether  them  fast  to  one  neighbor- 
hood to  prevent  a  general  dissolution  of 
society.  My  own  observation  leads  me  to 
believe  that  we  are  not  half  mobilized 
enough.  True,  I  cannot  deny  that  we  are 
more  mobile  than  we  were.  You  will  still 
find  in  the  home  counties  old  men  who 
have  never  been  to  London,  and  who  tell 
you  that  they  once  went  to  Winchester 
or  St  Albans  much  as  if  they  had  been 
to  the  South  Pole;  but  they  are  not  so 


common  as  the  clerk  who  has  been  to 
Paris  or  to  Lovely  Lucerne,  and  who 
"goes  away  somewhere"  when  he  has  a 
holiday.  His  grandfather  never  had  a 
holiday,  and,  if  he  had,  would  no  more 
have  dreamed  of  crossing  the  Channel 
than  of  taking  a  box  at  the  Opera.  But 
with  all  allowance  for  the  Polytechnic 
excursion  and  the  tourist  agency,  our 
inertia  is  still  appalling.  I  confess  to 
having  once  spent  nine  years  in  London 
without  putting  my  nose  outside  it;  and 
though  this  was  better,  perhaps,  than  the 
restless  globe-trotting  vagabondage  of 
the  idle  rich,  wandering  from  hotel  to 
hotel  and  never  really  living  anywhere, 
yet  I  should  no  more  have  done  it  if  I 
had  been  properly  mobilized  in  my  child- 
hood than  I  should  have  worn  the  same 
suit  of  clothes  all  that  time  (which,  by 
the  way,  I  very  nearly  did,  my  profes- 
sional income  not  having  as  yet  begun 
to  sprout).  There  are  masses  of  people 
who  could  afford  at  least  a  trip  to  Mar- 
gate, and  a  good  many  who  could  afford 
a  trip  round  the  world,  who  are  more 
immovable  than  Aldgate  pump.  To 
others,  who  would  move  if  they  knew 
how,  travelling  is  surrounded  with  ima- 
ginary difficulties  and  terrors.  In  short, 
the  difficulty  is  not  to  fix  people,  but  to 
root  them  up.  We  keep  repeating  the 
silly  proverb  that  a  rolling  stone  gathers 
no  moss,  as  if  moss  were  a  desirable 
parasite.  What  we  mean  is  that  a  vaga- 
bond does  not  prosper.  Even  this  is  not 
true,  if  prosperity  means  enjoyment  as 
well  as  responsibility  and  money.  The 
real  misery  of  vagabondage  is  the  misery 
of  having  nothing  to  do  and  nowhere 
to  go,  the  misery  of  being  derelict  of 
God  and  Man,  the  misery  of  the  idle, 
poor  or  rich.  And  this  is  one  of  the 
miseries  of  unoccupied  childhood.  The 
unoccupied  adult,  thus  afflicted,  tries 
many  distractions  which  are,  to  say  the 
least,  unsuited  to  children.  But  one  of 
them,  the  distraction  of  seeing  the  world, 
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is  innocent  and  beneficial.  Also  it  is 
childish,  being  a  continuation  of  what 
nurses  call  "taking  notice,"  by  which 
a  child  becomes  experienced.  It  is  pitiable 
nowadays  to  see  men  and  women  doing 
after  the  age  of  45  all  the  travelling  and 
sightseeing  they  should  have  done  before 
they  were  15.  Mere  wondering  and  star- 
ing at  things  is  an  important  part  of  a 
child's  education:  that  is  why  children 
can  be  thoroughly  mobilized  without 
making  vagabonds  of  them.  A  vagabond 
is  at  home  nowhere  because  he  wanders: 
a  child  should  wander  because  it  ought 
to  be  at  home  everywhere.  And  if  it  has 
its  papers  and  its  passports,  and  gets  what 
it  requires  not  by  begging  and  pilfering, 
but  from  responsible  agents  of  the  com- 
munity as  of  right,  and  with  some  formal 
acknowledgment  of  the  obligations  it  is 
incurring  and  a  knowledge  of  the  fact 
that  these  obligations  are  being  recorded: 
if,  further,  certain  qualifications  are  ex- 
acted before  it  is  promoted  from  per- 
mission to  go  as  far  as  its  legs  will  carry 
it  to  using  mechanical  aids  to  locomotion, 
it  can  roam  without  much  danger  of 
gypsification. 

Under  such  circumstances  the  boy  or 
girl  could  always  run  away,  and  never 
be  lost;  and  on  no  other  conditions  can 
a  child  be  free  without  being  also  a  home- 
less outcast.  Parents  could  also  run  away 
from  disagreeable  children  or  drive  them 
out  of  doors  or  even  drop  their  acquaint- 
ance, temporarily  or  permanently,  with- 
out inhumanity.  Thus  both  parties  would 
be  on  their  good  behavior,  and  not,  as 
at  present,  on  their  filial  or  parental  be- 
havior, which,  like  all  unfree  behavior, 
is  mostly  bad  behavior. 

As  to  what  other  results  might  follow, 
we  had  better  wait  and  see;  for  nobody 
now  alive  can  imagine  what  customs 
and  institutions  would  grow  up  in 
societies  of  free  children.  Child  laws  and 
child  fashions,  child  manners  and  child 
morals  are  now  not  tolerated;  but  among 


free  children  there  would  certainly  be 
surprising  developments  in  this  direction. 
I  do  not  think  there  would  be  any  danger 
of  free  children  behaving  as  badly  as 
grown-up  people  do  now  because  they 
have  never  been  free.  They  could  hardly 
behave  worse,  anyhow. 

CHILDREN'S  RIGHTS  AND  PARENTS' 
WRONGS 

A  very  distinguished  man  once  assured 
a  mother  of  my  acquaintance  that  she 
would  never  know  what  it  meant  to  be 
hurt  until  she  was  hurt  through  her  chil- 
dren. Children  are  extremely  cruel  with- 
out intending  it;  and  in  ninety-nine  cases 
out  of  a  hundred  the  reason  is  that  they 
do  not  conceive  their  elders  as  having 
any  human  feelings.  Serve  the  elders 
right,  perhaps,  for  posing  as  super- 
human! The  penalty  of  the  impostor  is 
not  that  he  is  found  out  (he  very  seldom 
is)  but  that  he  is  taken  for  what  he  pre- 
tends to  be,  and  treated  as  such.  And  to 
be  treated  as  anything  but  what  you 
really  are  may  seem  pleasant  to  the 
imagination  when  the  treatment  is  above 
your  merits;  but  in  actual  experience  it 
is  often  quite  the  reverse.  When  I  was  a 
very  small  boy,  my  romantic  imagination, 
stimulated  by  early  doses  of  fiction,  led 
me  to  brag  to  a  still  smaller  boy  so  out- 
rageously that  he,  being  a  simple  soul, 
really  believed  me  to  be  an  invincible 
hero.  I  cannot  remember  whether  this 
pleased  me  much;  but  I  do  remember 
very  distinctly  that  one  day  this  admirer 
of  mine,  who  had  a  pet  goat,  found  the 
animal  in  the  hands  of  a  larger  boy  than 
either  of  us,  who  mocked  him  and  re- 
fused to  restore  the  animal  to  his  rightful 
owner.  Whereupon,  naturally,  he  came 
weeping  to  me,  and  demanded  that  I 
should  rescue  the  goat  and  annihilate  the 
aggressor.  My  terror  was  beyond  de- 
scription: fortunately  for  me,  it  imparted 
such  a  ghastliness  to  my  voice  and  aspect 
as  I,  under  the  eye  of  my  poor  little  dupe, 
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advanced  on  the  enemy  with  that  hideous 
extremity  of  cowardice  which  is  called 
the  courage  of  despair,  and  said  "You 
let  go  that  goat/'  that  he  abandoned 
his  prey  and  fled,  to  my  unforgettable, 
unspeakable  relief.  I  have  never  since 
exaggerated  my  prowess  in  bodily  com- 
bat. 

Now  what  happened  to  me  in  the 
adventure  of  the  goat  happens  very  often 
to  parents,  and  would  happen  to  school- 
masters if  the  prison  door  of  the  school 
did  not  shut  out  the  trials  of  life.  I  re- 
member once,  at  school,  the  resident 
head  master  was  brought  down  to  earth 
by  the  sudden  illness  of  his  wife.  In  the 
confusion  that  ensued  it  became  neces- 
sary to  leave  one  of  the  schoolrooms 
without  a  master.  I  was  in  the  class  that 
occupied  that  schoolroom.  To  have  sent 
us  home  would  have  been  to  break  the 
fundamental  bargain  with  our  parents 
by  which  the  school  was  bound  to  keep 
us  out  of  their  way  for  half  the  day  at  all 
hazards.  Therefore  an  appeal  had  to  be 
made  to  our  better  feelings:  that  is,  to 
our  common  humanity,  not  to  make  a 
noise.  But  the  head  master  had  never 
admitted  any  common  humanity  with 
us.  We  had  been  carefully  broken  in  to 
regard  him  as  a  being  quite  aloof  from 
and  above  us:  one  not  subject  to  error 
or  suffering  or  death  or  illness  or  mor- 
tality. Consequently  sympathy  was  im- 
possible; and  if  the  unfortunate  lady  did 
not  perish,  it  was  because,  as  I  now  com- 
fort myself  with  guessing,  she  was  too 
much  preoccupied  with  her  own  pains, 
and  possibly  making  too  much  noise  her- 
self, to  be  conscious  of  the  pandemonium 
downstairs. 

A  great  deal  of  the  fiendishness  of 
schoolboys  and  the  cruelty  of  children  to 
their  elders  is  produced  just  in  this  way. 
Elders  cannot  be  superhuman  beings  and 
suffering  fellow  creatures  at  the  same 
time.  If  you  pose  as  a  little  god,  you  must 
pose  for  better  for  worse. 


HOW  LITTLE  WE  KNOW  ABOUT   OUR 
PARENTS 

The  relation  between  parent  and  child 
has  cruel  moments  for  the  parent  even 
when  money  is  no  object  and  the  material 
worries  are  delegated  to  servants  and 
school  teachers.  The  child  and  the  parent 
are  strangers  to  one  another  necessarily, 
because  their  ages  must  differ  widely. 
Read  Goethe's  autobiography;  and  note 
that  though  he  was  happy  in  his  parents 
and  had  exceptional  powers  of  observa- 
tion, divination,  and  story-telling,  he 
knew  less  about  his  father  and  mother 
than  about  most  of  the  other  people  he 
mentions.  I  myself  was  never  on  bad 
terms  with  my  mother:  we  lived  together 
until  I  was  forty-two  years  old,  absolutely 
without  the  smallest  friction  of  any  kind; 
yet  when  her  death  set  me  thinking  curi- 
ously about  our  relations,  I  realized  that 
I  knew  very  little  about  her.  Introduce 
me  to  a  strange  woman  who  was  a  child 
when  I  was  a  child,  a  girl  when  I  was  a 
boy,  an  adolescent  when  I  was  an  adoles- 
cent; and  if  we  take  naturally  to  one 
another  I  will  know  more  of  her  and  she 
of  me  at  the  end  of  forty  days  (I  had 
almost  said  of  forty  minutes)  than  I  knew 
of  my  mother  at  the  end  of  forty  years. 
A  contemporary  stranger  is  a  novelty 
and  an  enigma,  also  a  possibility;  but  a 
mother  is  like  a  broomstick  or  like  the 
sun  in  the  heavens,  it  does  not  matter 
which  as  far  as  one's  knowledge  of  her 
is  concerned:  the  broomstick  is  there  and 
the  sun  is  there;  and  whether  the  child 
is  beaten  by  it  or  warmed  and  enlightened 
by  it,  it  accepts  it  as  a  fact  in  nature,  and 
does  not  conceive  it  as  having  had  youth, 
passions,  and  weaknesses,  or  as  still 
growing,  yearning,  suffering,  and  learn- 
ing. If  I  meet  a  widow  I  may  ask  her  all 
about  her  marriage;  but  what  son  ever 
dreams  of  asking  his  mother  about  her 
marriage,  or  could  endure  to  hear  of  it 
without  violently  breaking  off  the  old 
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sacred  relationship  between  them,  and 
ceasing  to  be  her  child  or  anything  more 
to  her  than  the  first  man  in  the  street 
might  be? 

Yet  though  in  this  sense  the  child  can- 
not realize  its  parent's  humanity,  the 
parent  can  realize  the  child's;  for  the 
parents  with  their  experience  of  life  have 
none  of  the  illusions  about  the  child  that 
the  child  has  about  the  parents;  and  the 
consequence  is  that  the  child  can  hurt 
its  parents'  feelings  much  more  than  its 
parents  can  hurt  the  child's,  because  the 
child,  even  when  there  has  been  none  of 
the  deliberate  hypocrisy  by  which  chil- 
dren are  taken  advantage  of  by  their 
elders,  cannot  conceive  the  parent  as  a 
fellow  creature,  whilst  the  parents  know 
very  well  that  the  children  are  only 
themselves  over  again.  The  child  cannot 
conceive  that  its  blame  or  contempt  or 
want  of  interest  could  possibly  hurt  its 
parent,  and  therefore  expresses  them  all 
with  an  indifference  which  has  given  rise 
to  the  term  enfant  terrible  (a  tragic  term 
in  spite  of  the  jests  connected  with  it); 
whilst  the  parent  can  suffer  from  such 
slights  and  reproaches  more  from  a  child 
than  from  anyone  else,  even  when  the 
child  is  not  beloved,  because  the  child  is 
so  unmistakeably  sincere  in  them. 

OUR  ABANDONED   MOTHERS 

Take  a  very  common  instance  of  this 
agonizing  incompatibility.  A  widow 
brings  up  her  son  to  manhood.  He  meets 
a  strange  woman,  and  goes  off  with  and 
marries  her,  leaving  his  mother  desolate. 
It  does  not  occur  to  him  that  this  is  at  all 
hard  on  her:  he  does  it  as  a  matter  of 
course,  and  actually  expects  his  mother 
to  receive,  on  terms  of  special  affection, 
the  woman  for  whom  she  has  been  aban- 
doned. If  he  shewed  any  sense  of  what 
he  was  doing,  any  remorse;  if  he  mingled 
his  tears  with  hers  and  asked  her  not  to 
think  too  hardly  of  him  because  he  had 
obeyed  the  inevitable  destiny  of  a  man 


to  leave  his  father  and  mother  and  cleave 
to  his  wife,  she  could  give  him  her 
blessing  and  accept  her  bereavement  with 
dignity  and  without  reproach.  But  the 
man  never  dreams  of  such  considerations. 
To  him  his  mother's  feeling  in  the  matter, 
when  she  betrays  it,  is  unreasonable, 
ridiculous,  and  even  odious,  as  shewing 
a  prejudice  against  his  adorable  bride. 

I  have  taken  the  widow  as  an  extreme 
and  obvious  case;  but  there  are  many 
husbands  and  wives  who  are  tired  of 
their  consorts,  or  disappointed  in  them, 
or  estranged  from  them  by  infidelities; 
and  these  parents,  in  losing  a  son  or 
a  daughter  through  marriage,  may  be 
losing  everything  they  care  for.  No 
parent's  love  is  as  innocent  as  the  love 
of  a  child:  the  exclusion  of  all  conscious 
sexual  feeling  from  it  does  not  exclude 
the  bitterness,  jealousy,  and  despair  at 
loss  which  characterize  sexual  passion: 
in  fact,  what  is  called  a  pure  love  may 
easily  be  more  selfish  and  jealous  than 
a  carnal  one.  Anyhow,  it  is  plain  matter 
of  fact  that  naively  selfish  people  some- 
times try  with  fierce  jealousy  to  prevent 
their  children  marrying. 

FAMILY  AFFECTION 

Until  the  family  as  we  know  it  ceases 
to  exist,  nobody  will  dare  to  analyse 
parental  affection  as  distinguished  from 
that  general  human  sympathy  which  has 
secured  to  many  an  orphan  fonder  care 
in  a  stranger's  house  than  it  would  have 
received  from  its  actual  parents.  Not  even 
Tolstoy,  in  The  Kreutzer  Sonata,  has 
said  all  that  we  suspect  about  it.  When 
it  persists  beyond  the  period  at  which 
it  ceases  to  be  necessary  to  the  child's 
welfare,  it  is  apt  to  be  morbid;  and 
we  are  probably  wrong  to  inculcate  its 
deliberate  cultivation.  The  natural  course 
is  for  the  parents  and  children  to  cast 
off  the  specific  parental  and  filial  relation 
when  they  are  no  longer  necessary  to  one 
another.  The  child  does  this  readily 


PARENTS  AND  CHILDREN  (MISALLIANCE) 


enough  tc  form  fresh  ties,  closer  and  more 
fascinating.  Parents  are  not  always  ex- 
cluded from  such  compensations:  it  hap- 
pens sometimes  that  when  the  children 
go  out  at  the  door  the  lover  comes  in 
at  the  window.  Indeed  it  happens  now 
oftener  than  it  used  to,  because  people 
remain  much  longer  in  the  sexual  arena. 
The  cultivated  Jewess  no  longer  cuts 
off  her  hair  at  her  marriage.  The  British 
matron  has  discarded  her  cap  and  her 
conscientious  ugliness;  and  a  bishop's 
wife  at  fifty  has  more  of  the  air  of  a 
femme  galante  than  an  actress  had  at 
thirty-five  in  her  grandmother's  time. 
But  as  people  marry  later,  the  facts  of  age 
and  time  still  inexorably  condemn  most 
parents  to  comparative  solitude  when 
their  children  marry.  This  may  be  a 
privation  and  may  be  a  relief:  probably 
in  healthy  circumstances  it  is  no  worse 
than  a  salutary  change  of  habit;  but  even 
at  that  it  is,  for  the  moment  at  least,  a 
wrench.  For  though  parents  and  children 
sometimes  dislike  one  another,  there  is 
an  experience  of  succor  and 'a  habit  of 
dependence  and  expectation  formed  in 
infancy  which  naturally  attaches  a  child 
to  its  parent  or  to  its  nurse  (a  foster 
parent)  in  a  quite  peculiar  way.  A  benefit 
to  the  child  may  be  a  burden  to  the  parent; 
but  people  become  attached  to  their  bur- 
dens sometimes  more  than  the  burdens 
are  attached  to  them;  and  to  "suffer  little 
children"  has  become  an  affectionate 
impulse  deep  in  our  nature. 

Now  there  is  no  such  impulse  to  suffer 
our  sisters  and  brothers,  our  aunts  and 
uncles,  much  less  our  cousins.  If  we  could 
choose  our  relatives,  we  might,  by  select- 
ing congenial  ones,  mitigate  the  repulsive 
effect  of  the  obligation  to  like  them  and 
to  admit  them  to  our  intimacy.  But  to 
have  a  person  imposed  on  us  as  a  brother 
merely  because  he  happens  to  have  the 
same  parents  is  unbearable  when,  as  may 
easily  happen,  he  is  the  sort  of  person 
we  should  carefully  avoid  if  he  were  any- 
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one  else's  brother.  All  Europe  (except 
Scotland,  which  has  clans  instead  of 
families)  draws  the  line  at  second  cousins. 
Protestantism  draws  it  still  closer  by 
making  the  first  cousin  a  marriageable 
stranger;  and  the  only  reason  for  not 
drawing  it  at  sisters  and  brothers  is  that 
the  institution  of  the  family  compels  us 
to  spend  our  childhood  with  them,  and 
thus  imposes  on  us  a  curious  relation 
in  which  familiarity  destroys  romantic 
charm,  and  is  yet  expected  to  create  a 
specially  warm  affection.  Such  a  relation 
is  dangerously  factitious  and  unnatural; 
and  the  practical  moral  is  that  the  less 
said  at  home  about  specific  family  affec- 
tion the  better.  Children,  like  grown-up 
people,  get  on  well  enough  together  if 
they  are  not  pushed  down  one  another's 
throats;  and  grown-up  relatives  will  get 
on  together  in  proportion  to  their  separa- 
tion and  their  care  not  to  presume  on 
their  blood  relationship.  We  should  let 
children's  feelings  take  their  natural 
course  without  prompting.  I  have  seen 
a  child  scolded  and  called  unfeeling  be- 
cause it  did  not  occur  to  it  to  make  a 
theatrical  demonstration  of  affectionate 
delight  when  its  mother  returned  after 
an  absence:  a  typical  example  of  the  way 
in  which  spurious  family  sentiment  is 
stoked  up.  We  are,  after  all,  sociable 
animals;  and  if  we  are  let  alone  in  the 
matter  of  our  affections,  and  well  brought 
up  otherwise,  we  shall  not  get  on  any  the 
worse  with  particular  people  because  they 
happen  to  be  our  brothers  and  sisters 
and  cousins.  The  danger  lies  in  assuming 
that  we  shall  get  on  any  better. 

The  main  point  to  grasp  here  is  that 
families  are  not  kept  together  at  present 
by  family  feeling  but  by  human  feeling. 
The  family  cultivates  sympathy  and 
mutual  help  and  consolation  as  any  other 
form  of  kindly  association  cultivates 
them;  but  the  addition  of  a  dictated  com- 
pulsory affection  as  an  attribute  of  near 
kinship  is  not  only  unnecessary,  but 
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positively  detrimental;  and  the  alleged 
tendency  of  modern  social  development 
to  break  up  the  family  need  alarm  no- 
body. We  cannot  break  up  the  facts 
of  kinship  nor  eradicate  its  natural  emo- 
tional consequences.  What  we  can  do  and 
ought  to  do  is  to  set  people  free  to  behave 
naturally  and  to  change  their  behavior 
as  circumstances  change.  To  impose  on 
a  citizen  of  London  the  family  duties  of 
a  Highland  cateran  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury is  as  absurd  as  to  compel  him  to 
carry  a  claymore  and  target  instead  of 
an  umbrella.  The  civilized  man  has  no 
special  use  for  cousins;  and  he  may  pre- 
sently find  that  he  has  no  special  use  for 
brothers  and  sisters.  The  parent  seems 
likely  to  remain  indispensable;  but  there 
is  no  reason  why  that  natural  tie  should 
be  made  the  excuse  for  unnatural  aggrava- 
tions of  it,  as  crushing  to  the  parent  as 
they  are  oppressive  to  the  child.  The 
mother  and  father  will  not  always  have 
to  shoulder  the  burthen  of  maintenance 
which  should  fall  on  the  Atlas  shoulders 
of  the  fatherland  and  motherland.  Pend- 
ing such  reforms  and  emancipations,  a 
shattering  break-up  of  the  paternal  home 
must  remain  one  of  normal  incidents  of 
marriage.  The  parent  is  left  lonely  and 
the  child  is  not.  Woe  to  the  old  if  they 
have  no  impersonal  interests,  no  con- 
victions, no  public  causes  to  advance, 
no  tastes  or  hobbies!  It  is  well  to  be  a 
mother  but  not  to  be  a  mother-in-law; 
and  if  men  were  cut  off  artificially  from 
intellectual  and  public  interests  as  women 
are,  the  father-in-law  would  be  as  deplor- 
able a  figure  in  popular  tradition  as  the 
mother-in-law. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  some 
people  hold  that  blood  relationship 
should  be  kept  a  secret  from  the  persons 
related,  and  that  the  happiest  condition 
in  this  respect  is  that  of  the  foundling 
who,  if  he  ever  meets  his  parents  or 
brothers  or  sisters,  passes  them  by  with- 
out knowing  them.  And  for  such  a  view 


there  is  this  to  be  said:  that  our  family 
system  does  unquestionably  take  the 
natural  bond  between  members  of  the 
same  family,  which,  like  all  natural  bonds, 
is  not  too  tight  to  be  borne,  and  super- 
imposes on  it  a  painful  burden  of  forced, 
inculcated,  suggested,  and  altogether 
unnecessary  affection  and  responsibility 
which  we  should  do  well  to  get  rid  of  by 
making  relatives  as  independent  of  one 
another  as  possible. 

THE   FATE   OF  THE  FAMILY 

The  difficulty  of  inducing  people  to 
talk  sensibly  about  the  family  is  the  same 
as  that  which  I  pointed  out  in  a  previous 
volume  as  confusing  discussions  of  mar- 
riage. Marriage  is  not  a  single  invariable 
institution:  it  changes  from  civilization 
to  civilization,  from  religion  to  religion, 
from  civil  code  to  civil  code,  from 
frontier  to  frontier.  The  family  is  still 
more  variable,  because  the  number  of 
persons  constituting  a  family,  unlike  the 
number  of  persons  constituting  a  mar- 
riage, varies  from  one  to  twenty:  indeed, 
when  a  widower  with  a  family  marries 
a  widow  with  a  family,  and  the  two 
produce  a  third  family,  even  that  very 
high  number  may  be  surpassed.  And  the 
conditions  may  vary  between  opposite 
extremes:  for  example,  in  a  London  or 
Paris  slum  every  child  adds  to  the  burden 
of  poverty  and  helps  to  starve  the  parents 
and  all  the  other  children,  whereas  in 
a  settlement  of  pioneer  colonists  every 
child,  from  the  moment  it  is  big  enough 
to  lend  a  hand  to  the  family  industry,  is 
an  investment  in  which  the  only  danger 
is  that  of  temporary  over-capitalization. 
Then  there  are  the  variations  in  family 
sentiment.  Sometimes  the  family  organiza- 
tion is  as  frankly  political  as  the  organiza- 
tion of  an  army  or  an  industry:  fathers 
being  no  more  expected  to  be  sentimental 
about  their  children  than  colonels  about 
soldiers,  or  factory  owners  about  their 
employees,  though  the  mother  may  be 
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allowed  a  little  tenderness  if  her  character 
is  weak.  The  Roman  father  was  a  despot: 
the  Chinese  father  is  an  object  of  worship: 
the  sentimental  modern  western  father 
is  often  a  playfellow  looked  to  for  toys 
and  pocket-money.  The  farmer  sees  his 
children  constantly:  the  squire  sees  them 
only  during  the  holidays,  and  not  then 
oftener  than  he  can  "help:  the  tram  con- 
ductor, when  employed  by  a  joint  stock 
company,  sometimes  never  sees  thematall. 

Under  such  circumstances  phrases  like 
The  Influence  of  Home  Life,  The  Family, 
The  Domestic  Hearth,  and  so  on,  are  no 
more  specific  than  The  Mammals,  or  The 
Man  In  The  Street;  and  the  pious  general- 
izations founded  so  glibly  on  them  by 
our  sentimental  moralists  are  unwork- 
able. When  households  average  twelve 
persons  with  the  sexes  about  equally 
represented,  the  results  may  be  fairly 
good.  When  they  average  three  the  re- 
sults may  be  very  bad  indeed;  and  to 
lump  the  two  together  under  the  general 
term  The  Family  is  to  confuse  the  ques- 
tion hopelessly.  The  modern  small  family 
is  much  too  stuffy:  children  "brought  up 
at  home"  in  it  are  unfit  for  society. 

But  here  again  circumstances  differ. 
If  the  parents  live  in  what  is  called  a 
garden  suburb,  where  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  social  intercourse,  and  the  family, 
instead  of  keeping  itself  to  itself,  as  the 
evil  old  saying  is,  and  glowering  at  the 
neighbors  over  the  blinds  of  the  long 
street  in  which  nobody  knows  his  neigh- 
bor and  everyone  wishes  to  deceive  him 
as  to  his  income  and  social  importance, 
is  in  effect  broken  up  by  school  life,  by 
out-of-door  habits,  and  by  frank  neigh- 
borly intercourse  through  dances  and 
concerts  and  theatricals  and  excursions 
and  the  like,  families  of  four  may  turn 
out  much  less  barbarous  citizens  than 
families  often  which  attain  the  Boer  ideal 
of  being  out  of  sight  of  one  another's 
chimney  smoke. 

All  one  can  say  is,  roughly,  that  the 


homelier  the  home,  and  the  more  familiar 
the  family,  the  worse  for  everybody  con- 
cerned. The  family  ideal  is  a  humbug 
and  a  nuisance:  one  might  as  reasonably 
talk  of  the  barrack  ideal,  or  the  forecastle 
ideal,  or  any  other  substitution  of  the 
machinery  of  social  organization  for  the 
end  of  it,  which  must  always  be  the 
fullest  and  most  capable  life:  in  short, 
the  most  godly  life.  And  this  significant 
word  reminds  us  that  though  the  popular 
conception  of  heaven  includes  a  Holy 
Family,  it  does  not  attach  to  that  family 
the  notion  of  a  separate  home,  or  a  private 
nursery  or  kitchen  or  mother-in-law,  or 
anything  that  constitutes  the  family  as 
we  know  it.  Even  blood  relationship  is 
miraculously  abstracted  from  it;  and  the 
Father  is  the  father  of  all  children,  the 
mother  the  mother  of  all  mothers  and 
babies,  and  the  Son  the  Son  of  Man  and 
the  Savior  of  his  brothers:  one  whose 
chief  utterance  on  the  subject  of  the  con- 
ventional family  was  an  invitation  to  all 
of  us  to  leave  our  families  and  follow 
him,  and  to  leave  the  dead  to  bury  the 
dead,  and  not  debauch  ourselves  at  that 
gloomy  festival  the  family  funeral,  with 
its  sequel  of  hideous  mourning  and  grief 
which  is  either  affected  or  morbid. 

FAMILY  MOURNING 

I  do  not  know  how  far  this  detestable 
custom  of  mourning  is  carried  in  France; 
but  judging  from  the  appearance  of  the 
French  people  I  should  say  that  a  French- 
woman goes  into  mourning  for  her 
cousins  to  the  seventeenth  degree.  The 
result  is  that  when  I  cross  the  Channel  I 
seem  to  have  reached  a  country  devas- 
tated by  war  or  pestilence.  It  is  really 
suffering  only  from  the  family.  Will  any- 
one pretend  that  England  has  not  the 
better  of  this  striking  difference?  It  is  such 
senseless  and  unnatural  conventions  as 
this  that  make  us  so  impatient  of  what 
we  call  family  feeling.  Even  apart  from 
its  insufferable  pretensions,  the  family 
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needs  hearty  discrediting;  for  there  is 
hardly  any  vulnerable  part  of  it  that  could 
not  be  amputated  with  advantage. 

ART  TEACHING 

By  art  teaching  I  hasten  to  say  that  I 
do  not  mean  giving  children  lessons  in 
freehand  drawing  and  perspective.  I  am 
simply  calling  attention  to  the  fact  that 
fine  art  is  the  only  teacher  except  torture. 
I  have  already  pointed  out  that  nobody, 
except  under  threat  of  torture,  can  read 
a  school  book.  The  reason  is  that  a  school 
book  is  not  a  work  of  art.  Similarly,  you 
cannot  listen  to  a  lesson  or  a  sermon 
unless  the  teacher  or  the  preacher  is  an 
artist.  You  cannot  read  the  Bible  if  you 
have  no  sense  of  literary  art.  The  reason 
why  the  continental  European  is,  to  the 
Englishman  or  American,  so  surprisingly 
ignorant  of  the  Bible,  is  that  the  author- 
ized English  version  is  a  great  work  of 
literary  art,  and  the  continental  versions 
are  comparatively  artless.  To  read  a  dull 
book;  to  listen  to  a  tedious  play  or  prosy 
sermon  or  lecture;  to  stare  at  uninterest- 
ing pictures  or  ugly  buildings:  nothing, 
short  of  disease,  is  more  dreadful  than 
this.  The  violence  done  to  our  souls  by 
it  leaves  injuries  and  produces  subtle 
maladies  which  have  never  been  properly 
studied  by  psychopathologists.  Yet  we 
are  so  inured  to  it  in  school,  where  practi- 
cally all  the  teachers  are  bores  trying  to 
do  the  work  of  artists,  and  all  the  books 
artless,  that  we  acquire  a  truly  frightful 
power  of  enduring  boredom.  We  even 
acquire  the  notion  that  fine  art  is  lascivi- 
ous and  destructive  to  the  character.  In 
church,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  at 
public  meetings,  we  sit  solemnly  listen- 
ing to  bores  and  twaddlers  because  from 
the  time  we  could  walk  or  speak  we  have 
been  snubbed,  scolded,  bullied,  beaten 
and  imprisoned  whenever  we  dared  to 
resent  being  bored  or  twaddled  at,  or  to 
express  our  natural  impatience  and  de- 
rision of  bores  and  twaddlers.  And  when 


a  man  arises  with  a  soul  of  sufficient 
native  strength  to  break  the  bonds  of 
this  inculcated  reverence  and  to  expose 
and  deride  and  tweak  the  noses  of  our 
humbugs  and  panjandrums,  like  Voltaire 
or  Dickens,  we  are  shocked  and  scandal- 
ized, even  when  we  cannot  help  laughing. 
Worse,  we  dread  and  persecute  those 
who  can  see  and  declare  the  truth,  be- 
cause their  sincerity  and  insight  reflects 
on  our  delusion  and  blindness.  We  are 
all  like  Nell  Gwynne's  footman,  who 
defended  Nell's  reputation  with  his  fists, 
not  because  he  believed  her  to  be  what 
he  called  an  honest  woman,  but  because 
he  objected  to  be  scorned  as  the  foot- 
man of  one  who  was  no  better  than  she 
should  be. 

This  wretched  power  of  allowing  our- 
selves to  be  bored  may  seem  to  give  the 
fine  arts  a  chance  sometimes.  People  will 
sit  through  a  performance  of  Beethoven's 
ninth  symphony  or  of  Wagner's  Ring 
just  as  they  will  sit  through  a  dull  sermon 
or  a  front  bench  politician  saying  nothing 
for  two  hours  whilst  his  unfortunate 
country  is  perishing  through  the  delay 
of  its  business  in  Parliament.  But  their 
endurance  is  very  bad  for  the  ninth  sym- 
phony, because  they  never  hiss  when  it 
is  murdered.  I  have  heard  an  Italian  con- 
ductor (no  longer  living)  take  the  adagio 
of  that  symphony  at  a  lively  allegretto, 
slowing  down  for  the  warmer  major 
sections  into  the  speed  and  manner  of 
the  heroine's  death  song  in  a  Verdi  opera; 
and  the  listeners,  far  from  relieving  my 
excruciation  by  rising  with  yells  of  fury 
and  hurling  their  programs  and  opera 
glasses  at  the  miscreant,  behaved  just 
as  they  do  when  Richter  conducts  it.  The 
mass  of  imposture  that  thrives  on  this 
combination  of  ignorance  with  despair- 
ing endurance  is  incalculable.  Given  a 
public  trained  from  childhood  to  stand 
anything  tedious,  and  so  saturated  with 
school  discipline  that  even  with  the  doors 
open  and  no  schoolmasters  to  stop  them 
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they  will  sit  there  helplessly  until  the  end 
of  the  concert  or  opera  gives  them  leave 
to  go  home;  and  you  will  have  in  great 
capitals  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds 
spent  every  night  in  the  season  on  pro- 
fessedly artistic  entertainments  which 
have  no  other  effect  on  fine  art  than  to 
exacerbate  the  hatred  in  which  it  is 
already  secretly  held -in  England. 

Fortunately,  there  are  arts  that  cannot 
be  cut  off  from  the  people  by  bad  per- 
formances. We  can  read  books  for  our- 
selves; and  we  can  play  a  good  deal  of 
fine  music  for  ourselves  with  the  help  of 
a  pianola.  Nothing  stands  between  us 
and  the  actual  handwork  of  the  great 
masters  of  painting  except  distance;  and 
modern  photographic  methods  of  repro- 
duction are  in  some  cases  quite  and  in 
many  nearly  as  effective  in  conveying 
the  artist's  message  as  a  modern  edition 
of  Shakespear's  plays  is  in  conveying  the 
message  that  first  existed  in  his  handwrit- 
ing. The  reproduction  of  great  feats  of 
musical  execution  is  already  on  the  way: 
the  gramophone,  for  all  its  wheezing  and 
snarling  and  braying,  is  steadily  improv- 
ing in  its  manners;  and  what  with  this 
improvement  on  the  one  hand,  and  on 
the  other  that  blessed  selective  faculty 
which  enables  us  to  ignore  a  good  deal 
of  disagreeable  noise  if  there  is  a  thread 
of  music  in  the  middle  of  it  (few  critics  of 
the  gramophone  seem  to  be  conscious 
of  the  very  considerable  mechanical  noise 
set  up  by  choirs  and  orchestras)  we  have 
at  last  reached  a  point  at  which,  for 
example,  a  person  living  in  an  English 
village  where  the  church  music  is  the 
only  music,  and  that  music  is  made  by  a 
few  well-intentioned  ladies  with  the  help 
of  a  harmonium,  can  hear  masses  by 
Palestrina  very  passably  executed,  and 
can  thereby  be  led  to  the  discovery  that 
Jackson  in  F  and  Hymns  Ancient  and 
Modern  are  not  perhaps  the  last  word 
of  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  praise 
of  God. 


In  short,  there  is  a  vast  body  of  art 
now  within  the  reach  of  everybody.  The 
difficulty  is  that  this  art,  which  alone  can 
educate  us  in  grace  of  body  and  soul,  and 
which  alone  can  make  the  history  of  the 
past  live  for  us  or  the  hope  of  the  future 
shine  for  us,  which  alone  can  give  deli-  * 
cacy  and  nobility  to  our  crude  lusts, 
which  is  the  appointed  vehicle  of  in- 
spiration and  the  method  of  the  com- 
munion of  saints,  is  actually  branded  as 
sinful  among  us  because,  wherever  it 
arises,  there  is  resistance  to  tyranny, 
breaking  of  fetters,  and  the  breath  of 
freedom.  The  attempt  to  suppress  art 
is  not  wholly  successful:  we  might  as 
well  try  to  suppress  oxygen.  But  it  is 
carried  far  enough  to  inflict  on  huge 
numbers  of  people  a  most  injurious  art 
starvation,  and  to  corrupt  a  great  deal 
of  the  art  that  is  tolerated.  You  will  find 
in  England  plenty  of  rich  families  with 
little  more  culture  than  their  dogs  and 
horses.  And  you  will  find  poor  families, 
cut  off  by  poverty  and  town  life  from 
the  contemplation  of  the  beauty  of  the 
earth,  with  its  dresses  of  leaves,  its  scarves 
of  cloud,  and  its  contours  of  hill  and 
valley,  who  would  positively  be  happier 
as  hogs,  so  little  have  they  cultivated 
their  humanity  by  the  only  effective 
instrument  of  culture:  art.  The  dearth  is 
artificially  maintained  even  when  there 
are  the  means  of  satisfying  it.  Story  books 
are  forbidden,  picture  post  cards  are  for- 
bidden, theatres  are  forbidden,  operas 
are  forbidden,  circuses  are  forbidden, 
sweetmeats  are  forbidden,  pretty  colors 
are  forbidden,  all  exactly  as  vice  is  for- 
bidden. The  Creator  is  explicitly  prayed 
to,  and  implicitly  convicted  of  indecency 
every  day.  An  association  of  vice  and 
sin  with  everything  that  is  delightful 
and  of  goodness  with  everything  that  is 
wretched  and  detestable  is  set  up.  All  the 
most  perilous  (and  glorious)  appetites 
and  propensities  are  at  once  inflamed  by 
starvation  and  uneducated  by  art.  All  the 
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wholesome  conditions  which  art  im- 
poses on  appetite  are  waived:  instead  of 
cultivated  men  and  women  restrained 
by  a  thousand  delicacies,  repelled  by 
ugliness,  chilled  by  vulgarity,  horrified 
by  coarseness,  deeply  and  sweetly  moved 
by  the  graces  that  art  has  revealed  to 
them  and  nursed  in  them,  we  get  indis- 
criminate rapacity  in  pursuit  of  pleasure 
and  a  parade  of  the  grossest  stimulations 
in  catering  for  it.  We  have  a  continual 
clamor  for  goodness,  beauty,  virtue,  and 
sanctity,  with  such  an  appalling  inability 
to  recognize  it  or  love  it  when  it  arrives 
that  it  is  more  dangerous  to  be  a  great 
prophet  or  poet  than  to  promote  twenty 
companies  for  swindling  simple  folk  out 
of  their  savings.  Do  not  for  a  moment 
suppose  that  uncultivated  people  are 
merely  indifferent  to  high  and  noble 
qualities.  They  hate  them  malignantly. 
At  best,  such  qualities  are  like  rare  and 
beautiful  birds:  when  they  appear  the 
whole  country  takes  down  its  guns;  but 
the  birds  receive  the  statuary  tribute  of 
having  their  corpses  stuffed. 

And  it  really  all  comes  from  the 
habit  of  preventing  children  from  being 
troublesome.  You  are  so  careful  of  your 
boy's  morals,  knowing  how  troublesome 
they  may  be,  that  you  keep  him  away 
from  the  Venus  of  Milo  only  to  find  him 
in  the  arms  of  the  scullery  maid  or  some- 
one much  worse.  You  decide  that  the 
Hermes  of  Praxiteles  and  Wagner's 
Tristan  are  not  suited  for  young  girls; 
and  your  daughter  marries  somebody 
appallingly  unlike  either  Hermes  or 
Tristan  solely  to  escape  from  your 
parental  protection.  You  have  not  stifled 
a  single  passion  nor  averted  a  single 
danger:  you  have  depraved  the  passions 
by  starving  them,  and  broken  down  all 
the  defences  which  so  effectively  protect 
children  brought  up  in  freedom.  You 
have  men  who  imagine  themselves  to  be 
ministers  of  religion  openly  declaring 
that  when  they  pass  through  the  streets 


they  have  to  keep  out  in  the  wheeled 
traffic  to  avoid  the  temptations  of  the 
pavement.  You  have  them  organizing 
hunts  of  the  women  who  tempt  them — 
poor  creatures  whom  no  artist  would 
touch  without  a  shudder — and  wildly 
clamoring  for  more  clothes  to  disguise 
and  conceal  die  body,  and  for  the  aboli- 
tion of  pictures,  statues,  theatres,  and 
pretty  colors.  And  incredible  as  it  seems, 
these  unhappy  lunatics  are  left  at  large, 
unrebuked,  even  admired  and  revered, 
whilst  artists  have  to  struggle  for  tolera- 
tion. To  them  an  undraped  human  body 
is  the  most  monstrous,  the  most  blight- 
ing, the  most  obscene,  the  most  unbear- 
able spectacle  in  the  universe.  To  an 
artist  it  is,  at  its  best,  the  most  admirable 
spectacle  in  nature,  and,  at  its  average, 
an  object  of  indifference.  If  every  rag 
of  clothing  miraculously  dropped  from 
the  inhabitants  of  London  at  noon  to- 
morrow (say  as  a  preliminary  to  the 
Great  Judgment),  the  artistic  people 
would  not  turn  a  hair;  but  the  artless 
people  would  go  mad  and  call  on  the 
mountains  to  hide  them.  I  submit  that 
this  indicates  a  thoroughly  healthy  state 
on  the  part  of  the  artists,  and  a  thoroughly 
morbid  one  on  the  part  of  the  artless. 
And  the  healthy  state  is  attainable  in  a 
cold  country  like  ours  only  by  familiarity 
with  the  undraped  figure  acquired  through 
pictures,  statues,  and  theatrical  repre- 
sentations in  which  an  illusion  of  natural 
clotheslessness  is  produced  and  made 
poetic. 

In  short,  we  all  grow  up  stupid  and 
mad  to  just  the  extent  to  which  we  have 
not  been  artistically  educated;  and  the 
fact  that  this  taint  of  stupidity  and  mad- 
ness has  to  be  tolerated  because  it  is 
general,  and  is  even  boasted  of  as  char- 
acteristically English,  makes  the  situation 
all  the  worse.  It  is  becoming  exceedingly 
grave  at  present,  because  the  last  ray  of 
art  is  being  cut  off  from  our  schools  by 
the  discontinuance  of  religious  education. 
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THE   IMPOSSIBILITY   OF   SECULAR 
EDUCATION 

Now  children  must  be  taught  some 
sort  of  religion.  Secular  education  is  an 
impossibility.  Secular  education  comes 
to  this:  that  the  only  reason  for  ceasing 
to  do  evil  and  learning  to  do  well  is  that 
if  you  do  not  you  will  be  caned.  This  is 
worse  than  being  taught  in  a  church 
school  that  if  you  become  a  dissenter 
you  will  go  to  hell;  for  hell  is  presented 
as  the  instrument  of  something  eternal, 
divine,  and  inevitable:  you  cannot  evade 
it  the  moment  the  schoolmaster's  back 
is  turned.  What  confuses  this  issue  and 
leads  even  highly  intelligent  religious 
persons  to  advocate  secular  education 
as  a  means  of  rescuing  children  from  the 
strife  of  rival  proselytizers  is  the  failure 
to  distinguish  between  the  child's  per- 
soi  1  subjective  need  for  a  religion  and 
its  :  tght  to  an  impartially  communicated 
historical  objective  knowledge  of  all  the 
creeds  and  Churches.  Just  as  a  child,  no 
matter  what  its  race  and  color  may  be, 
should  know  that  there  are  black  men 
and  brown  men  and  yellow  men,  and, 
no  matter  what  its  political  convictions 
may  be,  that  there  are  Monarchists  and 
Republicans  and  Positivists,  Socialists 
and  Unsocialists,  so  it  should  know  that 
there  are  Christians  and  Mahometans 
and  Buddhists  and  Shintoists  and  so 
forth,  and  that  they  are  on  the  average 
just  as  honest  and  well-behaved  as  its 
own  father.  For  example,  it  should  not 
be  told  that  Allah  is  a  false  god  set  up 
by  the  Turks  and  Arabs,  who  will  all  be 
damned  for  taking  that  liberty;  but  it 
should  be  told  that  many  English  people 
think  so,  and  that  many  Turks  and  Arabs 
think  the  converse  about  English  people. 
It  should  be  taught  that  Allah  is  simply 
the  name  by  which  God  is  known 
to  Turks  and  Arabs,  who  are  just  as 
eligible  for  salvation  as  any  Christian. 
Further,  that  the  practical  reason  why  a 
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Turkish  child  should  pray  in  a  mosque 
and  an  English  child  in  a  church  is  that 
as  worship  is  organized  in  Turkey  in 
mosques  in  the  name  of  Mahomet  and 
in  England  in  churches  in  the  name  of 
Christ,  a  Turkish  child  joining  the  Church 
of  England  or  an  English  child  following 
Mahomet  will  find  that  it  has  no  place 
for  its  worship  and  no  organization  of 
its  religion  within  its  reach.  Any  other 
teaching  of  the  history  and  present  facts 
of  religion  is  false  teaching,  and  is  politic- 
ally extremely  dangerous  in  an  empire 
in  which  a  huge  majority  of  the  fellow- 
subjects  of  the  governing  island  do  not 
profess  the  religion  of  that  island. 

But  this  objectivity,  though  intellectu- 
ally honest,  tells  the  child  only  what 
other  people  believe.  What  it  should 
itself  believe  is  quite  another  matter.  The 
sort  of  Rationalism  which  says  to  a  child 
"You  must  suspend  your  judgment  until 
you  are  old  enough  to  choose  your  re- 
ligion" is  Rationalism  gone  mad.  The 
child  must  have  a  conscience  and  a  code 
of  honor  (which  is  the  essence  of  religion) 
even  if  it  be  only  a  provisional  one,  to  be 
revised  at  its  confirmation.  For  confirma- 
tion is  meant  to  signalize  a  spiritual 
coming  of  age,  and  may  be  a  repudiation. 
Really  active  souls  have  many  confirma- 
tions and  repudiations  as  their  life 
deepens  and  their  knowledge  widens. 
But  what  is  to  guide  the  child  before  its 
first  confirmation?  Not  mere  orders,  be- 
cause orders  must  have  a  sanction  of 
some  sort  or  why  should  the  child  obey 
them?  If,  as  a  Secularist,  you  refuse  to 
teach  any  sanction,  you  must  say  "You 
will  be  punished  if  you  disobey."  "Yes," 
says  the  child  to  itself,  "if  I  am  found 
out;  but  wait  until  your  back  is  turned 
and  I  will  do  as  I  like,  and  lie  about  it." 
There  can  be  no  objective  punishment 
for  successful  fraud;  and  as  no  espion- 
age can  cover  the  whole  range  of  a 
child's  conduct,  the  upshot  is  that  the  child 
becomes  a  liar  and  schemer  with  an 
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atrophied  conscience.  And  a  good  many 
of  the  orders  given  to  it  are  not  obeyed 
after  all.  Thus  the  Secularist  who  is  not 
a  fool  is  forced  to  appeal  to  the  child's 
vital  impulse  towards  perfection,  to  the 
divine  spark;  and  no  resolution  not  to 
call  this  impulse  an  impulse  of  loyalty 
to  the  Fellowship  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  or 
obedience  to  the  Will  of  God,  or  any 
other  standard  theological  term,  can  alter 
the  fact  that  the  Secularist  has  stepped 
outside  Secularism  and  is  educating  the 
child  religiously,  even  if  he  insists  on 
repudiating  that  pious  adverb  and  sub- 
stituting the  word  metaphysically. 

NATURAL   SELECTION  AS  A  RELIGION 

We  must  make  up  our  minds  to  it 
therefore  that  whatever  measures  we 
may  be  forced  to  take  to  prevent  the 
recruiting  sergeants  of  the  Churches, 
free  or  established,  from  obtaining  an 
exclusive  right  of  entry  to  schools,  we 
shall  not  be  able  to  exclude  religion  from 
them.  The  most  horrible  of  all  religions: 
that  which  teaches  us  to  regard  ourselves 
as  the  helpless  prey  of  a  series  of  sense- 
less accidents  called  Natural  Selection, 
is  allowed  and  even  welcomed  in  so- 
called  secular  schools  because  it  is,  in  a 
sense,  the  negation  of  all  religion;  but  for 
school  purposes  a  religion  is  a  belief 
which  affects  conduct:  and  no  belief 
affects  conduct  more  radically  and  often 
so  disastrously  as  the  belief  that  the 
universe  is  a  product  of  Natural  Selec- 
tion. What  is  more,  the  theory  of  Natural 
Selection  cannot  be  kept  out  of  schools, 
because  many  of  the  natural  facts  that 
present  the  most  plausible  appearance  of 
design  can  be  accounted  for  by  Natural 
Selection;  and  it  would  be  as  absurd  to 
keep  a  child  in  delusive  ignorance  of  so 
potent  a  factor  in  evolution  as  to  keep 
it  in  ignorance  of  radiation  or  capillary 
attraction.  Even  if  you  make  a  religion 
of  Natural  Selection,  and  teach  the  child 
to  regard  itself  as  the  irresponsible  prey 


of  its  circumstances  and  appetites  (or  its 
heredity  as  you  will  perhaps  call  them), 
you  will  none  the  less  find  that  its  appe- 
tites are  stimulated  by  your  encourage- 
ment and  daunted  by  your  discourage- 
ment; that  one  of  its  appetites  is  an 
appetite  for  perfection;  that  if  you  dis- 
courage this  appetite  and  encourage  the 
cruder  acquisitive  appetites  the  child  will 
steal  and  lie  and  be  a  nuisance  to  you; 
and  that  if  you  encourage  its  appetite  for 
perfection  and  teach  it  to  attach  a  peculiar 
sacredness  to  it  and  place  it  before  the 
other  appetites,  it  will  be  a  much  nicer 
child  and  you  will  have  a  much  easier  job, 
at  which  point  you  will,  in  spite  of  your 
pseudo-scientific  jargon,  find  yourself 
back  in  the  old-fashioned  religious  teach- 
ing as  deep  as  Dr  Watts  and  in  fact 
fathoms  deeper. 

MORAL   INSTRUCTION  LEAGUES 

And  now  the  voices  of  our  Moral  In- 
struction Leagues  will  be  lifted,  asking 
whether  there  is  any  reason  why  the 
appetite  for  perfection  should  not  be 
cultivated  in  rationally  scientific  terms 
instead  of  being  associated  with  the  story 
of  Jonah  and  the  great  fish  and  the  thou- 
sand other  tales  that  grow  up  round 
religions.  Yes:  there  are  many  reasons; 
and  one  of  them  is  that  children  all  like 
the  story  of  Jonah  and  the  whale  (they 
insist  on  its  being  a  whale  in  spite  of 
demonstrations  by  Bible  smashers  with- 
out any  sense  of  humor  that  Jonah 
would  not  have  fitted  into  a  whale's 
gullet — as  if  the  story  would  be  credible 
of  a  whale  with  an  enlarged  throat)  and 
that  no  child  on  earth  can  stand  moral 
instruction  books  or  catechisms  or  any 
other  statement  of  the  case  for  religion 
in  abstract  terms.  The  object  of  a  moral 
instruction  book  is  not  to  be  rational^ 
scientific,  exact,  proof  against  contro- 
versy, nor  even  credible:  its  object  is  to 
make  children  good.  If  it  makes  them 
sick  instead  its  place  is  the  waste-paper 
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basket.  And  if  it  is  to  be  read  it  must  be 
readable. 

Take  for  an  illustration  the  story  of 
Elisha  and  the  bears.  To  the  authors  of 
the  moral  instruction  books  it  is  in  the 
last  degree  reprehensible.  It  is  obviously 
not  true  as  a  record  of  fact;  and  the  picture 
it  gives  us  of  the  temper  of  God  (which 
is  what  interests  an  adult  reader)  is  shock- 
ing and  blasphemous.  But  it  is  a  capital 
story  for  a  child.  It  interests  a  child  be- 
cause it  is  about  bears;  and  it  leaves  the 
child  with  an  impression  that  children 
who  poke  fun  at  old  gentlemen  and  make 
rude  remarks  about  bald  heads  are  not 
nice  children,  which  is  a  highly  desirable 
impression,  and  just  as  much  as  a  child 
is  capable  of  receiving  from  the  story. 
When  a  story  is  about  God  and  a  child, 
children  take  God  for  granted  and  criti- 
cize the  child.  Adults  do  the  opposite, 
and  are  thereby  often  led  to  talk  great 
nonsense  about  the  bad  effect  of  Bible 
stories  on  infants. 

But  let  no  one  think  that  a  child  or 
anyone  else  can  learn  religion  from  a 
teacher  or  a  book  or  by  any  academic 
process  whatever.  It  is  only  by  an  un- 
fettered access  to  the  whole  body  of  Fine 
Art:  that  is,  to  the  whole  body  of  in- 
spired revelation,  that  we  can  build  up 
that  conception  of  divinity  to  which  all 
virtue  is  an  aspiration.  And  to  hope  to 
find  this  body  of  art  purified  from  all  that 
is  obsolete  or  dangerous  or  fierce  or 
lusty,  or  to  pick  and  choose  what  will  be 
good  for  any  particular  child,  much  less 
for  all  children,  is  the  shallowest  of 
vanities.  Such  schoolmasterly  selection 
is  neither  possible  nor  desirable.  Ignor- 
ance of  evil  is  not  virtue  but  imbecility: 
admiring  it  is  like  giving  a  prize  for 
honesty  to  a  man  who  has  not  stolen 
your  watch  because  he  did  not  know  you 
had  one.  Virtue  chooses  good  from  evil; 
and  without  knowledge  there  can  be  no 
choice.  And  even  this  is  a  dangerous 
simplification  of  what  actually  occurs. 


We  are  not  choosing:  we  are  growing. 
Were  you  to  cut  all  of  what  you  call  the 
evil  out  of  a  child,  it  would  drop  dead. 
If  you  try  to  stretch  it  to  full  human 
stature  when  it  is  ten  years  old,  you  will 
simply  pull  it  into  two  pieces  and  be 
hanged.  And  when  you  try  to  do  this 
morally,  which  is  what  parents  and  school- 
masters are  doing  every  day,  you  ought 
to  be  hanged;  and  some  day,  when  we 
take  a  sensible  view  of  the  matter,  you 
will  be;  and  serve  you  right.  The  child 
does  not  stand  between  a  good  and  a 
bad  angel:  what  it  has  to  deal  with  is  a 
middling  angel  who,  in  normal  healthy 
cases,  wants  to  be  a  good  angel  as  fast  as 
it  can  without  killing  itself  in  the  process, 
which  is  a  dangerous  one. 

Therefore  there  is  no  question  of 
providing  the  child  with  a  carefully 
regulated  access  to  good  art.  There  is 
no  good  art,  any  more  than  there  is  good 
anything  else  in  the  absolute  sense.  Art 
that  is  too  good  for  the  child  will  either 
teach  it  nothing  or  drive  it  mad,  as  the 
Bible  has  driven  many  people  mad  who 
might  have  kept  their  sanity  had  they 
been  allowed  to  read  much  lower  forms 
of  literature.  The  practical  moral  is  that 
we  must  read  whatever  stories,  see  what- 
ever pictures,  hear  whatever  songs  and 
symphonies,  go  to  whatever  plays  we 
like.  We  shall  not  like  those  which  have 
nothing  to  say  to  us;  and  though  every- 
one has  a  right  to  bias  our  choice,  no  one 
has  a  right  to  deprive  us  of  it  by  keeping 
us  from  any  work  of  art  or  any  work  of 
art  from  us. 

I  may  now  say  without  danger  of 
being  misunderstood  that  the  popular 
English  compromise  called  Cowper- 
Templeism  (unsectarian  Bible  education) 
is  not  so  silly  as  it  looks.  It  is  true  that 
the  Bible  inculcates  half-a-dozen  religions : 
some  of  them  barbarous;  some  cynical 
and  pessimistic;  some  amoristic  and 
romantic;  some  sceptical  and  challenging; 
some  kindly,  simple,  and  intuitional; 
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some  sophistical  and  intellectual;  none 
suited  to  the  character  and  conditions  of 
western  civilization  unless  it  be  the  Chris- 
tianity which  was  finally  suppressed  by 
the  Crucifixion,  and  has  never  been  put 
into  practice  by  any  State  before  or  since. 
But  the  Bible  contains  the  ancient  litera- 
ture of  a  very  remarkable  Oriental  race; 
and  the  imposition  of  this  literature,  on 
whatever  false  pretences,  on  our  children 
left  them  more  literate  than  if  they  knew 
no  literature  at  all,  which  was  the  practical 
alternative.  And  as  our  Authorized  Ver- 
sion is  a  great  work  of  art  as  well,  to 
know  it  was  better  than  knowing  no  art, 
which  also  was  the  practical  alternative. 
It  is  at  least  not  a  school  book;  and  it  is 
not  a  bad  story  book,  horrible  as  some 
of  the  stories  are.  Therefore  as  between 
the  Bible  and  the  blank  represented  by 
secular  education  in  its  most  matter-of- 
fact  sense,  the  choice  is  with  the  Bible. 

THE  BIBLE 

But  the  Bible  is  not  sufficient.  The  real 
Bible  of  modern  Europe  is  the  whole 
body  of  great  literature  in  which  the 
inspiration  and  revelation  of  Hebrew 
Scripture  has  been  continued  to  the  pre- 
sent day.  Nietzsche's  Thus  Spake  Zoro- 
aster is  less  comforting  to  the  ill  and 
unhappy  than  the  Psalms;  but  it  is  much 
truer,  subtler,  and  more  edifying.  The 
pleasure  we  get  from  the  rhetoric  of  the 
book  of  Job  and  its  tragic  picture  of 
a  bewildered  soul  cannot  disguise  the 
ignoble  irrelevance  of  the  retort  of  God 
with  which  it  closes,  nor  supply  the  need 
for  such  modern  revelations  as  Shelley's 
Prometheus  or  The  Niblung's  Ring  of 
Richard  Wagner.  There  is  nothing  in 
the  Bible  greater  in  inspiration  than  Beet- 
hoven's ninth  symphony;  and  the  power 
of  modern  music  to  convey  that  inspira- 
tion to  a  modern  man  is  far  greater  than 
that  of  Elizabethan  English,  which  is, 
except  for  people  steeped  in  the  Bible 
from  childhood  like  Sir  Walter  Scott  and 


Ruskin,  a  dead  language. 

Besides,  many  who  have  no  ear  for 
literature  or  for  music  are  accessible  to 
architecture,  to  pictures,  to  statues,  to 
dresses,  and  to  the  arts  of  the  stage. 
Every  device  of  art  should  be  brought 
to  bear  on  the  young;  so  that  they  may 
discover  some  form  of  it  that  delights 
them  naturally;  for  there  will  come  to  all 
of  them  that  period  between  dawning 
adolescence  and  full  maturity  when  the 
pleasures  and  emotions  of  art  will  have 
to  satisfy  cravings  which,  if  starved  or 
insulted,  may  become  morbid  and  seek 
disgraceful  satisfactions,  and,  if  pre- 
maturely gratified  otherwise  than  poetic- 
ally, may  destroy  the  stamina  of  the  race. 
And  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  the 
most  dangerous  art  for  this  necessary 
purpose  is  the  art  that  presents  itself  as 
religious  ecstasy.  Young  people  are  ripe 
for  love  long  before  they  are  ripe  for 
religion.  Only  a  very  foolish  person 
would  substitute  the  Imitation  of  Christ 
for  Treasure  Island  as  a  present  for  a  boy 
or  girl,  or  for  Byron's  Don  Juan  as  a 
present  for  a  swain  or  lass.  Pickwick  is 
the  safest  saint  for  us  in  our  nonage. 
Flaubert's  Temptation  of  St  Anthony 
is  an  excellent  book  for  a  man  of  fifty, 
perhaps  the  best  within  reach  as  a  healthy 
study  of  visionary  ecstasy;  but  for  the 
purposes  of  a  boy  of  fifteen  Ivanhoe  and 
the  Templar  make  a  much  better  saint 
and  devil.  And  the  boy  of  fifteen  will 
find  this  out  for  himself  if  he  is  allowed 
to  wander  in  a  well-stocked  literary 
garden,  and  hear  bands  and  see  pictures 
and  spend  his  pennies  on  cinemato- 
graph shows.  His  choice  may  often  be 
rather  disgusting  to  his  elders  when  they 
want  him  to  choose  the  best  before  he  is 
ready  for  it.  The  greatest  Protestant 
Manifesto  ever  written,  as  far  as  I  know, 
is  Houston  Chamberlain's  Foundations 
of  the  Nineteenth  Century:  everybody 
capable  of  it  should  read  it.  Probably  the 
History  of  Maria  Monk  is  at  the  opposite 


PARENTS  AND  CHILDREN  (MISALLIANCE) 


101 


extreme  of  merit  (this  is  a  guess:  I  have 
never  read  it);  but  it  is  certain  that  a  boy 
let  loose  in  a  library  would  go  for  Maria 
Monk  and  have  no  use  whatever  for  Mr 
Chamberlain.  I  should  probably  have 
read  Maria  Monk  myself  if  I  had  not  had 
the  Arabian  Nights  and  their  like  to 
occupy  me  better.  In  art,  children,  like 
adults,  will  find  their  level  if  they  are  left 
free  to  find  it,  and  not  restricted  to  what 
adults  think  good  for  them.  Just  at 
present  our  young  people  are  going  mad 
over  ragtimes,  apparently  because  synco- 
pated rhythms  are  new  to  them.  If  they 
had  learnt  what  can  be  done  with  synco- 
pation from  Beethoven's  third  Leonora 
overture,  they  would  enjoy  the  ragtimes 
all  the  more;  but  they  would  put  them  in 
their  proper  place  as  amusing  vulgarities. 

ARTIST   IDOLATRY 

But  there  are  more  dangerous  in- 
fluences than  ragtimes  waiting  for  people 
brought  up  in  ignorance  of  fine  art. 
Nothing  is  more  pitiably  ridiculous  than 
the  wild  worship  of  artists  by  those  who 
have  never  been  seasoned  in  youth  to  the 
enchantments  of  art.  Tenors  and  prima 
donnas,  pianists  and  violinists,  actors 
and  actresses  enjoy  powers  of  seduction 
which  in  the  middle  ages  would  have 
exposed  them  to  the  risk  of  being  burnt 
for  sorcery.  But  as  they  exercise  this 
power  by  singing,  playing,  and  acting, 
no  great  harm  is  done  except  perhaps  to 
themselves.  Far  graver  are  the  powers 
enjoyed  by  brilliant  persons  who  are 
also  connoisseurs  in  art.  The  influence 
they  can  exercise  on  young  people  who 
have  been  brought  up  in  the  darkness 
and  wretchedness  of  a  home  without  art, 
and  in  whom  a  natural  bent  towards  art 
has  always  been  baffled  and  snubbed,  is 
incredible  to  those  who  have  not  wit- 
nessed and  understood  it.  He  (or  she) 
who  reveals  the  world  of  art  to  them 
opens  heaven  to  them.  They  become 
satellites,  disciples,  worshippers  of  the 


apostle.  Now  the  apostle  may  be  a  volup- 
tuary without  much  conscience.  Nature 
may  have  given  him  enough  virtue  to 
suffice  in  a  reasonable  environment.  But 
this  allowance  may  not  be  enough  to 
defend  him  against  the  temptation  and 
demoralization  of  finding  himself  a  little 
god  on  the  strength  of  what  ought  to  be 
a  quite  ordinary  culture.  He  may  find 
adorers  in  all  directions  in  our  unculti- 
vated society  among  people  of  stronger 
character  than  himself,  not  one  of  whom, 
if  they  had  been  artistically  educated, 
would  have  had  anything  to  learn  from 
him  or  regarded  him  as  in  any  way  extra- 
ordinary apart  from  his  actual  achieve- 
ments as  an  artist.  Tartuffe  is  not  always 
a  priest.  Indeed  he  is  not  always  a  rascal: 
he  is  often  a  weak  man  absurdly  credited 
with  omniscience  and  perfection,  and 
taking  unfair  advantages  only  because 
they  are  offered  to  him  and  he  is  too  weak 
to  refuse.  Give  everyone  his  culture,  and 
no  one  will  offer  him  more  than  his  due. 
In  thus  delivering  our  children  from 
the  idolatry  of  the  artist,  we  shall  not 
destroy  for  them  the  enchantment  of  art: 
on  the  contrary,  we  shall  teach  them  to 
demand  art  everywhere  as  a  condition 
attainable  by  cultivating  the  body,  mind, 
and  heart.  Art,  said  Morris,  is  the  ex- 
pression of  pleasure  in  work.  And  cer- 
tainly, when  work  is  made  detestable  by 
slavery,  there  is  no  art.  It  is  only  when 
learning  is  made  a  slavery  by  tyrannical 
teachers  that  art  becomes  loathsome  to 
the  pupil. 

"THE  MACHINE" 

When  we  set  to  work  at  a  Constitu- 
tion to  secure  freedom  for  children,  we 
had  better  bear  in  mind  that  the  children 
may  not  be  at  all  obliged  to  us  for  our 
pains.  Rousseau  said  that  men  are  born 
free;  and  this  dangerous  saying,  as  Rous- 
seau meant  it,  was  and  is  a  great  and  true 
saying;  yet  let  it  not  lead  us  into  the  error 
of  supposing  that  all  men  long  for  free- 
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dom  and  embrace  it  when  it  is  offered  to 
them.  On  the  contrary,  it  has  to  be  forced 
on  them;  and  even  then  they  will  give  it 
the  slip  if  it  is  not  religiously  inculcated 
and  strongly  safeguarded. 

Besides,  men  are  born  docile,  and  must 
in  the  nature  of  things  remain  so  with 
regard  to  everything  they  do  not  under- 
stand. Now  political  science  and  the  art 
of  government  are  among  the  things 
they  do  not  understand,  and  indeed  are 
not  at  present  allowed  to  understand. 
They  can  be  enslaved  by  a  system,  as  we 
are  at  present,  because  it  happens  to  be 
there,  and  nobody  understands  it.  An 
intelligently  worked  Capitalist  system, 
as  Comte  saw,  would  give  us  all  that 
most  of  us  are  intelligent  enough  to  want. 
What  makes  it  produce  such  unspeakably 
vile  results  is  that  it  is  an  automatic 
system  which  is  as  little  understood  by 
those  who  profit  by  it  in  money  as  by 
those  who  are  starved  and  degraded 
by  it:  our  millionaires  and  statesmen 
are  manifestly  no  more  "captains  of 
industry"  or  scientific  politicians  than 
our  bookmakers  are  mathematicians.  For 
some  time  past  a  significant  word  has 
been  coming  into  use  as  a  substitute  for 
Destiny,  Fate,  and  Providence.  It  is 
"The  Machine":  the  machine  that  has 
no  god  in  it.  Why  do  governments  do 
nothing  in  spite  of  reports  of  Royal 
Commissions  that  establish  the  most 
frightful  urgency?  Why  do  our  philan- 
thropic millionaires  do  nothing,  though 
they  are  ready  to  throw  bucketfuls  of 
gold  into  the  streets?  The  Machine  will 
not  let  them.  Always  The  Machine.  In 
short,  they  dont  know  how.  They  try 
to  reform  Society  as  an  old  lady  might 
try  to  restore  a  broken  down  locomotive 
by  prodding  it  with  a  knitting  needle. 
And  this  is  not  at  all  because  they  are 
born  fools,  but  because  they  have  been 
educated,  not  into  manhood  and  freedom, 
but  into  blindness  and  slavery  by  their 
parents  and  schoolmasters,  themselves 


the  victims  of  a  similar  misdirection,  and 
consequently  of  The  Machine.  They  do 
not  want  liberty.  They  have  not  been 
educated  to  want  it.  They  choose  slavery 
and  inequality;  and  all  the  other  evils  are 
automatically  added  to  them. 

And  yet  we  must  have  The  Machine.  It 
is  only  in  unskilled  hands  under  ignorant 
direction  that  machinery  is  dangerous. 
We  can  no  more  govern  modern  com- 
munities without  political  machinery  than 
we  can  feed  and  clothe  them  with- 
out industrial  machinery.  Shatter  The 
Machine,  and  you  get  Anarchy.  And 
yet  The  Machine  works  so  detestably 
at  present  that  we  have  people  who 
advocate  anarchy  and  call  themselves 
Anarchists. 

THE   PROVOCATION  TO   ANARCHISM 

The  Anarchists  are  right  when  they 
say  that  Governments,  like  school- 
masters, try  to  simplify  their  task  by 
destroying  liberty  and  glorifying  author- 
ity, especially  their  own.  But  the  diffi- 
culty of  combining  law  and  order  with 
free  institutions  is  not  a  natural  one.  It 
is  a  matter  of  inculcation.  If  people  are 
brought  up  to  be  slaves,  it  is  useless  and 
dangerous  to  let  them  loose  at  the  age 
of  twentyone  and  say  "Now  you  are 
free.*'  No  one  with  the  tamed  soul  and 
broken  spirit  of  a  slave  can  be  free.  It  is 
like  saying  to  a  laborer  brought  up  on 
a  family  income  of  thirteen  shillings  a 
week,  "Here  is  one  hundred  thousand 
pounds:  now  you  are  wealthy."  Nothing 
can  make  such  a  man  really  wealthy.  Free- 
dom and  wealth  are  difficult  and  respon- 
sible conditions  to  which  men  must  be 
accustomed  and  socially  trained  from 
birth.  A  nation  that  is  free  at  twentyone 
is  not  free  at  all;  just  as  a  man  first  en- 
riched at  fifty  remains  poor  all  his  life, 
even  if  he  does  not  curtail  it  by  drinking 
himself  to  death  in  the  first  wild  ecstasy 
of  being  able  to  swallow  as  much  as  he 
likes  for  the  first  time.  You  cannot  govern 
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men  brought  up  as  slaves  otherwise  than 
as  slaves  are  governed.  You  may  pile 
Bills  of  Right  and  Habeas  Corpus  Acts 
on  Great  Charters;  promulgate  American 
Constitutions;  burn  the  chateaux  and 
guillotine  the  seigneurs;  chop  off  the 
heads  of  kings  and  queens  and  set  up 
Democracy  on  the  ruins  of  feudalism: 
the  end  of  it  all  for  us  is  that  already  in 
the  twentieth  century  there  has  been  as 
much  brute  coercion  and  savage  in- 
tolerance, as  much  flogging  and  hanging, 
as  much  impudent  injustice  on  the  bench 
and  lustful  rancor  in  the  pulpit,  as  much 
nai've  resort  to  torture,  persecution,  and 
suppression  of  free  speech  and  freedom 
of  the  Press,  as  much  war,  as  much  of  the 
vilest  excess  of  mutilation,  rapine,  and 
delirious  indiscriminate  slaughter  of  help- 
less non-combatants,  old  and  young,  as 
much  prostitution  of  professional  talent, 
literary  and  political,  in  defence  of  mani- 
fest wrong,  as  much  cowardly  syco- 
phancy giving  fine  names  to  all  this  vil- 
lainy or  pretending  that  it  is  "greatly 
exaggerated,"  as  we  can  find  any  record 
of  from  the  days  when  the  advocacy  of 
liberty  was  a  capital  offence  and  Demo- 
cracy was  hardly  thinkable.  Democracy 
exhibits  the  vanity  of  Louis  XIV,  the 
savagery  of  Peter  of  Russia,  the  nepotism 
and  provinciality  of  Napoleon,  the  fickle- 
ness of  Catherine  II:  in  short,  all  the 
childishnesses  of  all  the  despots  without 
any  of  the  qualities  that  enabled  the 
greatest  of  them  to  fascinate  and  dominate 
their  contemporaries. 

And  the  flatterers  of  Democracy  are 
as  impudently  servile  to  the  successful, 
and  insolent  to  common  honest  folk,  as 
the  flatterers  of  the  monarchs.  Democracy 
in  America  has  led  to  the  withdrawal  of 
ordinary  refined  persons  from  politics; 
and  the  same  result  is  coming  in  England 
as  fast  as  we  make  Democracy  as  demo- 
cratic as  it  is  in  America.  This  is  true  also 
of  popular  religion:  it  is  so  horribly 
irreligious  that  nobody  with  the  smallest 
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pretence  to  culture,  or  the  least  inkling 
of  what  the  great  prophets  vainly  tried 
to  make  the  world  understand,  will  have 
anything  to  do  with  it  except  for  purely 
secular  reasons. 

IMAGINATION 

Before  we  can  clearly  understand  how 
baleful  is  this  condition  of  intimidation 
in  which  we  live,  it  is  necessary  to  clear 
up  the  confusion  made  by  our  use  of  the 
word  imagination  to  denote  two  very 
different  powers  of  mind.  One  is  the 
power  to  imagine  things  as  they  are  not: 
this  I  call  the  romantic  imagination.  The 
other  is  the  power  to  imagine  things  as 
they  are  without  actually  sensing  them; 
and  this  I  will  call  the  realistic  imagina- 
tion. Take  for  example  marriage  and 
war.  One  man  has  a  vision  of  perpetual 
bliss  with  a  domestic  angel  at  home,  and 
of  flashing  sabres,  thundering  guns, 
victorious  cavalry  charges,  and  routed 
enemies  in  the  field.  That  is  romantic 
imagination;  and  the  mischief  it  does  is 
incalculable.  It  begins  in  silly  and  selfish 
expectations  of  the  impossible,  and  ends 
in  spiteful  disappointment,  sour  griev- 
ance, cynicism,  and  misanthropic  resist- 
ance to  any  attempt  to  better  a  hopeless 
world.  The  wise  man  knows  that  imagina- 
tion is  not  only  a  means  of  pleasing  him- 
self and  beguiling  tedious  hours  with 
romances  and  fairy  tales  and  fools' 
paradises  (a  quite  defensible  and  delight- 
ful amusement  when  you  know  exactly 
what  you  are  doing  and  where  fancy  ends 
and  facts  begin),  but  also  a  means  of  fore- 
seeing and  being  prepared  for  realities  as 
yet  unexperienced,  and  of  testing  the 
feasibility  and  desirability  of  serious 
Utopias.  He  does  not  expect  his  wife  to 
be  an  angel;  nor  does  he  overlook  the 
facts  that  war  depends  on  the  rousing  of 
all  the  murderous  blackguardism  still 
latent  in  mankind;  that  every  victory 
means  a  defeat;  that  fatigue,  hunger, 
terror,  and  disease  are  the  raw  material 
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which  romancers  work  up  into  military 
glory;  and  that  soldiers  for  the  most  part 
go  to  war  as  children  go  to  school,  be- 
cause they  are  afraid  not  to.  They  are 
afraid  even  to  say  they  are  afraid,  as  such 
candor  is  punishable  by  death  in  the 
military  code. 

A  very  little  realistic  imagination  gives 
an  ambitious  person  enormous  power 
over  the  multitudinous  victims  of  the 
romantic  imagination.  For  the  romancer 
not  only  pleases  himself  with  fictitious 
glories:  he  also  terrifies  himself  with 
imaginary  dangers.  He  does  not  even 
picture  what  these  dangers  are:  he  con- 
ceives the  unknown  as  always  dangerous. 
When  you  say  to  a  realist  "You  must  do 
this"  or  "You  must  not  do  that/'  he  in- 
stantly asks  what  will  happen  to  him  if 
he  does  (or  does  not,  as  the  case  may  be). 
Failing  an  unromantic  convincing  answer, 
he  does  just  as  he  pleases  unless  he  can 
find  for  himself  a  real  reason  for  refrain- 
ing. In  short,  though  you  can  intimidate 
him,  you  cannot  bluff  him.  But  you  can 
always  bluff  the  romantic  person:  indeed 
his  grasp  of  real  considerations  is  so 
feeble  that  you  find  it  necessary  to  bluff 
him  even  when  you  have  solid  considera- 
tions to  offer  him  instead.  The  campaigns 
of  Napoleon,  with  their  atmosphere  of 
glory,  illustrate  this.  In  the  Russian 
campaign  Napoleon's  marshals  achieved 
miracles  of  bluff,  especially  Ney,  who, 
with  a  handful  of  men,  monstrously 
outnumbered,  repeatedly  kept  the  Russian 
troops  paralyzed  with  terror  by  pure 
bounce.  Napoleon  himself,  much  more 
a  realist  than  Ney  (that  was  why  he 
dominated  him),  would  probably  have 
surrendered;  for  sometimes  the  bravest 
of  the  brave  will  achieve  successes  never 
attempted  by  the  cleverest  of  the  clever. 
Wellington  was  a  completer  realist  than 
Napoleon.  It  was  impossible  to  persuade 
Wellington  that  he  was  beaten  until  he 
actually  was  beaten.  He  was  unbluffable; 
and  if  Napoleon  had  understood  the 


nature  of  Wellington's  strength  instead 
of  returning  Wellington's  snobbish  con- 
tempt for  him  by  an  academic  contempt 
for  Wellington,  he  would  not  have  left 
the  attack  at  Waterloo  to  Ney  and 
D'Erlon,  who,  on  that  field,  did  not 
know  when  they  were  beaten,  whereas 
Wellington  knew  precisely  when  he  was 
not  beaten.  The  unbluffable  would  have 
triumphed  anyhow,  probably,  because 
Napoleon  was  an  academic  soldier,  doing 
the  academic  thing  (the  attack  in  columns 
and  so  forth)  with  superlative  ability  and 
energy;  whilst  Wellington  was  an  original 
soldier  who,  instead  of  outdoing  the 
terrible  academic  columns  with  still  more 
terrible  and  academic  columns,  outwitted 
them  with  the  thin  red  line,  not  of  heroes, 
but,  as  this  uncompromising  realist  never 
hesitated  to  testify,  of  the  scum  of  the 
earth. 

GOVERNMENT   BY  BULLIES 

These  picturesque  martial  incidents 
are  being  reproduced  every  day  in  our 
ordinary  life.  We  are  bluffed  by  hardy 
simpletons  and  headstrong  bounders  as 
the  Russians  were  bluffed  by  Ney;  and 
our  Wellingtons  are  threadbound  by 
slave-democracy  as  Gulliver  was  thread- 
bound  by  the  Lilliputians.  We  are  a  mass 
of  people  living  in  a  submissive  routine 
to  which  we  have  been  drilled  from  our 
childhood.  When  you  ask  us  to  take  the 
simplest  step  outside  that  routine,  we  say 
shyly,  "Oh,  I  really  couldnt,"  or  "Oh, 
I  shouldnt  like  to,"  without  being  able 
to  point  out  the  smallest  harm  that  could 
possibly  ensue:  victims,  not  of  a  rational 
fear  of  real  dangers,  but  of  pure  abstract 
fear,  the  quintessence  of  cowardice,  the 
very  negation  of  "the  fear  of  God."  Dotted 
about  among  us  are  a  few  spirits  relatively 
free  from  this  inculcated  paralysis,  some- 
times because  they  are  half-witted,  some- 
times because  they  are  unscrupulously 
selfish,  sometimes  because  they  are 
realists  as  to  money  and  unimaginative 
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as  to  other  things,  sometimes  even  be- 
cause they  are  exceptionally  able,  but 
always  because  they  are  not  afraid  of 
shadows  nor  oppressed  with  nightmares. 
And  we  see  these  few  rising  as  if  by  magic 
into  power  and  affluence,  and  forming, 
with  the  millionaires  who  have  accident- 
ally gained  huge  riches  by  the  occasional 
windfalls  of  our  commerce,  the  govern- 
ing class.  Now  nothing  is  more  disastrous 
than  a  governing  class  that  does  not 
know  how  to  govern.  And  how  can  this 
rabble  of  the  casual  products  of  luck, 
cunning,  and  folly,  be  expected  to  know 
how  to  govern?  The  merely  lucky  ones 
and  the  hereditary  ones  do  not  owe  their 
position  to  their  qualifications  at  all.  As 
to  the  rest,  the  realism  which  seems  their 
essential  qualification  often  consists  not 
only  in  a  lack  of  romantic  imagination, 
which  lack  is  a  merit,  but  of  the  realistic, 
constructive,  Utopian  imagination,  which 
lack  is  a  ghastly  defect.  Freedom  from 
imaginative  illusion  is  therefore  no 
guarantee  whatever  of  nobility  of  char- 
acter: that  is  why  inculcated  submissive- 
ness  makes  us  slaves  to  people  much 
worse  than  ourselves,  and  why  it  is  so 
important  that  submissiveness  should  no 
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longer  be  inculcated. 

And  yet  as  long  as  you  have  the  com- 
pulsory school  as  we  know  it,  we  shall 
have  submissiveness  inculcated.  What 
is  more,  until  the  active  hours  of  child 
life  are  organized  separately  from  the 
active  hours  of  adult  life,  so  that  adults 
can  enjoy  the  society  of  children  in 
reason  without  being  tormented,  dis- 
turbed, harried,  burdened,  and  hindered 
in  their  work  by  them  as  they  would  be 
now  if  there  were  no  compulsory  schools 
and  no  children  hypnotized  into  the 
belief  that  they  must  tamely  go  to  them 
and  be  imprisoned  and  beaten  and  over- 
tasked in  them,  we  shall  have  schools 
under  one  pretext  or  another;  and  we 
shall  have  all  the  evil  consequences  and 
all  the  social  hopelessness  that  result 
from  turning  a  nation  of  potential  free- 
men and  freewomen  into  a  nation  of  two- 
legged  spoilt  spaniels  with  everything 
crushed  out  of  their  nature  except  dread 
of  the  whip.  Liberty  is  the  breath  of  life 
to  nations;  and  liberty  is  the  one  thing 
that  parents,  schoolmasters,  and  rulers 
spend  their  lives  in  extirpating  for  the 
sake  of  an  immediately  quiet  and  finally 
disastrous  life. 
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THE  ALLEVIATIONS   OF  MONOGAMY 


This  piece  is  not  an  argument  for  or 
against  polygamy.  It  is  a  clinical  study  of 
how  the  thing  actually  occurs  among 
quite  ordinary  people,  innocent  of  all  un- 
conventional views  concerning  it.  The 
enormous  majority  of  cases  in  real  life  are 
those  of  people  in  that  position.  Those 
who  deliberately  and  conscientiously  pro- 
fess what  are  oddly  called  advanced  views 
by  those  others  who  believe  them  to  be 
retrograde,  are  often,  and  indeed  mostly, 
the  last  people  in  the  world  to  engage  in 
unconventional  adventures  of  any  kind, 
not  only  because  they  have  neither  time 
nor  disposition  for  them,  but  because  the 
friction  set  up  between  the  individual 
and  the  community  by  the  expression  of 
unusual  views  of  any  sort  is  quite  enough 
hindrance  to  the  heretic  without  being 
complicated  by  personal  scandals.  Thus 
the  theoretic  libertine  is  usually  a  person 
of  blameless  family  life,whilst  the  practical 
libertine  is  mercilessly  severe  on  all  other 
libertines,  and  excessively  conventional 
in  professions  of  social  principle. 

What  is  more,  these  professions  are 
not  hypocritical:  they  are  for  the  most 
part  quite  sincere.  The  common  libertine, 
like  the  drunkard,  succumbs  to  a  tempta- 
tion which  he  does  not  defend,  and  against 
which  he  warns  others  with  an  earnest- 
ness proportionate  to  the  intensity  of  his 
own  remorse.  He  (or  she)  may  be  a  liar 
and  a  humbug,  pretending  to  be  better 
than  the  detected  libertines,  and  clamor- 
ing for  their  condign  punishment;  but  this 
is  mere  self-defence.  No  reasonable  per- 
son expects  the  burglar  to  confess  his  pur- 
suits, or  to  refrain  from  joining  in  the  cry 
of  Stop  Thief  when  the  police  get  on  the 
track  of  another  burglar.  If  society  chooses 


to  penalize  candor,  it  has  itself  to  thank 
if  its  attack  is  countered  by  falsehood. 
The  clamorous  virture  of  the  libertine  is 
therefore  no  more  hypocritical  than  the 
plea  of  Not  Guilty  which  is  allowed  to 
every  criminal.  But  one  result  is  that  the 
theorists  who  write  most  sincerely  and 
favorably  about  polygamy  know  least 
about  it;  and  the  practitioners  who  know 
most  about  it  keep  their  knowledge  very 
jealously  to  themselves.  Which  is  hardly 
fair  to  the  practice. 

INACCESSIBILITY   OF   THE   FACTS 

Also,  it  is  impossible  to  estimate  its 
prevalence.  A  practice  to  which  nobody 
confesses  may  be  both  universal  and  un- 
suspected, just  as  a  virtue  which  every- 
body is  expected,  under  heavy  penalties, 
to  claim,  may  have  no  existence.  It  is  often 
assumed — indeed  it  is  the  official  assump- 
tion of  the  Churches  and  the  divorce 
courts — that  a  gentleman  and  a  lady  can- 
not be  alone  together  innocently.  And 
that  is  manifest  blazing  nonsense,  though 
many  women  have  been  stoned  to  death 
in  the  east,  and  divorced  in  the  west,  on 
the  strength  of  it.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
innocent  and  conventional  people  who 
regard  gallant  adventures  as  crimes  of  so 
horrible  a  nature  that  only  the  most  de- 
praved and  desperate  characters  engage 
in  them  or  would  listen  to  advances  in 
that  direction  without  raising  an  alarm 
with  the  noisiest  indignation,  are  clearly 
examples  of  the  fact  that  most  sections  of 
society  do  not  know  how  the  other  sec- 
tions live.  Industry  is  the  most  effective 
check  on  gallantry.  Women  may,  as 
Napoleon  said,  be  the  occupation  of  the 
idle  man  just  as  men  are  the  preoccupation 
of  the  idle  woman;  but  the  mass  of  man- 
kind is  too  busy  and  too  poor  for  the  long 
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and  expensive  sieges  which  the  professed 
libertine  lays  to  virtue.  Still,  wherever 
there  is  idleness  or  even  a  reasonable 
supply  of  elegant  leisure  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  coquetry  and  philandering.  It  is  so 
much  pleasanter  to  dance  on  the  edge  of  a 
precipice  than  to  go  over  it  that  leisured 
society  is  full  of  people  who  spend  a  great 
part  of  their  lives  in  flirtation,  and  conceal 
nothing  but  the  humiliating  secret  that 
they  have  never  gone  any  further.  For 
there  is  no  pleasing  people  in  the  matter 
of  reputation  in  this  department:  every 
insult  is  a  flattery:  every  testimonial  is  a 
disparagement:  Joseph  is  despised  and 
promoted,  Potiphar's  wife  admired  and 
condemned:  in  short,  you  are  never  on 
solid  ground  until  you  get  away  from  the 
subject  altogether.  There  is  a  continual 
and  irreconcilable  conflict  between  the 
natural  and  conventional  sides  of  the  case, 
between  spontaneous  human  relations  be- 
tween independent  men  and  women  on 
the  one  hand  and  the  property  relation 
between  husband  and  wife  on  the  other, 
not  to  mention  the  confusion  under  the 
common  name  of  love  of  a  generous 
natural  attraction  and  interest  with  the 
murderous  jealousy  that  fastens  on  and 
clings  to  its  mate  (especially  a  hated  mate) 
as  a  tiger  fastens  on  a  carcase.  And  the 
confusion  is  natural;  for  these  extremes 
are  extremes  of  the  same  passion;  and 
most  cases  lie  somewhere  on  the  scale  be- 
tween them,  and  are  so  complicated  by 
ordinary  likes  and  dislikes,  by  incidental 
wounds  to  vanity  or  gratifications  of  it, 
and  by  class  feeling,  that  A  will  be  jealous 
of  B  and  not  of  C,  and  will  tolerate  in- 
fidelities on  the  part  of  D  whilst  being 
furiously  angry  when  they  are  committed 
byE. 

THE  CONVENTION   OF  JEALOUSY 

That  jealousy  is  independent  of  sex  is 
shewn  by  its  intensity  in  children,  and  by 
the  fact  that  very  jealous  people  are  jeal- 
ous of  everybody  without  regard  to  rela- 


tionship or  sex,  and  cannot  bear  to  hear 
the  person  they  "love"  speak  favorably 
of  anyone  under  any  circumstances  (many 
women,  for  instance,  are  much  more 
jealous  of  their  husbands'  mothers  and 
sisters  than  of  unrelated  women  whom 
they  suspect  him  of  fancying);  but  it  is 
seldom  possible  to  disentangle  the  two 
passions  in  practice.  Besides,  jealousy  is 
an  inculcated  passion,  forced  by  society 
on  people  in  whom  it  would  not  occur 
spontaneously.  In  Brieux's  Bourgeois  aux 
Champs,  the  benevolent  hero  finds  him- 
self detested  by  the  neighboring  peasants 
and  farmers,  not  because  he  preserves 
game,  and  sets  mantraps  for  poachers,  and 
defends  his  legal  rights  over  his  land  to 
the  extremest  point  of  unsocial  savagery, 
but  because,  being  an  amiable  and  public- 
spirited  person,  he  refuses  to  do  all  this, 
and  thereby  offends  and  disparages  the 
sense  of  property  in  his  neighbors.  The 
same  thing  is  true  of  matrimonial  jealousy: 
the  man  who  does  not  at  least  pretend  to 
feel  it,  and  behave  as  badly  as  if  he  really 
felt  it,  is  despised  and  insulted;  and  many 
a  man  has  shot  or  stabbed  a  friend  or  been 
shot  or  stabbed  by  him  in  a  duel,  or  dis- 
graced himself  and  ruined  his  own  wife  in 
a  divorce  scandal,  against  his  conscience, 
against  his  instinct,  and  to  the  destruction 
of  his  home,  solely  because  Society  con- 
spired to  drive  him  to  keep  its  own  lower 
morality  in  countenance  in  this  miserable 
and  undignified  manner. 

Morality  is  confused  in  such  matters. 
In  an  elegant  plutocracy,  a  jealous  hus- 
band is  regarded  as  a  boor.  Among  the 
tradesmen  who  supply  that  plutocracy 
with  its  meals,  a  husband  who  is  not  jeal- 
ous, and  refrains  from  assailing  his  rival 
with  his  fists,  is  regarded  as  a  ridiculous, 
contemptible,  and  cowardly  cuckold.  And 
the  laboring  class  is  divided  into  the  re- 
spectable section  which  takes  the  trades- 
man's view,  and  the  disreputable  section 
which  enjoys  the  license  of  the  plutocracy 
without  its  money:  creeping  below  the 
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law  as  its  exemplars  prance  above  it;  cut- 
ting down  all  expenses  of  respectability 
and  even  decency;  and  frankly  accepting 
squalor  and  disrepute  as  the  price  of 
anarchic  self-indulgence.  The  conflict  be- 
tween Malvolio  and  Sir  Toby,  between  the 
marquis  and  the  bourgeois,  the  cavalier 
and  the  puritan,  the  ascetic  and  the  volup- 
tuary, goes  on  continually,  and  goes  on  not 
only  between  class  and  class  and  individual 
and  individual,  but  in  the  selfsame  breast 
in  a  series  of  reactions  and  revulsions  in 
which  the  irresistible  becomes  the  unbear- 
able, and  the  unbearable  the  irresistible, 
until  none  of  us  can  say  what  our  char- 
acters really  are  in  this  respect. 

THE  MISSING  DATA  OF  A  SCIENTIFIC 
NATURAL  HISTORY   OF  MARRIAGE 

Of  one  thing  I  am  persuaded:  we  shall 
never  attain  to  a  reasonably  healthy  pub- 
lic opinion  on  sex  questions  until  we  offer, 
as  the  data  for  that  opinion,  our  actual 
conduct  and  our  real  thoughts  instead  of 
a  moral  fiction  which  we  agree  to  call 
virtuous  conduct,  and  which  we  then — 
and  here  comes  in  the  mischief — pretend 
is  our  conduct  and  our  thoughts.  If  the 
result  were  that  we  all  believed  one 
another  to  be  better  than  we  really  are, 
there  would  be  something  to  be  said  for 
it;  but  the  actual  result  appears  to  be  a 
monstrous  exaggeration  of  the  power  and 
continuity  of  sexual  passion.  The  whole 
world  shares  the  fate  of  Lucrezia  Borgia, 
who,  though  she  seems  on  investigation 
to  have  been  quite  a  suitable  wife  for  a 
modern  British  Bishop,  has  been  invested 
by  the  popular  historical  imagination  with 
all  the  extravagances  of  a  Messalina  or  a 
Cenci.  Writers  of  belles  lettres  who  are 
rash  enough  to  admit  that  their  whole 
life  is  not  one  constant  preoccupation 
with  adored  members  of  the  opposite  sex, 
and  who  even  countenance  La  Roche- 
foucauld's remark  that  very  few  people 
would  ever  imagine  themselves  in  love 
if  tkey  had  never  read  anything  about 


it,  are  gravely  declared  to  be  abnormal  or 
physically  defective  by  critics  of  crushing 
unadventurousness  and  domestication. 
French  authors  of  saintly  temperament 
are  forced  to  include  in  their  retinue 
countesses  of  ardent  complexion  with 
whom  they  are  supposed  to  live  in  sin. 
Sentimental  controversies  on  the  subject 
are  endless;  but  they  are  useless,  because 
nobody  tells  the  truth.  Rousseau  did  it  by 
an  extraordinary  effort,  aided  by  a  super- 
human faculty  for  human  natural  history; 
but  the  result  was  curiously  disconcerting 
because,  though  the  facts  were  so  con- 
ventionally shocking  that  people  felt  that 
they  ought  to  matter  a  great  deal,  they 
actually  mattered  very  little.  And  even  at 
that  everybody  pretends  not  to  believe 
him. 

ARTIFICIAL  RETRIBUTION 

The  worst  of  this  is  that  busybodies 
with  perhaps  rather  more  than  a  normal 
taste  for  mischief  are  continually  trying  to 
make  negligible  things  matter  as  much 
in  fact  as  they  do  in  convention  by  de- 
liberately inflicting  injuries — sometimes 
atrocious  injuries — on  the  parties  con- 
cerned. Few  people  have  any  knowledge 
of  the  savage  punishments  that  are  legally 
inflicted  for  aberrations  and  absurdities  to 
which  no  sanely  instructed  community 
would  call  any  attention.  We  create  an 
artificial  morality,  and  consequently  an 
artificial  conscience,  by  manufacturing 
disastrous  consequences  for  events  which, 
left  to  themselves,  would  do  very  little 
harm  (sometimes  not  any)  and  be  for- 
gotten in  a  few  days. 

But  the  artificial  morality  is  not  there- 
fore to  be  condemned  offhand.  In  many 
cases  it  may  save  mischief  instead  of 
making  it:  for  example,  though  the  hang- 
ing of  a  murderer  is  the  duplication  of  a 
murder,  yet  it  may  be  less  murderous 
than  leaving  the  matter  to  be  settled  by 
blood  feud  or  vendetta.  As  long  as  human 
nature  insists  on  revenge,  the  official 
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organization  and  satisfaction  of  revenge 
by  the  State  may  be  also  its  minimization. 
The  mischief  begins  when  the  official  re- 
venge persists  after  the  passion  it  satis- 
fies has  died  out  of  the  race.  Stoning  a 
woman  to  death  in  the  east  because  she 
has  ventured  to  marry  again  after  being 
deserted  by  her  husband  may  be  more 
merciful  than  allowing  her  to  be  mobbed 
to  death;  but  the  official  stoning  or  burn- 
ing of  an  adulteress  in  the  west  would  be 
an  atrocity,  because  few  of  us  hate  an 
adulteress  to  the  extent  of  desiring  such  a 
penalty,  or  of  being  prepared  to  take  the 
law  into  our  own  hands  if  it  were  with- 
held. Now  what  applies  to  this  extreme 
case  applies  also  in  due  degree  to  the 
other  cases.  Offences  in  which  sex  is  con- 
cerned are  often  needlessly  magnified  by 
penalties,  ranging  from  various  forms  of 
social  ostracism  to  long  sentences  of  penal 
servitude,  which  would  be  seen  to  be 
monstrously  disproportionate  to  the  real 
feeling  against  them  if  the  removal  of 
both  the  penalties  and  the  taboo  on  their 
discussion  made  it  possible  for  us  to 
ascertain  their  real  prevalence  and  esti- 
mation. Fortunately  there  is  one  outlet 
for  the  truth.  We  are  permitted  to  discuss 
in  jest  what  we  may  not  discuss  in  earnest. 
A  serious  comedy  about  sex  is  taboo:  a 
farcical  comedy  is  privileged. 

THE  FAVORITE   SUBJECT   OF   FARCICAL 
COMEDY 

The  little  piece  which  follows  this  pre- 
face accordingly  takes  the  form  of  a  farci- 
cal comedy,  because  it  is  a  contribution 
to  the  very  extensive  dramatic  literature 
which  takes  as  its  special  department  the 
gallantries  of  married  people.  The  stage 
has  been  preoccupied  by  such  affairs  for 
centuries,  not  only  in  the  jesting  vein  of 
Restoration  Comedy  and  Palais  Royal 
farce,  but  in  the  more  tragically  turned 
adulteries  of  the  Parisian  school  which 
dominated  the  stage  until  Ibsen  put  them 
out  of  countenance  and  relegated  them  to 


their  proper  place  as  articles  of  commerce. 
Their  continued  vogue  in  that  depart- 
ment maintains  the  tradition  that  adultery 
is  the  dramatic  subject/jar  excellence,  and 
indeed  that  a  play  that  is  not  about 
adultery  is  not  a  play  at  all.  I  was  con- 
sidered a  heresiarch  of  the  most  extrava- 
gant kind  when  I  expressed  my  opinion, 
at  the  outset  of  my  career  as  a  playwright, 
that  adultery  is  the  dullest  of  themes  on 
the  stage,  and  that  from  Francesca  and 
Paolo  down  to  the  latest  guilty  couple 
of  the  school  of  Dumas  fils,  the  roman- 
tic adulterers  have  all  been  intolerable 
bores. 

THE  PSEUDO   SEX  PLAY 

Later  on,  I  had  occasion  to  point  out 
to  the  defenders  of  sex  as  the  proper 
theme  of  drama,  that  though  they  were 
right  in  ranking  sex  as  an  intensely  in- 
teresting subject,  they  were  wrong  in 
assuming  that  sex  is  an  indispensable 
motive  in  popular  plays.  The  plays  of 
Moliere  are,  like  the  novels  of  the  Vic- 
torian epoch  or  Don  Quixote,  as  nearly 
sexless  as  anything  not  absolutely  in- 
human can  be;  and  some  of  Shakespear's 
plays  are  sexually  on  a  par  with  the  cen- 
sus: they  contain  women  as  well  as  men, 
and  that  is  all.  This  had  to  be  admitted; 
but  it  was  still  assumed  that  the  plays  of 
the  nineteenth  century  Paris  school  are, 
in  contrast  with  the  sexless  masterpieces, 
saturated  with  sex;  and  this  I  strenuously 
denied.  A  play  about  the  convention  that 
a  man  should  fight  a  duel  or  come  to 
fisticuffs  with  his  wife's  lover  if  she  has 
one,  or  the  convention  that  he  should 
strangle  her  like  Othello,  or  turn  her  out 
of  the  house  and  never  see  her  or  allow 
her  to  see  her  children  again,  or  the  con- 
vention that  she  should  never  be  spoken 
to  again  by  any  decent  person  and  should 
finally  drown  herself,  or  the  convention 
that  persons  involved  in  scenes  of  re- 
crimination or  confession  by  these  con- 
ventions should  call  each  other  certain 


no 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


abusive  names  and  describe  their  conduct 
as  guilty  and  frail  and  so  on:  all  these  may 
provide  material  for  very  effective  plays; 
but  such  plays  are  not  dramatic  studies 
of  sex:  one  might  as  well  say  that  Romeo 
and  Juliet  is  a  dramatic  study  of  phar- 
macy because  the  catastrophe  is  brought 
about  through  an  apothecary.  Duels  are 
not  sex;  divorce  cases  are  not  sex;  the 
Trade  Unionism  of  married  women  is  not 
sex.  Only  the  most  insignificant  fraction 
of  the  gallantries  of  married  people  pro- 
duce any  of  the  conventional  results;  and 
plays  occupied  wholly  with  the  conven- 
tional results  are  therefore  utterly  un- 
satisfying as  sex  plays,  however  interest- 
ing they  may  be  as  plays  of  intrigue  and 
plot  puzzles. 

The  world  is  finding  this  out  rapidly. 
The  Sunday  papers,  which  in  the  days 
when  they  appealed  almost  exclusively  to 
the  lower  middle  class  were  crammed 
with  police  intelligence,  and  more  especi- 
ally with  divorce  and  murder  cases,  now 
lay  no  stress  on  them;  and  police  papers 
which  confined  themselves  entirely  to 
such  matters,  and  were  once  eagerly  read, 
have  perished  through  the  essential  dul- 
ness  of  their  topics.  And  yet  the  interest 
in  sex  is  stronger  than  ever:  in  fact,  the 
literature  that  has  driven  out  the  journal- 
ism of  the  divorce  courts  is  a  literature 
occupied  with  sex  to  an  extent  and  with 
an  intimacy  and  frankness  that  would 
have  seemed  utterly  impossible  to  Thack- 
eray or  Dickens  if  they  had  been  told 
that  the  change  would  complete  itself 
within  fifty  years  of  their  own  time. 

ART  AND  MORALITY 

It  is  ridiculous  to  say,  as  inconsiderate 
amateurs  of  the  arts  do,  that  art  has  no- 
thing to  do  with  morality.  What  is  true  is 
that  the  artist's  business  is  not  that  of  the 
policeman;  and  that  such  factitious  con- 
sequences and  put-up  jobs  as  divorces  and 
executions  and  the  detective  operations 
that  lead  up  to  them  are  no  essential  part 


of  life,  though,  like  poisons  and  buttered 
slides  and  red-hot  pokers,  they  provide 
material  for  plenty  of  thrilling  or  amusing 
stories  suited  to  people  who  are  incapable 
of  any  interest  in  psychology.  But  the 
fine  artist  must  keep  the  policeman  out  of 
his  studies  of  sex  and  studies  of  crime.  It 
is  by  clinging  nervously  to  the  policeman 
that  most  of  the  pseudo  sex  plays  con- 
vince me  that  the  writers  have  either  never 
had  any  serious  personal  experience  of 
their  ostensible  subject,  or  else  have  never 
conceived  it  possible  that  the  stage  dare 
present  the  phenomena  of  sex  as  they 
appear  in  nature. 

THE  LIMITS   OF   STAGE   PRESENTATION 

But  the  stage  presents  much  more 
shocking  phenomena  than  those  of  sex. 
There  is,  of  course,  a  sense  in  which  you 
cannot  present  sex  on  the  stage,  just  as 
you  cannot  present  murder.  Macbeth 
must  no  more  really  kill  Duncan  than  he 
must  himself  be  really  slain  by  Macduff. 
But  the  feelings  of  a  murderer  can  be 
expressed  in  a  certain  artistic  conven- 
tion; and  a  carefully  prearranged  sword 
exercise  can  be  gone  through  with 
sufficient  pretence  of  earnestness  to  be 
accepted  by  the  willing  imaginations  of 
the  younger  spectators  as  a  desperate 
combat. 

The  tragedy  of  love  has  been  presented 
on  the  stage  in  the  same  way.  In  Tristan 
and  Isolde,  the  curtain  does  not,  as  in 
Romeo  and  Juliet,  rise  with  the  lark:  the 
whole  night  of  love  is  played  before  the 
spectators.  The  lovers  do  not  discuss 
marriage  in  an  elegantly  sentimental  way: 
they  utter  the  visions  and  feelings  that 
come  to  lovers  at  the  supreme  moments 
of  their  love,  totally  forgetting  that  there 
are  such  things  in  the  world  as  husbands 
and  lawyers  and  duelling  codes  and 
theories  of  sin  and  notions  of  propriety 
and  all  the  other  irrelevancies  which  pro- 
vide hackneyed  and  bloodless  material  for 
our  so-called  plays  of  passion. 
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PRUDERIES  OF  THE  FRENCH  STAGE 

To  all  stage  presentations  there  are 
limits.  If  Macduff  were  to  stab  Macbeth, 
the  spectacle  would  be  intolerable;  and 
even  the  pretence  which  we  allow  on  our 
stage  is  ridiculously  destructive  to  the 
illusion  of  the  scene.  Yet  pugilists  and 
gladiators  will  actually  fight  and  kill  in 
public  without  shame,  even  as  a  spectacle 
for  money.  But  no  sober  couple  of  lovers 
of  any  delicacy  could  endure  to  be 
watched.  We  in  England,  accustomed  to 
consider  the  French  stage  much  more 
licentious  than  the  British,  are  always  sur- 
prised and  puzzled  when  we  learn,  as  we 
may  do  any  day  if  we  come  within  reach 
of  such  information,  that  French  actors 
are  often  scandalized  by  what  they  con- 
sider the  indecency  of  the  English  stage, 
and  that  French  actresses  who  desire  a 
greater  license  in  appealing  to  the  sexual 
instincts  than  the  French  stage  allows 
them,  learn  English  and  establish  them- 
selves on  the  English  stage.  The  German 
and  Russian  stages  are  in  the  same  rela- 
tion to  the  French  and,  perhaps  more  or 
less,  all  the  Latin  stages.  The  reason  is 
that,  partly  from  a  want  of  respect  for  the 
theatre,  partly  from  a  sort  of  respect  for 
art  in  general  which  moves  them  to 
accord  moral  privileges  to  artists,  partly 
from  the  very  objectionable  tradition  that 
the  realm  of  art  is  Alsatia  and  the  con- 
templation of  works  of  art  a  holiday  from 
the  burden  of  virtue,  partly  because 
French  prudery  does  not  attach  itself  to 
the  same  points  of  behavior  as  British 
prudery,  and  has  a  different  code  of  the 
mentionable  and  the  unmentionable,  and 
for  many  other  reasons,  the  French  toler- 
ate plays  which  are  never  performed  in 
England  until  they  have  been  spoiled  by 
a  process  of  bowdlerization;  yet  French 
taste  is  more  fastidious  than  ours  as  to  the 
exhibition  and  treatment  on  the  stage  of 
the  physical  incidents  of  sex.  On  the 
French  stage  a  kiss  is  as  obvious  a  con- 


vention as  the  thrust  under  the  arm  by 
which  Macduff  runs  Macbeth  through.  It 
is  even  a  purposely  unconvincing  con- 
vention: the  actors  rather  insisting  that  it 
shall  be  impossible  for  any  spectator  to 
mistake  a  stage  kiss  for  a  real  one.  In 
England,  on  the  contrary,  realism  is  car- 
ried to  the  point  at  which  nobody  except 
the  two  performers  can  perceive  that  the 
caress  is  not  genuine.  And  here  the 
English  stage  is  certainly  in  the  right;  for 
whatever  question  there  arises  as  to  what 
incidents  are  proper  for  representation  on 
the  stage  or  not,  my  experience  as  a  play- 
goer leaves  me  in  no  doubt  that  once  it 
is  decided  to  represent  an  incident,  it  will 
be  offensive,  no  matter  whether  it  be  a 
prayer  or  a  kiss,  unless  it  is  presented  with 
a  convincing  appearance  of  sincerity. 

OUR  DISILLUSIVE   SCENERY 

For  example,  the  main  objection  to  the 
use  of  illusive  scenery  (in  most  modern 
plays  scenery  is  not  illusive:  everything 
visible  is  as  real  as  in  your  drawing  room 
at  home)  is  that  it  is  unconvincing;  whilst 
the  imaginary  scenery  with  which  the 
audience  transfigures  a  platform  or  tri- 
bune like  the  Elizabethan  stage  or  the 
Greek  stage  used  by  Sophocles,  is  quite 
convincing.  In  fact,  the  more  scenery  you 
have  the  less  illusion  you  produce.  The 
wise  playwright,  when  he  cannot  get  ab- 
solute reality  of  presentation,  goes  to  the 
other  extreme,  and  aims  at  atmosphere 
and  suggestion  of  mood  rather  than  at 
direct  simulative  illusion.  The  theatre,  as 
I  first  knew  it,  was  a  place  of  wings  and 
flats  which  destroyed  both  atmosphere 
and  illusion.  This  was  tolerated,  and  even 
intensely  enjoyed,  but  not  in  the  least 
because  nothing  better  was  possible;  for 
all  the  devices  employed  in  the  produc- 
tions of  Mr  Granville  Barker  or  Max 
Reinhardt  or  the  Moscow  Art  Theatre 
were  equally  available  for  Colley  Gibber 
and  Garrick,  except  the  intensity  of  our 
artificial  light.  When  Garrick  played 
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Richard  III  in  slashed  trunk  hose  and 
plumes,  it  was  not  because  he  believed 
that  the  Plantagenets  dressed  like  that,  or 
because  the  costumiers  could  not  have 
made  him  a  XV  century  dress  as  easily  as 
a  nondescript  combination  of  the  state 
robes  of  George  III  with  such  scraps  of 
older  fashions  as  seemed  to  playgoers  for 
some  reason  to  be  romantic.  The  charm 
of  the  theatre  in  those  days  was  its  make- 
believe.  It  has  that  charm  still,  not  only 
for  the  amateurs,  who  are  happiest  when 
they  are  most  unnatural  and  impossible 
and  absurd,  but  for  audiences  as  well.  I 
have  seen  performances  of  my  own  plays 
which  were  to  me  far  wilder  burlesques 
than  Sheridan's  Critic  or  Buckingham's 
Rehearsal;  yet  they  have  produced  sin- 
cere laughter  and  tears  such  as  the  most 
finished  metropolitan  productions  have 
failed  to  elicit.  Fielding  was  entirely  right 
when  he  represented  Partridge  as  enjoy- 
ing intensely  the  performance  of  the  king 
in  Hamlet  because  anybody  could  see  that 
the  king  was  an  actor,  and  resenting 
Garrick's  Hamlet  because  it  might  have 
been  a  real  man.  Yet  we  have  only  to  look 
at  the  portraits  of  Garrick  to  see  that  his 
performances  would  nowadays  seem  al- 
most as  extravagantly  stagey  as  his  cos- 
tumes. In  our  day  Calve's  intensely  real 
Carmen  never  pleased  the  mob  as  much 
as  the  obvious  fancy  ball  masquerading 
of  suburban  young  ladies  in  the  same 
character. 

HOLDING  THE  MIRROR  UP  TO  NATURE 

Theatrical  art  begins  as  the  holding  up 
to  Nature  of  a  distorting  mirror.  In  this 
phase  it  pleases  people  who  are  childish 
enough  to  believe  that  they  can  see  what 
they  look  like  and  what  they  are  when 
they  look  at  a  true  mirror.  Naturally  they 
think  that  a  true  mirror  can  teach  them 
nothing.  Only  by  giving  them  back  some 
monstrous  image  can  the  mirror  amuse 
them  or  terrify  them.  It  is  not  until  they 
grow  up  to  the  point  at  which  they  learn 


that  they  know  very  little  about  them- 
selves, and  that  they  do  not  see  themselves 
in  a  true  mirror  as  other  people  see  them, 
that  they  become  consumed  with  curiosity 
as  to  what  they  really  are  like,  and  begin 
to  demand  that  the  stage  shall  be  a  mirror 
of  such  accuracy  and  intensity  of  illumina- 
tion that  they  shall  be  able  to  get  glimpses 
of  their  real  selves  in  it,  and  also  learn  a 
little  how  they  appear  to  other  people. 

For  audiences  of  this  highly  developed 
class,  sex  can  no  longer  be  ignored  or 
conventionalized  or  distorted  by  the 
playwright  who  makes  the  mirror.  The 
old  sentimental  extravagances  and  the  old 
grossnesses  are  of  no  further  use  to  him. 
Don  Giovanni  and  Zerlina  are  not  gross: 
Tristan  and  Isolde  are  not  extravagant  or 
sentimental.  They  say  and  do  nothing 
that  you  cannot  bear  to  hear  and  see;  and 
yet  they  give  you,  the  one  pair  briefly  and 
slightly,  and  the  other  fully  and  deeply, 
what  passes  in  the  minds  of  lovers.  The 
love  depicted  may  be  that  of  a  philosophic 
adventurer  tempting  an  ignorant  country 
girl,  or  of  a  tragically  serious  poet  en- 
tangled with  a  woman  of  noble  capacity 
in  a  passion  which  has  become  for  them 
the  reality  of  the  whole  universe.  No 
matter:  the  thing  is  dramatized  and 
dramatized  directly,  not  talked  about  as 
something  that  happened  before  the  cur- 
tain rose,  or  that  will  happen  after  it  falls. 

FARCICAL  COMEDY  SHIRKING  ITS  SUBJECT 

Now  if  all  this  can  be  done  in  the  key 
of  tragedy  and  philosophic  comedy,  it 
can,  I  have  always  contended,  be  done  in 
the  key  of  farcical  comedy;  and  Overruled 
is  a  trifling  experiment  in  that  manner. 
Conventional  farcical  comedies  are  always 
finally  tedious  because  the  heart  of  them, 
the  inevitable  conjugal  infidelity,  is  al- 
ways evaded.  Even  its  consequences  are 
evaded.  Mr  Granville  Barker  has  pointed 
out  rightly  that  if  the  third  acts  of  our 
farcical  comedies  dared  to  describe  the 
consequences  that  would  follow  from  the 
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first  and  second  in  real  life,  they  would 
end  as  squalid  tragedies;  and  in  my 
opinion  they  would  be  greatly  improved 
thereby  even  as  entertainments;  for  I  have 
never  seen  a  three-act  farcical  comedy 
without  being  bored  and  tired  by  the 
third  act,  and  observing  that  the  rest  of 
the  audience  were  in  the  same  condition, 
though  they  were  not  vigilantly  intro- 
spective enough  to  find  that  out,  and  were 
apt  to  blame  one  another,  especially  the 
husbands  and  wives,  for  their  crossness. 
But  it  is  happily  by  no  means  true  that 
conjugal  infidelities  always  produce  tragic 
consequences,  or  that  they  need  produce 
even  die  unhappiness  which  they  often  do 
produce.  Besides,  the  more  momentous 
the  consequences,  the  more  interesting 
become  the  impulses  and  imaginations 
and  reasonings,  if  any,  of  the  people  who 
disregard  them.  If  I  had  an  opportunity  of 
conversing  with  the  ghost  of  an  executed 
murderer,  I  have  no  doubt  he  would  be- 
gin to  tell  me  eagerly  about  his  trial,  with 
the  names  of  the  distinguished  ladies  and 
gentlemen  who  honored  him  with  their 
presence  on  that  occasion,  and  then  about 
his  execution.  All  of  which  would  bore 
me  exceedingly.  I  should  say,  "My  dear 
sir:  such  manufactured  ceremonies  do  not 
interest  me  in  the  least.  I  know  how  a 
man  is  tried,  and  how  he  is  hanged.  I 
should  have  had  you  killed  in  a  much  less 
disgusting,  hypocritical,  and  unfriendly 
manner  if  the  matter  had  been  in  my 
hands.  What  I  want  to  know  about  is 
the  murder.  How  did  you  feel  when  you 
committed  it?  Why  did  you  do  it?  What 
did  you  say  to  yourself  about  it?  If,  like 
most  murderers,  you  had  not  been  hanged, 
would  you  have  committed  other  mur- 
ders? Did  you  really  dislike  the  victim, 
or  did  you  want  his  money,  or  did  you 
murder  a  person  whom  you  did  not  dis- 
like, and  from  whose  death  you  had  no- 
thing to  gain,  merely  for  the  sake  of  mur- 
dering? If  so  can  you  describe  the  charm 
to  me?  Does  it  come  upon  you  periodic- 


ally; or  is  it  chronic?  Has  curiosity  any- 
thing to  do  with  it?"  I  would  ply  him 
with  all  manner  of  questions  to  find  out 
what  murder  is  really  like;  and  I  should 
not  be  satisfied  until  I  had  realized  that  I, 
too,  might  commit  a  murder,  or  else  that 
there  is  some  specific  quality  present  in  a 
murderer  and  lacking  in  me.  And,  if  so, 
what  that  quality  is. 

In  just  the  same  way,  I  want  the  un- 
faithful husband  or  the  unfaithful  wife  in 
a  farcical  comedy  not  to  bother  me  with 
their  divorce  cases  or  the  stratagems  they 
employ  to  avoid  a  divorce  case,  but  to 
tell  me  how  and  why  married  couples  are 
unfaithful.  I  dont  want  to  hear  the  lies 
they  tell  one  another  to  conceal  what  they 
have  done,  but  the  truths  they  tell  one 
another  when  they  have  to  face  what  they 
have  done  without  concealment  or  excuse. 
No  doubt  prudent  and  considerate  people 
conceal  such  adventures,  when  they  can, 
from  those  who  are  most  likely  to  be 
wounded  by  them;  but  it  is  not  to  be  pre- 
sumed that,  when  found  out,  they  neces- 
sarily disgrace  themselves  by  irritating 
lies  and  transparent  subterfuges. 

My  playlet,  which  I  offer  as  a  model  to 
all  future  writers  of  farcical  comedy,  may 
now,  I  hope,  be  read  without  shock.  I 
may  just  add  that  Mr  Sibthorpe  Juno's 
view  that  morality  demands,  not  that  we 
should  behave  morally  (an  impossibility 
to  our  sinful  nature)  but  that  we  shall  not 
attempt  to  defend  our  immoralities,  is  a 
standard  view  in  England,  and  was  ad- 
vanced in  all  seriousness  by  an  earnest 
and  distinguished  British  moralist  shortly 
after  the  first  performance  of  Overruled. 
My  objection  to  that  aspect  of  the  doc- 
trine of  original  sin  is  that  no  necessary 
and  inevitable  operation  of  human  nature 
can  reasonably  be  regarded  as  sinful  at 
all,  and  that  a  morality  which  assumes  the 
contrary  is  an  absurd  morality,  and  can 
be  kept  in  countenance  only  by  hypocrisy. 
When  people  were  ashamed  of  sanitary 
problems,  and  refused  to  face  them,  leav- 
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ing  them  to  solve  themselves  clandes- 
tinely in  dirt  and  secrecy,  the  solution 
arrived  at  was  the  Black  Death.  A  similar 
policy  as  to  sex  problems  has  solved  itself 
by  an  even  worse  plague  than  the  Black 


salvarsan,  but  sound  moral  hygiene,  the 
first  foundation  of  which  is  the  discontinu- 
ance of  our  habit  of  telling  not  only  the 
comparatively  harmless  lies  that  we  know 
we  ought  not  to  tell,  but  the  ruinous  lies 


Death;  and  the  remedy  for  that  is  not  I  that  we  foolishly  think  we  ought  to  tell. 


IV 
MAJOR  BARBARA 
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FIRST  AID  TO   CRITICS 


Before  dealing  with  the  deeper  aspects 
of  Major  Barbara,  let  me,  for  the  credit  of 
English  literature,  make  a  protest  against 
an  unpatriotic  habit  into  which  many  of 
my  critics  have  fallen.  Whenever  my 
view  strikes  them  as  being  at  all  outside 
the  range  of,  say,  an  ordinary  suburban 
churchwarden,  they  conclude  that  I  am 
echoing  Schopenhauer,  Nietzsche,  Ibsen, 
Strindberg,  Tolstoy,  or  some  other  heresi- 
arch  in  northern  or  eastern  Europe. 

I  confess  there  is  something  flattering 
in  this  simple  faith  in  my  accomplishment 
as  a  linguist  and  my  erudition  as  a  philo- 
sopher. But  I  cannot  countenance  the 
assumption  that  life  and  literature  are  so 
poor  in  these  islands  that  we  must  go 
abroad  for  all  dramatic  material  that  is 
not  common  and  all  ideas  that  are  not 
superficial.  I  therefore  venture  to  put  my 
critics  in  possession  of  certain  facts  con- 
cerning my  contact  with  modern  ideas. 

About  half  a  century  ago,  an  Irish 
novelist,  Charles  Lever,  wrote  a  story 
/  entitled  A  Day's  Ride:  A  Life's  Romance. 
It  was  published  by  Charles  Dickens  in 
Household  Words,  and  proved  so  strange 
to  the  public  taste  that  Dickens  pressed 
Lever  to  make  short  work  of  it.  I  read 
scraps  of  this  novel  when  I  was  a  child; 
and  it  made  an  enduring  impression  on 
me.  The  hero  was  a  very  romantic  hero, 
trying  to  live  bravely,  chivalrously,  and 
powerfully  by  dint  of  mere  romance- fed 
imagination,  without  courage,  without 
means,  without  knowledge,  without  skill, 
without  anything  real  except  his  bodily 
appetites.  Even  in  my  childhood  I  found 
in  this  poor  devil's  unsuccessful  en- 
counters with  the  facts  of  life,  a  poignant 
quality  that  romantic  fiction  lacked.  The 


book,  in  spite  of  its  first  failure,  is  not 
dead:  I  saw  its  title  the  other  day  in  the 
catalogue  of  Tauchnitz. 

Now  why  is  it  that  when  I  also  deal 
in  the  tragi-comic  irony  of  the  conflict 
between  real  life  and  the  romantic  imag- 
ination, critics  never  affiliate  me  to  my 
countryman  and  immediate  forerunner, 
Charles  Lever,  whilst  they  confidently 
derive  me  from  a  Norwegian  author  of 
whose  language  I  do  not  know  three 
words,  and  of  whom  I  knew  nothing 
until  years  after  the  Shavian  Anschauung 
was  already  unequivocally  declared  in 
books  full  of  what  came,  ten  years  later, 
to  be  perfunctorily  labelled  Ibsenism? 
I  was  not  Ibsenist  even  at  second  hand; 
for  Lever,  though  he  may  have  read  Henri 
Beyle,  alias  Stendhal,  certainly  never 
read  Ibsen.  Of  the  books  that  made 
Lever  popular,  such  as  Charles  O'Malley 
and  Harry  Lorrequer,  I  know  nothing 
but  the  names  and  some  of  the  illustra- 
tions. But  the  story  of  the  day's  ride  and 
life's  romance  of  Potts  (claiming  alliance 
with  Pozzo  di  Borgo)  caught  me  and 
fascinated  me  as  something  strange  and 
significant,  though  I  already  knew  all 
about  Alnaschar  and  Don  Quixote  and 
Simon  Tappertit  and  many  another  ro- 
mantic hero  mocked  by  reality.  From  the 
plays  of  Aristophanes  to  the  tales  of 
Stevenson  that  mockery  has  been  made 
familiar  to  all  who  are  properly  saturated 
with  letters. 

Where,  then,  was  the  novelty  in 
Lever's  tale?  Partly,  I  think,  in  a  new 
seriousness  in  dealing  with  Potts's  disease. 
Formerly,  the  contrast  between  madness 
and  sanity  was  deemed  comic:  Hogarth 
shews  us  how  fashionable  people  went 
in  parties  to  Bedlam  to  laugh  at  the 
lunatics.  I  myself  have  had  a  village  idiot 
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exhibited  to  me  as  something  irresistibly 
funny.  On  the  stage  the  madman  was 
once  a  regular  comic  figure:  that  was  how 
Hamlet  got  his  opportunity  before  Shake- 
spear  touched  him.  The  originality  of 
Shakespear's  version  lay  in  his  taking 
the  lunatic  sympathetically  and  seriously, 
and  thereby  making  an  advance  towards 
the  eastern  consciousness  of  the  fact  that 
lunacy  may  be  inspiration  in  disguise, 
since  a  man  who  has  more  brains  than 
his  fellows  necessarily  appears  as  mad  to 
them  as  one  who  has  less.  But  Shakespear 
did  not  do  for  Pistol  and  Parolles  what  he 
did  for  Hamlet.  The  particular  sort  of 
madman  they  represented,  the  romantic 
make-believer,  lay  outside  the  pale  of 
sympathy  in  literature:  he  was  pitilessly 
despised  and  ridiculed  here  as  he  was  in 
the  east  under  the  name  of  Alnaschar,  and 
was  doomed  to  be,  centuries  later,  under 
the  name  of  Simon  Tappertit.  When 
Cervantes  relented  over  Don  Quixote, 
and  Dickens  relented  over  Pickwick, 
they  did  not  become  impartial:  they 
simply  changed  sides,  and  became  friends 
and  apologists  where  they  had  formerly 
been  mockers. 

In  Lever's  story  there  is  a  real  change 
of  attitude.  There  is  no  relenting  towards 
Potts:  he  never  gains  our  affections  like 
Don  Quixote  and  Pickwick:  he  has  not 
even  the  infatuate  courage  of  Tappertit. 
But  we  dare  not  laugh  at  him,  because, 
somehow,  we  recognize  ourselves  in 
Potts.  We  may,  some  of  us,  have  enough 
nerve,  enough  muscle,  enough  luck, 
enough  tact  or  skill  or  address  or  know- 
ledge to  carry  things  off  better  than  he 
did;  to  impose  on  the  people  who  saw 
through  him;  to  fascinate  Katinka  (who 
cut  Potts  so  ruthlessly  at  the  end  of  the 
story);  but  for  all  that,  we  know  that 
Potts  plays  an  enormous  part  in  ourselves 
and  in  the  world,  and  that  the  social 
problem  is  not  a  problem  of  story-book 
heroes  of  the  older  pattern,  but  a  problem 
of  Pottses,  and  of  how  to  make  men  of 


them.  To  fall  back  on  my  old  phrase,  we 
have  the  feeling — one  that  Alnaschar, 
Pistol,  Parolles,  and  Tappertit  never 
gave  us — that  Potts  is  a  piece  of  really 
scientific  natural  history  as  distinguished 
from  funny  story  telling.  His  author  is 
not  throwing  a  stone  at  a  creature  of 
another  and  inferior  order,  but  making 
a  confession,  with  the  effect  that  the 
stone  hits  each  of  us  full  in  the  conscience 
and  causes  our  self-esteem  to  smart  very 
sorely.  Hence  the  failure  of  Lever's  book 
to  please  the  readers  of  Household 
Words.  That  pain  in  the  self-esteem  now- 
adays causes  critics  to  raise  a  cry  of 
Ibsenism.  I  therefore  assure  them  that  the 
sensation  first  came  to  me  from  Lever  and 
may  have  come  to  him  from  Beyle,  or  at 
least  out  of  the  Stendhalian  atmosphere. 
I  exclude  the  hypothesis  of  complete 
originality  on  Lever's  part,  because  a  man 
can  no  more  be  completely  original  in 
that  sense  than  a  tree  can  grow  out  of  air. 
Another  mistake  as  to  my  literary 
ancestry  is  made  whenever  I  violate  the 
romantic  convention  that  all  women  are 
angels  when  they  are  not  devils;  that 
they  are  better  looking  than  men;  that 
their  part  in  courtship  is  entirely  passive; 
and  that  the  human  female  form  is  the 
most  beautiful  object  in  nature.  Schopen- 
hauer wrote  a  splenetic  essay  which,  as  it 
is  neither  polite  nor  profound,  was  prob- 
ably intended  to  knock  this  nonsense 
violently  on  the  head.  A  sentence  de- 
nouncing the  idolized  form  as  ugly  has 
been  largely  quoted.  The  English  critics 
have  read  that  sentence;  and  I  must  here 
affirm,  with  as  much  gentleness  as  the 
implication  will  bear,  that  it  has  yet  to 
be  proved  that  they  have  dipped  any 
deeper.  At  all  events,  whenever  an 
English  playwright  represents  a  young 
and  marriageable  woman  as  being  any- 
thing but  a  romantic  heroine,  he  is  dis- 
posed of  without  further  thought  as  an 
echo  of  Schopenhauer.  My  own  case  is  a 
specially  hard  one,  because,  when  I  im- 
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plore  the  critics  who  are  obsessed  with 
the  Schopenhauerian  formula  to  remem- 
ber that  playwrights,  like  sculptors,  study 
their  figures  from  life,  and  not  from  philo- 
sophic essays,  they  reply  passionately 
that  I  am  not  a  playwright  and  that  my 
stage  figures  do  not  live.  But  even  so,  I 
may  and  do  ask  them  why,  if  they  must 
give  the  credit  of  my  plays  to  a  philo- 
sopher, they  do  not  give  it  to  an  English 
philosopher?  Long  before  I  ever  read  a 
word  by  Schopenhauer,  or  even  knew 
whether  he  was  a  philosopher  or  a 
chemist,  the  Socialist  revival  of  the  eight- 
een-eighties  brought  me  into  contact, 
both  literary  and  personal,  with  Ernest 
Belfort  Bax,  an  English  Socialist  and 
philosophic  essayist,  whose  handling  of 
modern  feminism  would  provoke  ro- 
mantic protests  from  Schopenhauer  him- 
self, or  even  Strindberg.  As  a  matter  of 
fact  I  hardly  noticed  Schopenhauer's  dis- 
paragements of  women  when  they  came 
under  my  notice  later  on,  so  thoroughly 
had  Bax  familiarized  me  with  the  homoist 
attitude,  and  forced  me  to  recognize  the 
extent  to  which  public  opinion,  and  con- 
sequently legislation  and  jurisprudence, 
is  corrupted  by  feminist  sentiment. 

Belfort  Bax's  essays  were  not  confined 
to  the  Feminist  question.  He  was  a  ruth- 
less critic  of  current  morality.  Other 
writers  have  gained  sympathy  for  dra- 
matic criminals  by  eliciting  the  alleged 
"soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil";  but 
Bax  would  propound  some  quite  un- 
dramatic  and  apparently  shabby  viola- 
tion of  our  commercial  law  and  morality, 
and  not  merely  defend  it  with  the  most 
disconcerting  ingenuity,  but  actually 
prove  it  to  be  a  positive  duty  that  nothing 
but  the  certainty  of  police  persecution 
should  prevent  every  right-minded  man 
from  at  once  doing  on  principle.  The 
Socialists  were  naturally  shocked,  being 
for  the  most  part  morbidly  moral  people; 
but  at  all  events  they  were  saved  later 
on  from  the  delusion  that  nobody  but 
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Nietzsche  had  ever  challenged  our  mer- 
canto-Christian  morality.  I  first  heard 
the  name  of  Nietzsche  from  a  German 
mathematician,  Miss  Borchardt,  who  had 
read  my  Quintessence  of  Ibsenism,  and 
told  me  that  she  saw  what  I  had  been 
reading:  namely,  Nietzsche's  Jenseits  von 
Gut  und  Bose.  Which  I  protest  I  had 
never  seen,  and  could  not  have  read  with 
any  comfort,  for  want  of  the  necessary 
German,  if  I  had  seen  it. 

Nietzsche,  like  Schopenhauer,  is  the 
victim  in  England  of  a  single  much 
quoted  sentence  containing  the  phrase 
"big  blonde  beast."  On  the  strength  of 
this  alliteration  it  is  assumed  that 
Nietzsche  gained  his  European  reputa- 
tion by  a  senseless  glorification  of  selfish 
bullying  as  the  rule  of  life,  just  as  it  is 
assumed,  on  the  strength  of  the  single 
word  Superman  (TJbermensch)  borrowed 
by  me  from  Nietzsche,  that  I  look  for  the 
salvation  of  society  to  the  despotism  of 
a  single  Napoleonic  Superman,  in  spite 
of  my  careful  demonstration  of  the  folly 
of  that  outworn  infatuation.  But  even 
the  less  recklessly  superficial  critics  seem 
to  believe  that  the  modern  objection  to 
Christianity  as  a  pernicious  slave-moral- 
ity was  first  put  forward  by  Nietzsche.  It 
was  familiar  to  me  before  I  ever  heard 
of  Nietzsche.  The  late  Captain  Wilson, 
author  of  several  queer  pamphlets,  pro- 
pagandist of  a  metaphysical  system  called 
Comprehensionism,  and  inventor  of  the 
term  "Crosstianity"  to  distinguish  the 
retrograde  element  in  Christendom,  was 
wont  thirty  years  ago,  in  the  discussions 
of  the  Dialectical  Society,  to  protest 
earnestly  against  the  beatitudes  of  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount  as  excuses  for 
cowardice  and  servility,  as  destructive  of 
our  will,  and  consequently  of  our  honor 
and  manhood.  Now  it  is  true  that  Captain 
Wilson's  moral  criticism  of  Christianity 
was  not  a  historical  theory  of  it,  like 
Nietzsche's;  but  this  objection  cannot  be 
made  to-Stuart-Glennie,  the  successor  of 
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Buckle  as  a  philosophic  historian,  who 
devoted  his  life  to  the  elaboration  and 
propagation  of  his  theory  that  Christian- 
ity is  part  of  an  epoch  (or  rather  an  aber- 
ration, since  it  began  as  recently  as 
6000  B.C.  and  is  already  collapsing)  pro- 
duced by  the  necessity  in  which  the 
numerically  inferior  white  races  found 
themselves  to  impose  their  domination 
on  the  colored  races  by  priestcraft,  mak- 
ing a  virtue  and  a  popular  religion  of 
drudgery  and  submissiveness  in  this 
world  not  only  as  a  means  of  achieving 
saintliness  of  character  but  of  securing  a 
reward  in  heaven.  Here  was  the  slave- 
morality  view  formulated  by  a  Scotch 
philosopher  of  my  acquaintance  long 
before  we  all  began  chattering  about 
Nietzsche. 

As  Stuart-Glennie  traced  the  evolution 
of  society  to  the  conflict  of  races,  his 
theory  made  some  sensation  among 
Socialists  —  that  is,  among  the  only 
people  who  were  seriously  thinking  about 
historical  evolution  at  all — by  its  collision 
with  the  class-conflict  theory  of  Karl 
Marx.  Nietzsche,  as  I  gather,  regarded  the 
slave-morality  as  having  been  invented 
and  imposed  on  the  world  by  slaves 
making  a  virtue  of  necessity  and  a  re- 
ligion of  their  servitude.  Stuart-Glennie 
regarded  the  slave-morality  as  an  inven- 
tion of  the  superior  white  race  to  subju- 
gate the  minds  of  the  inferior  races  whom 
they  wished  to  exploit,  and  who  would 
have  destroyed  them  by  force  of  num- 
bers if  their  minds  had  not  been  subju- 
gated. As  this  process  is  in  operation  still, 
and  can  be  studied  at  first  hand  not  only 
in  our  Church  schools  and  in  the  struggle 
between  our  modern  proprietary  classes 
and  the  proletariat,  but  in  the  part  played 
by  Christian  missionaries  in  reconciling 
the  black  races  of  Africa  to  their  subju- 
gation by  European  Capitalism,  we  can 
judge  for  ourselves  whether  the  initiative 
came  from  above  or  below.  My  object 
here  is  not  to  argue  the  historical  point, 


but  simply  to  make  our  theatre  critics 
ashamed  of  their  habit  of  treating  Britain 
as  an  intellectual  void,  and  assuming  that 
every  philosophical  idea,  every  historic 
theory,  every  criticism  of  our  moral, 
religious,  and  juridical  institutions,  must 
necessarily  be  either  a  foreign  import,  or 
else  a  fantastic  sally  (in  rather  question- 
able taste)  totally  unrelated  to  the  exist- 
ing body  of  thought.  I  urge  them  to  re- 
member that  this  body  of  thought  is  the 
slowest  of  growths  and  the  rarest  of 
blossomings,  and  that  if  there  be  such  a 
thing  on  the  philosophic  plane  as  a 
matter  of  course,  it  is  that  no  individual 
can  make  more  than  a  minute  contribu- 
tion to  it.  In  fact,  their  conception  of 
clever  persons  parthenogenetically  bring- 
ing forth  complete  original  cosmogonies 
by  dint  of  sheer  "brilliancy"  is  part  of 
that  ignorant  credulity  which  is  the  de- 
spair of  the  honest  philosopher,  and  die 
opportunity  of  the  religious  impostor. 

THE   GOSPEL   OF   ST  ANDREW 
UNDERSHAFT 

It  is  this  credulity  that  drives  me  to 
help  my  critics  out  with  Major  Barbaja 
by  telling  them  what  to  say  about  it^ln 
the  millionaire  Undershaft  I  have  repre- 
sented a  man  who  has  become  intellectu- 
ally and  spiritually  as  well  as  practically 
conscious  of  the  irresistible  natural  truth 
which  we  all  abhor  and  repudiate:  to  wit, 
that  the  greatest  of  our  evils,  and  the 
worst  of  our  crimes  is  poverty,  and  that 
our  first  duty,  to  which  every  other  con- 
sideration should  be  sacrificed,  is  not  to 
be  poor.  "Poor  btjt  honest/'  "the  re- 
spectable poor,"  and  such  phrases  are  as 
intolerable  and  as  immoral  as  "drunken 
but  amiable,"  "fraudulent  but  a  good 
after-dinner  speaker,"  "splendidly  crimi- 
nal," or  the  like.  Security,  the  chief  pre- 
tence of  civilization,  cannot  exist  where 
the  worst  of  dangers,  the  danger  of 
poverty,  hangs  over  everyone's  head,  and 
where  the  alleged  protection  of  our  per- 
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sons  from  violence  is  only  an  accidental 
result  of  the  existence  of  a  police  force 
whose  real  business  is  to  force  the  poor 
man  to  see  his  children  starve  wljilslidlg^ 
people  overfeed  pet  dogs  with  the  money 
that  might  feed  and  clothe  them. 

It  is  exceedingly  difficult  to  make  people 
realize  that  an  evil  is  an  evil.  For  instance, 
we  seize  a  man  and  deliberately  do  him  a 
malicious  injury:  say,  imprison  him  for 
years.  One  would  not  suppose  that  it 
needed  any  exceptional  clearness  of  wit 
to  recognize  in  this  an  act  of  diabolical 
cruelty.  But  in  England  such  a  recog- 
nition provokes  a  stare  of  surprise,  fol- 
lowed by  an  explanation  that  the  outrage 
is  punishment  or  justice  or  something 
else  that  is  all  right,  or  perhaps  by  a 
heated  attempt  to  argue  that  we  should 
all  be  robbed  and  murdered  in  our  beds  if 
such  stupid  villainies  as  sentences  of  im- 
prisonment were  not  committed  daily.  It 
is  useless  to  argue  that  even  if  this  were 
true,  which  it  is  not,  the  alternative  to 
adding  crimes  of  our  own  to  the  crimes 
from  which  we  suffer  is  not  helpless  sub- 
mission. Chickenpox  is  an  evil;  but  if  I 
were  to  declare  that  we  must  either  sub- 
mit to  it  or  else  repress  it  sternly  by  seiz- 
ing everyone  who  suffers  from  it  and 
punishing  them  by  inoculation  with 
smallpox,  I  should  be  laughed  at;  for 
though  nobody  could  deny  that  the  result 
would  be  to  prevent  chickenpox  to  some 
extent  by  making  people  avoid  it  much 
more  carefully,  and  to  effect  a  further 
apparent  prevention  by  making  them  con- 
ceal it  very  anxiously,  yet  people  would 
have  sense  enough  to  see  that  the  deliber- 
ate propagation  of  smallpox  was  a  creation 
of  evil,  and  must  therefore  be  ruled  out 
in  favor  o/  purely  humane  and  hygienic 
measures.(Y£tin  the  precisely  parallel  case 
of  a  man  breaking  into  my  house  and  steal- 
ing my  wife's  diamonds  I  am  expected  as 
a  matter  of  course  to  steal  ten  years  of  his 
life,  torturing  him  all  the  time.  If  he  tries 
to  defeat  that  monstrous  retaliation  by 
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shooting  me,  my  survivors  hang  him/The 
net  result  suggested  by  the  police  statistics 
is  that  we  inflict  atrocious  injuries  on  the 
burglars  we  catch  in  order  to  make  the 
rest  take  effectual  precautions  against 
detection;  so  that  instead  of  saving  our 
wives'  diamonds  from  burglary  we  only 
greatly  decrease  our  chances  of  ever  get- 
ting them  back,  and  increase  our  chances 
of  being  shot  by  the  robber  if  we  are  un- 
lucky enough  to  disturb  him  at  his  work* 

But  the  thoughtless  wickedness  with 
which  we  scatter  sentences  of  imprison- 
ment, torture  in  the  solitary  cell  and  on 
the  plank  bed,  and  flogging,  on  moral 
invalids  and  energetic  rebels,  is  as  nothing 
compared  to  the  silly  levity  with  which 
we  tolerate  poverty  as  if  it  were  either  a 
wholesome  tonic  for  lazy  people  or  else 
a  virtue  to  be  embraced  as  St  Francis  em- 
braced it.  If  a  man  is  indolent,  let  him  be 
poor.  If  he  is  drunken,  let  him  be  poor. 
If  he  is  not  a  gentleman,  let  him  be  poor. 
If  he  is  addicted  to  the  fine  arts  or  to  pure 
science  instead  of  to  trade  and  finance,  let 
him  be  poor.  If  he  chooses  to  spend  his 
urban  eighteen  shillings  a  week  or  his 
agricultural  thirteen  shillings  a  week  on 
his  beer  and  his  family  instead  of  saving 
it  up  for  his  old  age,  let  him  be  poor.  Let 
nothing  be  done  for  "the  undeserving": 
let  him  be  poor.  Serve  him  right!  Also 
— somewhat  inconsistently — blessed  are 
the  poor! 

Now  what  does  this  Let  Him  Be  Poor 
mean?  It  means  let  him  be  weak.  Let  him 
be  ignorant.  Let  him  become  a  nucleus  of 
disease.  Let  him  be  a  standing  exhibition 
and  example  of  ugliness  and  dirt.  Let  him 
have  rickety  children.  Let  him  be  cheap, 
and  drag  his  fellows  down  to  his  own 
price  by  selling  himself  to  do  their  work. 
Let  his  habitations  turn  our  cities  into 
poisonous  congeries  of  slums.  Let  his 
daughters  infect  our  young  men  with  the 
diseases  of  the  streets,  and  his  sons  re- 
venge him  by  turning  the  nation's  man- 
hood into  scrofula,  cowardice,  cruelty, 
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hypocrisy,  political  imbecility,  and  all 
the  other  fruits  of  oppression  and  mal- 
nutrition. Let  the  undeserving  become 
still  less  deserving;  and  let  the  deserving 
lay  up  for  himself,  not  treasures  in  heaven, 
but  horrors  in  hell  upon  earth.  This 
being  so,  is  it  really  wise  to  let  him  be 
poor?  Would  he  not  do  ten  times  less 
harm  as  a  prosperous  burglar,  incendiary, 
ravisher  or  murderer,  to  the  utmost  limits 
of  humanity's  comparatively  negligible 
impulses  in  these  directions?  Suppose  we 
were  to  abolish  all  penalties  for  such 
activities,  and  decide  that  poverty  is  the 
one  thing  we  will  not  tolerate — that 
every  adult  with  less  than,  say,  £365  a 
year  shall  be  painlessly  but  inexorably 
killed,  and  every  hungry  half  naked  child 
forcibly  fattened  and  clothed,  would  not 
that  be  an  enormous  improvement  on 
our  existing  system,  which  has  already 
destroyed  so  marty  civilizations,  and  is 
visibly  destroying  ours  in  the  same  way? 
Is  there  any  radicle  of  such  legislation 
in  our  parliamentary  system?  Well,  there 
are  two  measures  just  sprouting  in  the 
political  soil,  which  may  conceivably 
grow  to  something  valuable.  One  is  the 
institution  of  a  Legal  Minimum  Wage. 
The  other,  Old  Age  Pensions.  But  there 
is  a  better  plan  than  either  of  these.  Some 
time  ago  I  mentioned  the  subject  of  Uni- 
versal Old  Age  Pensions  to  my  fellow 
Socialist  Cobden-Sanderson,  famous  as 
an  artist-craftsman  in  bookbinding  and 
printing.  "Why  not  Universal  Pensions 
for  Life?"  said  Cobden-Sanderson.  In  say- 
ing this,  he  solved  the  industrial  problem 
at  a  stroke.  At  present  we  say  callously  to 
each  citizen  "If  you  want  money,  earn  it" 
as  if  his  having  or  not  having  it  were  a 
matter  that  concerned  himself  alone.  We 
do  not  even  secure  for  him  the  oppor- 
tunity of  earning  it:  on  the  contrary,  we 
allow  our  industry  to  be  organized  in  open 
dependence  on  the  maintenance  of  "a  re- 
serve army  of  unemployed"  for  the  sake 
of  "elasticity."  The  sensible  course  would 


be  Cobden-Sanderson's:  that  is,  to  give 
every  man  enough  to  live  well  on,  so  as 
to  guarantee  the  community  against  the 
possibility  of  a  case  of  the  malignant 
disease  of  poverty,  and  then  (necessarily) 
to  see  that  he  earned  it. 

Undershaft,  the  hero  of  Major  Barbara, 
is  simply  a  man  who,  having  grasped  the 
fact  that  poverty  is  a  crime,  knows  that 
when  society  offered  him  the  alternative 
of  poverty  or  a  lucrative  trade  in  death 
and  destruction,  it  offered  him,  not  a 
choice  between  opulent  villainy  and 
humble  virtue,  but  between  energetic 
enterprise  and  cowardly  infamy.  His 
conduct  stands  the  Kantian  test,  which 
Peter  Shirley's  does  not.  Peter  Shirley  is 
what  we  call  the  honest  poor  man. 
Undershaft  is  what  we  call  the  wicked 
rich  one:  Shirley  is  Lazarus,  Undershaft 
Dives.  Well,  the  misery  of  the  world  is 
due  to  the  fact  that  the  great  mass  of  men 
act  and  believe  as  Peter  Shirley  acts  and 
believes.  If  they  acted  and  believed  as 
Undershaft  acts  and  believes,  the  im- 
mediate result  would  be  a  revolution  of 
incalculable  beneficence.  To  be  wealthy, 
says  Undershaft,  is  with  me  a  point  of 
honor  for  which  I  am  prepared  to  kill  at 
the  risk  of  my  own  life.  This  preparedness 
is,  as  he  says,  the  final  test  of  sincerity. 
Like  Froissart's  medieval  hero,  who  saw 
that  "to  rob  and  pill  was  a  good  life,"  he 
is  not  the  dupe  of  that  public  sentiment 
against  killing  which  is  propagated  and 
endowed  by  people  who  would  other- 
wise be  killed  themselves,  or  of  the 
mouth-honor  paid  to  poverty  and  obedi- 
ence by  rich  and  insubordinate  do- 
nothings  who  want  to  rob  the  poor  with- 
out courage  and  command  them  without 
superiority.  Froissart's  knight,  in  placing 
the  achievement  of  a  good  life  before  all 
the  other  duties — which  indeed  are  not 
duties  at  all  when  they  conflict  with  it,  but 
plain  wickednesses  —  behaved  bravely, 
admirably,  and,  in  the  final  analysis, 
public-spiritedly.  Medieval  society,  on 
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the  other  hand,  behaved  very  badly  in- 
deed in  organizing  itself  so  stupidly  that 
a  good  life  could  be  achieved  by  robbing 
and  pilling.  If  the  knight's  contempor- 
aries had  been  all  as  resolute  as  he,  rob- 
bing and  pilling  would  have  been  the 
shortest  way  to  the  gallows,  just  as,  if 
we  were  all  as  resolute  and  clearsighted 
as  Undershaft,  an  attempt  to  live  by 
means  of  what  is  called  "an  independent 
income"  would  be  the  shortest  way  to 
the  lethal  chamber.  But  as,  thanks  to  our 
political  imbecility  and  personal  coward- 
ice (fruits  of  poverty,  both),  the  best 
imitation  of  a  good  life  now  procurable 
is  life  on  an  independent  income,  all 
sensible  people  aim  at  securing  such  an 
income,  and  are,  of  course,  careful  to 
legalize  and  moralize  both  it  and  all  the 
actions  and  sentiments  which  lead  to  it 
and  support  it  as  an  institution.  What  else 
can  they  do?  They  know,  of  course,  that 
they  are  rich  because  others  are  poor. 
But  they  cannot  help  that:  it  is  for  the 
poor  to  repudiate  poverty  when  they 
have  had  enough  of  it.  The  thing  can  be 
done  easily  enough:  the  demonstrations 
to  the  contrary  made  by  the  economists, 
jurists,  moralists,  and  sentimentalists  hired 
by  the  rich  to  defend  them,  or  even 
doing  the  work  gratuitously  out  of  sheer 
folly  and  abjectness,  impose  only  on  those 
who  want  to  be  imposed  on. 

The  reason  why  the  independent 
income-tax  payers  are  not  solid  in  de- 
fence of  their  position  is  that  since  we  are 
not  medieval  rovers  through  a  sparsely 
populated  country,  the  poverty  of  those 
we  rob  prevents  our  having  the  good 
life  for  which  we  sacrifice  them.  Rich 
men  or  aristocrats  with  a  developed  sense 
of  life — men  like  Ruskin  and  William 
Morris  and  Kropotkin — have  enormous 
social  appetites  and  very  fastidious  per- 
sonal ones.  They  are  not  content  with 
handsome  houses:  they  want  handsome 
cities.  They  are  not  content  with  bedia- 
monded  wives  and  blooming  daughters: 


they  complain  because  the  charwoman 
is  badly  dressed,  because  the  laundress 
smells  of  gin,  because  the  sempstress  is 
anemic,  because  every  man  they  meet  is 
not  a  friend  and  every  woman  not  a 
romance.  They  turn  up  their  noses  at 
their  neighbor's  drains,  and  are  made  ill 
by  the  architecture  of  their  neighbor's 
houses.  Trade  patterns  made  to  suit 
vulgar  people  do  not  please  them  (and 
they  can  get  nothing  else):  they  cannot 
sleep  nor  sit  at  ease  upon  "slaughtered" 
cabinet  makers'  furniture.  The  very  air 
is  not  good  enough  for  them:  there  is  too 
much  factory  smoke  in  it.  They  even  de- 
mand abstract  conditions:  justice,  honor, 
a  noble  moral  atmosphere,  a  mystic  nexus 
to  replace  the  cash  nexus.  Finally  they 
declare  that  though  to  rob  and  pill  with 
your  own  hand  on  horseback  and  in  steel 
coat  may  have  been  a  good  life,  to  rob 
and  pill  by  the  hands  of  the  policeman,  the 
bailiff,  and  the  soldier,  and  to  underpay 
them  meanly  for  doing  it,  is  not  a  good 
life,  but  rather  fatal  to  all  possibility  of 
even  a  tolerable  one.  They  call  on  the  poor 
to  revolt,  and,  finding  the  poor  shocked  at 
their  ungentlemanliness,  despairingly  re- 
vile the  proletariat  for  its  "damned  want- 
lessness"  (yerdammte  Bedurfnislosigkeit). 
So  far,  however,  their  attack  on  society 
has  lacked  simplicity.  The  poor  do  not 
share  their  tastes  nor  understand  their 
art-criticisms.  They  do  not  want  the 
simple  life,  nor  the  esthetic  life;  on  the 
contrary,  they  want  very  much  to  wallow 
in  all  the  costly  vulgarities  from  which 
the  elect  souls  among  the  rich  turn  away 
with  loathing.  It  is  by  surfeit  and  not  by 
abstinence  that  they  will  be  cured  of  their 
hankering  after  unwholesome  sweets. 
What  they  do  dislike  and  despise  and  are 
ashamed  of  is  poverty.  To  ask  them  to 
fight  for  the  difference  between  the 
Christmas  number  of  the  Illustrated 
London  News  and  the  Kelmscott  Chaucer 
is  silly:  they  prefer  the  News.  The  differ- 
ence between  a  stockbroker's  cheap  and 
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dirty  starched  white  shirt  and  collar  and 
the  comparatively  costly  and  carefully 
dyed  blue  shirt  of  William  Morris  is  a 
difference  so  disgraceful  to  Morris  in 
their  eyes  that  if  they  fought  on  the  sub- 
ject at  all,  they  would  fight  in  defence 
of  the  starch.  "Cease  to  be  slaves,  in 
order  that  you  may  become  cranks"  is 
not  a  very  inspiring  call  to  arms;  nor  is 
it  really  improved  by  substituting  saints 
for  cranks.  Both  terms  denote  men  of 
genius;  and  the  common  man  does  not 
want  to  live  the  life  of  a  man  of  genius: 
he  would  much  rather  live  the  life  of  a 
pet  collie  if  that  were  the  only  alternative. 
But  he  does  want  more  money.  Whatever 
else  he  may  be  vague  about,  he  is  clear 
about  that.  He  may  or  may  not  prefer 
Major  Barbara  to  the  Drury  Lane  panto- 
mime; but  he  always  prefers  five  hundred 
pounds  to  five  hundred  shillings. 

Now  to  deplore  this  preference  as 
sordid,  and  teach  children  that  it  is  sinful 
to  desire  money,  is  to  strain  towards  the 
extreme  possible  limit  of  impudence  in 
lying  and  corruption  in  hypocrisy.  The 
universal  regard  for  money  is  the  one 
hopeful  fact  in  our  civilization,  the  one 
sound  spot  in  our  social  conscience. 
Money  is  the  most  important  thing  in  the 
world.  It  represents  health,  strength, 
honor,  generosity,  and  beauty  as  con- 
spicuously and  undeniably  as  the  want 
of  it  represents  illness,  weakness,  disgrace, 
meanness,  and  ugliness.  Not  the  least  of 
its  virtues  is  that  it  destroys  base  people 
as  certainly  as  it  fortifies  and  dignifies 
noble  people.  It  is  only  when  it  is  cheap- 
ened to  worthlessness  for  some  and  made 
impossibly  dear  to  others,  that  it  be- 
comes a  curse.  In  short,  it  is  a  curse  only 
in  such  foolish  social  conditions  that  life 
itself  is  a  curse.  For  the  two  things  are 
inseparable:  money  is  the  counter  that 
enables  life  to  be  distributed  socially: 
it  is  life  as  truly  as  sovereigns  and  bank 
notes  are  money.  The  first  duty  of  every 
citizen  is  to  insist  on  having  money  on 


reasonable  terms;  and  this  demand  is  not 
complied  with  by  giving  four  men  three 
shillings  each  for  ten  or  twelve  hours' 
drudgery  and  one-man  a  thousand 
pounds  for  nothing.fThe  crying  need  of 
the  nation  is  not  tor  better  morals, 
cheaper  bread,  temperance,  liberty,  cul- 
ture, redemption  of  fallen  sisters  and 
erring  brothers,  nor  the  grace,  love,  and 
fellowship  of  the  Trinity,  but  simply  for 
enough  money.  And  the  evil  to  be  at- 
tacked is  not  sin,  suffering,  greed,  priest- 
craft, kingcraft,  demagogy,  monopoly, 
ignorance,  drink,  war,  pestilence,  nor  any 
other  of  the  scapegoats  which  reformers 
sacrifice,  but  simply  poverty."^ 

Once  take  your  eyes  from  the  ends  of 
the  earth  and  fix  them  on  this  truth  just 
under  your  nose;  and  Andrew  Under- 
shaft's  views  will  not  perplex  you  in  the 
least.  Unless  indeed  his  constant  sense 
that  he  is  only  the  instrument  of  a  Will  or 
Life  Force  which  uses  him  for  purposes 
wider  than  his  own,  may  puzzle  you. 
If  so,  that  is  because  you  are  walking 
either  in  artificial  Darwinian  darkness, 
or  in  mere  stupidity.  All  genuinely  re- 
ligious people  have  that  consciousness. 
To  them  Undershaft  the  Mystic  will  be 
quite  intelligible,  and  his  perfect  compre- 
hension of  his  daughter  the  Salvationist 
and  her  lover  the  Euripidean  republican 
natural  and  inevitable.  That,  however, 
is  not  new,  even  on  the  stage.  What  is 
new,  as  far  as  I  know,  is  that  article  in 
Undershaft's  religion  which  recognizes  in 
Money  the  first  need  and  in  poverty  the 
vilest  sin  of  man  and  society. 

This  dramatic  conception  has  not,  of 
course,  been  attained  per  saltum.  Nor  has 
it  been  borrowed  from  Nietzsche  or  from 
any  man  born  beyond  the  Channel.  The 
late  Samuel  Butler,  in  his  own  depart- 
ment the  greatest  English  writer  of  the 
latter  half  of  the  XIX  century,  steadily 
inculcated  the  necessity  and  morality  of 
a  conscientious  Laodiceanism  in  religion 
and  of  an  earnest  and  constant  sense  of 
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the  importance  of  money.  It  drives  one 
almost  to  despair  of  English  literature 
when  one  sees  so  extraordinary  a  study 
of  English  life  as  Butler's  posthumous 
Way  of  All  Flesh  making  so  little  im- 
pression that  when,  some  years  later,  I 
produce  plays  in  which  Butler's  extra- 
ordinarily fresh,  free,  and  future-piercing 
suggestions  have  an,  obvious  share,  I  am 
met  with  nothing  but  vague  cacklings 
about  Ibsen  and  Nietzsche,  and  am  only 
too  thankful  that  they  are  not  about 
Alfred  de  Musset  and  Georges  Sand. 
Really,  the  English  do  not  deserve  to 
have  great  men.  They  allowed  Butler  to 
die  practically  unknown,  whilst  I,  a  com- 
paratively insignificant  Irish  journalist, 
was  leading  them  by  the  nose  into  an  ad- 
vertisement of  me  which  has  made  my 
own  life  a  burden.  In  Sicily  there  is  a  Via 
Samuele  Butler.  When  an  English  tourist 
sees  it,  he  either  asks  "Who  the  devil  was 
Samuele  Butler?"  or  wonders  why  the 
Sicilians  should  perpetuate  the  memory 
of  the  author  of  Hudibras. 

Well,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the 
English  are  only  too  anxious  to  recognize 
a  man  of  genius  if  somebody  will  kindly 
point  him  out  to  them.  Having  pointed 
myself  out  in  this  manner  with  some  suc- 
cess, I  now  point  out  Samuel  Butler,  and 
trust  that  in  consequence  I  shall  hear  a 
little  less  in  future  of  the  novelty  and 
foreign  origin  of  the  ideas  which  are  now 
making  their  way  into  the  English  theatre 
through  plays  written  by  Socialists. 
There  are  living  men  whose  originality 
and  power  are  as  obvious  as  Butler's  and 
when  they  die  that  fact  will  be  discovered. 
Meanwhile  I  recommend  them  to  insist 
on  their  own  merits  as  an  important  part 
of  their  own  business. 

*!/ 

THE   SALVATION  ARMY  Xi 

When  Major  Barbara  was  produced  in 
London,  the  second  act  was  reported  in 
an  important  northern  newspaper  as  a 
withering  attack  on  the  Salvation  Army, 
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and  the  despairing  ejaculation  of  Barbara 
deplored  by  a  London  daily  as  a  tasteless 
blasphemy.  And  they  were  set  right,  not 
by  the  professed  critics  of  the  theatre, 
but  by  religious  and  philosophical  publi- 
cists like  Sir  Oliver  Lodge  and  Dr  Stanton 
Coit,  and  strenuous  Nonconformist  jour- 
nalists like  William  Stead,  who  not  only 
understood  the  act  as  well  as  the  Sal- 
vationists themselves,  but  also  saw  it  in 
its  relation  to  the  religious  life  of  the 
nation,  a  life  which  seems  to  lie  not  only 
outside  the  sympathy  of  many  of  our 
theatre  critics,  but  actually  outside  their 
knowledge  of  society.  Indeed  nothing 
could  be  more  ironically  curious  than  the 
confrontation  Major  Barbara  effected  of 
the  theatre  enthusiasts  with  the  religious 
enthusiasts.  On  the  one  hand  was  the 
playgoer,  always  seeking  pleasure,  pay- 
ing exorbitantly  for  it,  suffering  unbear- 
able discomforts  for  it,  and  hardly  ever 
getting  it.  On  the  other  hand  was  the 
Salvationist,  repudiating  gaiety  and  court- 
ing effort  and  sacrifice,  yet  always  in  the 
wildest  spirits,  laughing,  joking,  singing, 
rejoicing,  drumming,  and  tambourining: 
his  life  flying  by  in  a  flash  of  excitement, 
and  his  death  arriving  as  a  climax  of 
triumph.  And,  if  you  please,  the  play- 
goer despising  the  Salvationist  as  a  joy- 
less person,  shut  out  from  the  heaven  of 
the  theatre,  self-condemned  to  a  life  of 
hideous  gloom;  and  the  Salvationist 
mourning  over  the  playgoer  as  over  a 
prodigal  with  vine  leaves  in  his  hair, 
careering  outrageously  to  hell  amid  the 
popping  of  champagne  corks  and  the 
ribald  laughter  of  sirens!  Could  mis- 
understanding be  more  complete,  or 
sympathy  worse  misplaced? 

Fortunately,  the  Salvationists  are  more 
accessible  to  the  religious  character  of 
the  drama  than  the  playgoers  to  the  gay 
energy  and  artistic  fertility  of  religion. 
They  can  see,  when  it  is  pointed  out  to 
them,  that  a  theatre,  as  a  place  where  two 
or  three  are  gathered  together,  takes  from 
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that  divine  presence  an  inalienable  sanc- 
tity of  which  the  grossest  and  profanest 
farce  can  no  more  deprive  it  than  a  hypo- 
critical sermon  by  a  snobbish  bishop  can 
desecrate  Westminster  Abbey.  But  in  our 
professional  playgoers  this  indispensable 
preliminary  conception  of  sanctity  seems 
wan  ting.  (Jhey  talk  of  actors  as  mimes 
and  mummers,  and,  I  fear,  think  of  dra- 
matic authors  as  liars  and  pandars,  whose 
main  business  is  the  voluptuous  sooth- 
ing of  the  tired  city  speculator  when  what 
he  calls  the  serious  business  of  the  day  is 
over)  Passion,  the  life  of  drama,  means 
nothing  to  them  but  primitive  sexual  ex- 
citement: such  phrases  as  "impassioned 
poetry"  or  "passionate  love  of  truth" 
have  fallen  quite  out  of  their  vocabulary 
and  been  replaced  by  "passional  crime" 
and  the  like.  They  assume,  as  far  as  I  can 
gather,  that  people  in  whom  passion  has 
a  larger  scope  are  passionless  and  there- 
fore uninteresting.  Consequently  they 
come  to  think  of  religious  people  as 
people  who  are  not  interesting  and  not 
amusing.  And  so,  when  Barbara  cuts 
the  regular  Salvation  Army  jokes,  and 
snatches  a  kiss  from  her  lover  across  his 
drum,  the  devotees  of  the  theatre  think 
they  ought  to  appear  shocked,  and  con- 
clude that  the  whole  play  is  an  elaborate 
mockery  of  the  Army.  And  then  either 
hypocritically  rebuke  me  for  mocking, 
or  foolishly  take  part  in  the  supposed 
mockery! 

Even  the  handful  of  mentally  com- 
petent critics  got  into  difficulties  over  my 
demonstration  of  the  economic  deadlock 
in  which  the  Salvation  Army  finds  itself. 
Some  of  them  thought  that  the  Army 
would  not  have  taken  money  from  a 
distiller  and  a  cannon  founder:  others 
thought  it  should  not  have  taken  it:  all 
assumed  more  or  less  definitely  that  it  re- 
duced itself  to  absurdity  or  hypocrisy  by 
taking  it.  On  the  first  point  the  reply  of 
the  Army  itself  was  prompt  and  con- 
clusive. As  one  of  its  officers  said,  they 


would  take  money  from  the  devil  himself 
and  be  only  too  glad  to  get  it  out  of  his 
hands  and  into  God's.  They  gratefully 
acknowledged  that  publicans  not  only 
give  them  money  but  allow  them  to 
collect  it  in  the  bar — sometimes  even 
when  there  is  a  Salvation  meeting  outside 
preaching  teetotalism.  In  fact,  they 
questioned  the  verisimilitude  of  the  play, 
not  because  Mrs.  Baines  took  the  money, 
but  because  Barbara  refused  it. 

On  the  point  that  the  Army  ought  not 
to  take  such  money,  its  justification  is 
obvious.  It  must  take  the  money  because 
it  cannot  exist  without  money,  and  there 
is  no  other  money  to  be  had.  Practically 
all  the  spare  money  in  the  country  con- 
sists of  a  mass  of  rent,  interest,  and  profit, 
every  penny  of  which  is  bound  up  with 
crime,  drink,  prostitution,  disease,  and 
all  the  evil  fruits  of  poverty,  as  inextri- 
cably as  with  enterprise,  wealth,  com- 
mercial probity,  and  national  prosperity. 
(The  notion  that  you  can  earmark  certain 
coins  as  tainted  is  an  unpractical  indi- 
vidualist superstitionv  None  the  less  the 
fact  that  all  our  money  is  tainted  gives  a 
very  severe  shock  to  earnest  young  souls 
when  some  dramatic  instance  of  the  taint 
first  makes  them  conscious  of  it.  When 
an  enthusiastic  young  clergyman  of  the 
Established  Church  first  realizes  that  the 
Ecclesiastical  Commissioners  receive  the 
rents  of  sporting  public  houses,  brothels, 
and  sweating  dens;  or  that  the  most 
generous  contributor  at  his  last  charity 
sermon  was  an  employer  trading  in 
female  labor  cheapened  by  prostitution 
as  unscrupulously  as  a  hotel  keeper  trades 
in  waiters'  labor  cheapened  by  tips,  or 
commissionaires'  labor  cheapened  by 
pensions;  or  that  the  only  patron  who 
can  afford  to  rebuild  his  church  or  his 
schools  or  give  his  boys'  brigade  a 
gymnasium  or  a  library  is  the  son-in-law 
of  a  Chicago  meat  king,  that  young 
clergyman  has,  like  Barbara,  a  very  bad 
quarter  hour.  But  he  cannot  help  himself 
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by  refusing  to  accept  money  from  any- 
body except  sweet  old  ladies  with  in- 
dependent incomes  and  gentle  and  lovely 
ways  of  life.  He  has  only  to  follow  up  the 
income  of  the  sweet  ladies  to  its  in- 
dustrial source,  and  there  he  will  find  Mrs 
Warren's  profession  and  the  poisonous 
canned  meat  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  His  own 
stipend  has  the  same  root.  He  must  either 
share  the  world's  guilt  or  go  to  another 
planet.  He  must  save  the  world's  honor 
if  he  is  to  save  his  own.  This  is  what  all 
the  Churches  find  just  as  the  Salvation 
Army  and  Barbara  find  it  in  the  play.  Her 
discovery  that  she  is  her  father's  ac- 
complice; that  the  Salvation  Army  is  the 
accomplice  of  the  distiller  and  the  dyna- 
mite maker;  that  they  can  no  more  escape 
one  another  than  they  can  escape  the  air 
they  breathe;  that  there  is  no  salvation  for 
them  through  personal  righteousness, 
but  only  through  the  redemption  of  the 
whole  nation  from  its  vicious,  lazy,  com- 
petitive anarchy:  this  discovery  has  been 
made  by  everyone  except  the  Pharisees 
and  (apparently)  the  professional  play- 
goers, who  still  wear  their  Tom  Hood 
shirts  and  underpay  their  washerwomen 
without  the  slightest  misgiving  as  to  the 
elevation  of  their  private  characters,  the 
purity  of  their  private  atmospheres,  and 
their  right  to  repudiate  as  foreign  to 
themselves  the  coarse  depravity  of  the 
garret  and  the  slum.  Not  that  they  mean 
any  harm:  they  only  desire  to  be,  in  their 
little  private  way,  what  they  call  gentle- 
men. They  do  not  understand  Barbara's 
lesson  because  they  have  not,  like  her, 
learnt  it  by  taking  their  part  in  the  larger 
life  of  the  nation. 

BARBARA'S  RETURN  TO  THE 
COLORS 

Barbara's  return  to  the  colors  may  yet 
provide  a  subject  for  the  dramatic  his- 
torian of  the  future.  To  go  back  to  the 
Salvation  Army  with  the  knowledge  that 
even  the  Salvationists  themselves  are  not 
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saved  yet;  that  poverty  is  not  blessed, 
but  a  most  damnable  sin;  and  that  when 
General  Booth  chose  Blood  and  Fire  for 
the  emblem  of  Salvation  instead  of  the 
Cross,  he  was  perhaps  better  inspired 
than  he  knew:  such  knowledge,  for  the 
daughter  of  Andrew  Undershaft,  will 
clearly  lead  to  something  hopefuller  than 
distributing  bread  and  treacle  at  the  ex- 
pense of  Bodger. 

It  is  a  very  significant  thing,  this  in- 
stinctive choice  of  the  military  form  of 
organization,  this  substitution  of  the 
drum  for  the  organ,  by  the  Salvation 
Army.  Does  it  not  suggest  that  the 
Salvationists  divine  that  they  must  actu- 
ally fight  the  devil  instead  of  merely 
praying  at  him?  At  present,  it  is  true, 
they  have  not  quite  ascertained  his  cor- 
rect address.  When  they  do,  they  may 
give  a  very  rude  shock  to  that  sense  of 
security  which  he  has  gained  from  his 
experience  of  the  fact  that  hard  words, 
even  when  uttered  by  eloquent  essayists 
and  lecturers,  or  carried  unanimously 
at  enthusiastic  public  meetings  on  the 
motion  of  eminent  reformers,  break  no 
bones.  It  has  been  said  that  the  French 
Revolution  was  the  work  of  Voltaire, 
Rousseau,  and  the  Encyclopedists.  It 
seems  to  me  to  have  been  the  work  of 
men  who  had  observed  that  virtuous 
indignation,  caustic  criticism,  conclusive 
argument,  and  instructive  pamphleteer- 
ing, even  when  done  by  the  most  earnest 
and  witty  literary  geniuses,  were  as  use- 
less as  praying,  things  going  steadily 
from  bad  to  worse  whilst  the  Social  Con- 
tract and  the  pamphlets  of  Voltaire  were 
at  the  height  of  their  vogue.  Eventually, 
as  we  know,  perfectly  respectable  citizens 
and  earnest  philanthropists  connived  at 
the  September  massacres  because  hard 
experience  had  convinced  them  that  if 
they  contented  themselves  with  appeals 
to  humanity  and  patriotism,  the  aristo- 
cracy, though  it  would  read  their  appeals 
with  the  greatest  enjoyment  and  apprecia- 
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tion,  flattering  and  admiring  the  writers, 
would  none  the  less  continue  to  conspire 
with  foreign  monarchists  to  undo  the 
revolution  and  restore  the  old  system 
with  every  circumstance  of  savage  ven- 
geance and  ruthless  repression  of  popular 
liberties. 

The  nineteenth  century  saw  the  same 
lesson  repeated  in  England.  It  had  its 
Utilitarians,  its  Christian  Socialists,  its 
Fabians  (still  extant):  it  had  Bentham, 
Mill,  Dickens,  Ruskin,  Carlyle,  Butler, 
Henry  George,  and  Morris.  And  the  end 
of  all  their  efforts  is  the  Chicago  de- 
scribed by  Mr  Upton  Sinclair,  and  the 
London  in  which  the  people  who  pay  to 
be  amused  by  my  dramatic  representation 
of  Peter  Shirley  turned  out  to  starve  at 
forty  because  there  are  younger  slaves  to 
be  had  for  his  wages,  do  not  take,  and 
have  not  the  slightest  intention  of  taking, 
any  effective  step  to  organize  society  in 
such  a  way  as  to  make  that  everyday 
infamy  impossible.  I,  who  have  preached 
and  pamphleteered  like  any  Encyclo- 
pedist, have  to  confess  that  my  methods 
are  no  use,  and  would  be  no  use  if  I  were 
Voltaire,  Rousseau,  Bentham,  Marx,  Mill, 
Dickens,  Carlyle,  Ruskin,  Butler,  and 
Morris  all  rolled  into  one,  with  Euripides, 
More,  Montaigne,  Moliere,  Beaumarchais, 
Swift,  Goethe,  Ibsen,  Tolstoy,  Jesus  and 
the  prophets  all  thrown  in  (as  indeed  in 
some  sort  I  actually  am,  standing  as  I  do 
on  all  their  shoulders)i,The  problem  being 
to  make  heroes  out  of  cowards,  we  paper 
apostles  and  artist-magicians  have  suc- 
ceeded only  in  giving  cowards  all  the 
sensations  of  heroes  whilst  they  tolerate 
every  abomination,  accept  every  plunder, 
and  submit  to  every  oppression.  Chris- 
tianity, in  making  a  merit  of  such  sub- 
mission, has  marked  only  that  depth  in 
the  abyss  at  which  the  very  sense  of 
shame  is  lost.  The  Christian  has  been  like 
Dickens'  doctor  in  the  debtor's  prison, 
who  tells  the  newcomer  of  its  ineffable 
peace  and  security:  no  duns;  no  tyranni- 


cal collectors  of  rates,  taxes,  and  rent;  no 
importunate  hopes  nor  exacting  duties; 
nothing  but  the  rest  and  safety  of  having 
no  farther  to  fall. 

Yet  in  the  poorest  corner  of  this  soul- 
destroying  Christendom  vitality  sud- 
denly begins  to  germinate  again.  Joy- 
ousness,  a  sacred  gift  long  dethroned  by 
the  hellish  laughter  of  derision  and  ob- 
scenity, rises  like  a  flood  miraculously 
out  of  the  fetid  dust  and  mud  of  the 
slums;  rousing  marches  and  impetuous 
dithyrambs  rise  to  the  heavens  from 
people  among  whom  the  depressing 
noise  called  "sacred  music"  is  a  standing 
joke;  a  flag  with  Blood  and  Fire  on  it  is 
unfurled,  not  in  murderous  rancor,  but 
because  fire  is  beautiful  and  blood  a  vital 
and  splendid  red;  Fear,  which  we  flatter 
by  calling  Self,  vanishes;  and  transfigured 
men  and  women  carry  their  gospel 
through  a  transfigured  world,  calling 
their  leader  General,  themselves  captains 
and  brigadiers,  and  their  whole  body  an 
Army:  praying,  but  praying  only  for  re- 
freshment, for  strength  to  fight,  and  for 
needful  MONEY  (a  notable  sign,  that) 
preaching,  but  not  preaching  submission; 
daring  ill-usage  and  abuse,  but  not  put- 
ting up  with  more  of  it  than  is  inevitable; 
and  practising  what  the  world  will  let 
them  practise,  including  soap  and  water, 
color  and  music.  There  is  danger  in  such 
activity;  and  where  there  is  danger  there 
is  hope.  Our  present  security  is  nothing, 
and  can  be  nothing,  but  evil  made  irresist- 
ible. 

WEAKNESSES   OF  THE   SALVATION  ARMY 

For  the  present,  however,  it  is  not  my 
business  to  flatter  the  Salvation  Army. 
Rather  must  I  point  out  to  it  that  it  has 
almost  as  many  weaknesses  as  the  Church 
of  England  itself.  It  is  building  up  a  busi- 
ness organization  which  will  compel  it 
eventually  to  see  that  its  present  staff  of 
enthusiast-commanders  shall  be  succeeded 
by  a  bureaucracy  of  men  of  business 
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who  will  be  no  better  than  bishops,  and 
perhaps  a  good  deal  more  unscrupulous. 
That  has  always  happened  sooner  or 
later  to  great  orders  founded  by  saints; 
and  the  order  founded  by  St  William 
Booth  is  not  exempt  from  the  same 
danger.  It  is  even  more  dependent  than 
the  Church  on  rich  people  who  would 
cut  off  supplies  at  once  if  it  began  to 
preach  that  indispensable  revolt  against 
poverty  which  must  also  be  a  revolt 
against  riches.  It  is  hampered  by  a 
heavy  contingent  of  pious  elders  who 
are  not  really  Salvationists  at  all,  but 
Evangelicals  of  the  old  school.  It  still,  as 
Commissioner  Howard  affirms,  "sticks 
to  Moses,"  which  is  flat  nonsense  at  this 
time  of  day  if  the  Commissioner  means, 
as  I  am  afraid  he  does,  that  the  Book  of 
Genesis  contains  a  trustworthy  scientific 
account  of  the  origin  of  species,  and  that 
the  god  to  whom  Jephthah  sacrificed  his 
daughter  is  any  less  obviously  a  tribal  idol 
than  Dagon  or  Chemosh. 

Further,  there  is  still  too  much  other- 
worldliness  about  the  Army.  Like  Fred- 
erick's grenadier,  the  Salvationist  wants 
to  live  for  ever  (the  most  monstrous 
way  of  crying  for  the  moon);  and  though 
it  is  evident  to  anyone  who  has  ever 
heard  General  Booth  and  his  best  officers 
that  they  would  work  as  hard  for  human 
salvation  as  they  do  at  present  if  they 
believed  that  death  would  be  the  end 
of  them  individually,  they  and  their  fol- 
lowers have  a  bad  habit  of  talking  as  if 
the  Salvationists  were  heroically  endur- 
ing a  very  bad  time  on  earth  as  an  invest- 
ment which  will  bring  them  in  dividends 
later  on  in  the  form,  not  of  a  better  life 
to  come  for  the  whole  world,  but  of  an 
eternity  spent  by  themselves  personally 
in  a  sort  of  bliss  which  would  bore  any 
active  person  to  a  second  death.  Surely 
the  truth  is  that  the  Salvationists  are 
unusually  happy  people.  And  is  it  not 
the  very  diagnostic  of  true  salvation  that 
it  shall  overcome  the  fear  of  death?  Now 


the  man  who  has  come  to  believe  that 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  death,  the 
change  so  called  being  merely  the  transi- 
tion to  an  exquisitely  happy  and  utterly 
careless  life,  has  not  overcome  the  fear  of 
death  at  all:  on  the  contrary,  it  has  over- 
come him  so  completely  that  he  refuses 
to  die  on  any  terms  whatever.  I  do  not 
call  a  Salvationist  really  saved  until  he  is 
ready  to  lie  down  cheerfully  on  the  scrap 
heap,  having  paid  scot  and  lot  and  some- 
thing over,  and  let  his  eternal  life  pass  on 
to  renew  its  youth  in  the  battalions  of  the 
future. 

Then  there  is  the  nasty  lying  habit  called 
confession,  which  the  Army  encourages 
because  it  lends  itself  to  dramatic  oratory, 
with  plenty  of  thrilling  incident.  For  my 
part,  when  I  hear  a  convert  relating  the 
violences  and  oaths  and  blasphemies  he 
was  guilty  of  before  he  was  saved,  mak- 
mg  out  that  he  was  a  very  terrible  fellow 
then  and  is  the  most  contrite  and  chast- 
ened of  Christians  now,  I  believe  him 
no  more  than  I  believe  the  millionaire 
who  says  he  came  up  to  London  or 
Chicago  as  a  boy  with  only  three  half- 
pence in  his  pocket.  Salvationists  have 
said  to  mefthat  Barbara  in  my  play  would 
never  have  been  taken  in  by  so  trans- 
parent a  humbug  as  Snobby  Price;  and 
certainly  I  do  not  think  Snobby  could 
have  taken  in  any  experienced  Salvation- 
ist on  a  point  on  which  the  Salvationist 
did  not  wish  to  be  taken  in.  But  on  the 
point  of  conversion  all  Salvationists  wish 
to  be  taken  in;  for  the  more  obvious  the 
sinner  the  more  obvious  the  miracle  of 
his  conversion.  When  you  advertize  a 
converted  burglar  or  reclaimed  drunkard 
as  one  of  the  attractions  at  an  experience 
meeting,  your  burglar  can  hardly  have 
been  too  burglarious  or  your  drunkard 
too  drunken.  As  long  as  such  attractions 
are  relied  on,  you  will  have  your  Snobbies 
claiming  to  have  beaten  their  mothers 
when  they  were  as  a  matter  of  prosaic 
fact  habitually  beaten  by  them,  and  your 
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Rummies  of  the  tamest  respectability  pre- 
tending to  a  past  of  reckless  and  dazzling 
vice.  Even  when  confessions  are  sin- 
cerely autobiographic  we  should  beware 
of  assuming  that  the  impulse  to  make 
them  was  pious  or  that  the  interest  of  the 
hearers  is  wholesome.  As  well  might  we 
assume  that  the  poor  people  who  insist 
on  shewing  disgusting  ulcers  to  district 
visitors  are  convinced  hygienists,  or  that 
the  curiosity  which  sometimes  welcomes 
such  exhibitions  is  a  pleasant  and  credit- 
able one.  One  is  often  tempted  to  suggest 
that  those  who  pester  our  police  super- 
intendents with  confessions  of  murder 
might  very  wisely  be  taken  at  their  word 
and  executed,  except  in  the  few  cases  in 
which  a  real  murderer  is  seeking  to  be 
relieved  of  his  guilt  by  confession  and 
expiation.  For  though  I  am  not,  I  hope, 
an  unmerciful  person,  I  do  not  think  that 
the  inexorability  of  the  deed  once  done 
should  be  disguised  by  any  ritual, 
whether  in  the  confessional  or  on  the 
scaffold. 

And  here  my  disagreement  with  the 
Salvation  Army,  and  with  all  propagand- 
ists of  the  Cross  (which  I  loathe  as  I 
loathe  all  gibbets)  becomes  deep  indeed. 
Forgiveness,  absolution,  atonement,  are 
figments:  punishment  is  only  a  pretence 
of  cancelling  one  crime  by  another;  and 
you  can  no  more  have  forgiveness  with- 
out vindictiveness  than  you  can  have  a 
cure  without  a  disease.  You  will  never 
get  a  high  morality  from  people  who  con- 
ceive that  their  misdeeds  are  revocable 
and  pardonable,  or  in  a  society  where 
absolution  and  expiation  are  officially 
provided  for  us  all.  The  demand  may  be 
very  real;  but  the  supply  is  spurious. 
Thus  Bill  Walker,  in  my  play,  having 
assaulted  the  Salvation  Lass,  presently 
finds  himself  overwhelmed  with  an  in- 
tolerable conviction  of  sin  under  the 
skilled  treatment  of  Barbara.  Straightway 
he  begins  to  try  to  unassault  the  lass  and 
deruffianize  his  deed,  first  by  getting 


punished  for  it  in  kind,  and,  when  that 
relief  is  denied  him,  by  fining  himself  a 
pound  to  compensate  the  girl.  He  is  foiled 
both  ways.  He  finds  the  Salvation  Army 
as  inexorable  as  fact  itself.  It  will  not 
punish  him:  it  will  not  take  his  money.  It 
will  not  tolerate  a  redeemed  ruffian:  it 
leaves  him  no  means  of  salvation  except 
ceasing  to  be  a  ruffian.  In  doing  this,  the 
Salvation  Army  instinctively  grasps  the 
central  truth  of  Christianity  and  discards 
its  central  superstition:  that  central  truth 
being  the  vanity  of  revenge  and  punish- 
ment, and  that  central  superstition  the 
salvation  of  the  world  by  the  gibbet. 

For,  be  it  noted,  Bill  has  assaulted  an 
old  and  starving  woman  also;  and  for  this 
worse  offence  he  feels  no  remorse  what- 
ever, because  she  makes  it  clear  that  her 
malice  is  as  great  as  his  own.  "Let  her  have 
the  law  of  me,  as  she  said  she  would,"  says 
Bill:  "what  I  done  to  her  is  no  more  on 
what  you  might  call  my  conscience  than 
sticking  a  pig."  This  shews  a  perfectly 
natural  and  wholesome  state  of  mind  on 
his  part.  The  old  woman,  like  the  law  she 
threatens  him  with,  is  perfectly  ready  to 
play  the  game  of  retaliation  with  him: 
to  rob  him  if  he  steals,  to  flog  him  if  he 
strikes,  to  murder  him  if  he  kills.  By 
example  and  precept  the  law  and  public 
opinion  teach  him  to  impose  his  will  on 
others  by  anger,  violence,  and  cruelty, 
and  to  wipe  off  the  moral  score  by 
punishment.  That  is  sound  Crosstianity. 
But  this  Crosstianity  has  got  entangled 
with  something  which  Barbara  calls 
Christianity,  and  which  unexpectedly 
causes  her  to  refuse  to  play  the  hang- 
man's game  of  Satan  casting  out  Satan. 
She  refuses  to  prosecute  a  drunken 
ruffian;  she  converses  on  equal  terms  with 
a  blackguard  to  whom  no  lady  should  be 
seen  speaking  in  the  public  street:  in 
short,  she  imitates  Christ.  Bill's  con- 
science reacts  to  this  just  as  naturally  as 
it  does  to  the  old  woman's  threats.  He  is 
placed  in  a  position  of  unbearable  moral 
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inferiority,  and  strives  by  every  means 
in  his  power  to  escape  from  it,  whilst  he  is 
still  quite  ready  to  meet  the  abuse  of  the 
old  woman  by  attempting  to  smash  a  mug 
on  her  face.  And  that  is  the  triumphant 
justification  of  Barbara's  Christianity  as 
against  our  system  of  judicial  punishment 
and  the  vindictive  villain-thrashings  and 
"poetic  justice"  of  the  romantic  stage. 

For  the  credit  of  literature  it  must  be 
pointed  out  that  the  situation  is  only 
partly  novel.  Victor  Hugo  long  ago  gave 
us  the  epic  of  the  convict  and  the  bishop's 
candlesticks,  of  the  Crosstian  policeman 
annihilated  by  his  encounter  with  the 
Christian  Valjean.  But  Bill  Walker  is  not, 
like  Valjean,  romantically  changed  from 
a  demon  into  an  angel.  There  are  millions 
of  Bill  Walkers  in  all  classes  of  society 
today;  and  the  point  which  I,  as  a  pro- 
fessor of  natural  psychology,  desire  to 
demonstrate,  is  that  Bill,  without  any 
change  in  his  character  or  circumstances 
whatsoever,  will  react  one  way  to  one  sort 
of  treatment  and  another  way  to  another. 

In  proof  I  might  point  to  the  sensa- 
tional object  lesson  provided  by  our 
commercial  millionaires  today.  They 
begin  as  brigands:  merciless,  unscrupu- 
lous, dealing  out  ruin  and  death  and 
slavery  to  their  competitors  and  em- 
ployees, and  facing  desperately  the  worst 
that  their  competitors  can  do  to  them. 
The  history  of  the  English  factories,  the 
American  Trusts,  the  exploitation  of 
African  gold,  diamonds,  ivory  and 
rubber,  outdoes  in  villainy  the  worst  that 
has  ever  been  imagined  of  the  buccaneers 
of  the  Spanish  Main.  Captain  Kidd  would 
have  marooned  a  modern  Trust  magnate 
for  conduct  unworthy  of  a  gentleman  of 
fortune.  The  law  every  day  seizes  on  un- 
successful scoundrels  of  this  type  and 
punishes  them  with  a  cruelty  worse  than 
their  own,  with  the  result  that  they  come 
out  of  the  torture  house  more  dangerous 
than  they  went  in,  and  renew  their  evil 
doing  (nobody  will  employ  them  at  any- 


thing else)  until  they  are  again  seized, 
again  tormented,  and  again  let  loose,  with 
the  same  result. 

../But  the  successful  scoundrel  is  dealt 
with  very  differently,  and  very  Christi- 
anly.  He  is  not  only  forgiven:  he  is  idol- 
ized, respected,  made  much  of,  all  but 
worshipped.  Society  returns  him  good 
for  evil  in  the  most  extravagant  over- 
measure.  And  with  what  result?  He 
begins  to  idolize  himself,  to  respect  him- 
self, to  live  up  to  the  treatment  he  re- 
ceives. He  preaches  sermons;  he  writes 
books  of  the  most  edifying  advice  to 
young  men,  and  actually  persuades  him- 
self that  he  got  on  by  taking  his  own 
advice;  he  endows  educational  institu- 
tions; he  supports  charities;  he  dies  finally 
in  the  odor  of  sanctity,  leaving  a  will 
which  is  a  monument  of  public  spirit  and 
bounty.  And  all  this  without  any  change 
in  his  character.  The  spots  of  the  leopard 
and  the  stripes  of  the  tiger  are  as  brilliant 
as  ever;  but  the  c6nduct  of  the  world 
towards  him  has  changed;  and  his  con- 
duct has  changed  accordingly.  You  have 
only  to  reverse  your  attitude  towards 
him — to  lay  hands  on  his  property,  revile 
him,  assault  him,  and  he  will  be  a  brigand 
again  in  a  moment,  as  ready  to  crush  you 
as  you  are  to  crush  him,  and  quite  as  full 
of  pretentious  moral  reasons  for  doing  it. 
In  short,  when  Major  Barbara  says 
that  there  are  no  scoundrels,  she  is  right: 
there  are  no  absolute  scoundrels,  though 
there  are  impracticable  people  of  whom 
I  shall  treat  presently.  Every  reasonable 
man  (and  woman)  is  a  potential  scoundrel 
and  a  potential  good  citizen.  What  a 
man  is  depends  on  his  character;  but 
what  he  does,  and  what  we  think  of 
what  he  does,  depends  on  his  circum- 
stances. The  characteristics  that  ruin  a 
man  in  one  class  make  him  eminent  in 
another.  The  characters  that  behave 
differently  in  different  circumstances  be- 
have alike  in  similar  circumstances.  Take 
a  common  English  character  like  that  of 
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Bill  Walker.  We  meet  Bill  everywhere: 
on  the  judicial  bench,  on  the  episcopal 
bench,  in  the  Privy  Council,  at  the  War 
Office  and  Admiralty,  as  well  as  in  the 
Old  Bailey  dock  or  in  the  ranks  of  casual 
unskilled  labor.  And  the  morality  of  Bill's 
characteristics  varies  with  these  various 
circumstances.  The  faults  of  the  burglar 
are  the  qualities  of  the  financier:  the 
manners  and  habits  of  a  duke  would  cost 
a  city  clerk  his  situation.  In  short,  though 
character  is  independent  of  circumstances, 
conduct  is  not;  and  our  moral  judgments 
of  character  are  not:  both  are  circum- 
stantial. Take  any  condition  of  life  in 
which  the  circumstances  are  for  a  mass  of 
men  practically  alike:  felony,  the  House 
of  Lords,  the  factory,  the  stables,  the 
gipsy  encampment  or  where  you  please! 
In  spite  of  diversity  of  character  and  tem- 
perament, the  conduct  and  morals  of  the 
individuals  in  each  group  are  as  predic- 
able  and  as  alike  in  the  main  as  if  they 
were  a  flock  of  sheep,  morals  being 
mostly  only  social  habits  and  circum- 
stantial necessities.  Strong  people  know 
this  and  count  upon  it.  In  nothing  have 
the  master-minds  of  the  world  been  dis- 
tinguished from  the  ordinary  suburban 
season-ticket  holder  more  than  in  their 
straightforward  perception  of  the  fact 
that  mankind  is  practically  a  single  species, 
and  not  a  menagerie  of  gentlemen  and 
bounders,  villains  and  heroes,  cowards 
and  daredevils,  peers  and  peasants,  grocers 
and  aristocrats,  artisans  and  laborers, 
washerwomen  and  duchesses,  in  which 
all  the  grades  of  income  and  caste  repre- 
sent distinct  animals  who  must  not  be 
introduced  to  one  another  or  intermarry. 
Napoleon  constructing  a  galaxy  of  gen- 
erals and  courtiers,  and  even  of  monarchs, 
out  of  his  collection  of  social  nobodies; 
Julius  Caesar  appointing  as  governor  of 
Egypt  the  son  of  a  freedman— one  who 
but  a  short  time  before  would  have  been 
legally  disqualified  for  the  post  even  of  a 
private  soldier  in  the  Roman  army;  Louis 


XI  making  his  barber  his  privy  council- 
lor: all  these  had  in  their  different  ways  a 
firm  hold  of  the  scientific  fact  of  human 
equality,  expressed  by  Barbara  in  the 
Christian  formula  that  all  men  are  chil- 
dren of  one  father.  A  man  who  believes 
that  men  are  naturally  divided  into  upper 
and  lower  and  middle  classes  morally  is 
making  exactly  the  same  mistake  as  the 
man  who  believes  that  they  are  naturally 
divided  in  the  same  way  socially.  And 
just  as  our  persistent  attempts  to  found 
political  institutions  on  a  basis  of  social 
inequality  have  always  produced  long 
periods  of  destructive  friction  relieved 
from  time  to  time  by  violent  explosions 
of  revolution;  so  the  attempt — will  Amer- 
icans please  note — to  found  moral  in- 
stitutions on  a  basis  of  moral  inequality 
can  lead  to  nothing  but  unnatural  Reigns 
of  the  Saints  relieved  by  licentious  Re- 
storations; to  Americans  who  have  made 
divorce  a  public  institution  turning  the 
face  of  Europe  into  one  huge  sardonic 
smile  by  refusing  to  stay  in  the  same  hotel 
with  a  Russian  man  of  genius  who  has 
changed  wives  without  the  sanction  of 
South  Dakota;  to  grotesque  hypocrisy, 
cruel  persecution,  and  final  utter  con- 
fusion of  conventions  and  compliances 
with  benevolence  and  respectability.  It 
is  quite  useless  to  declare  that  all  men  are 
born  free  if  you  deny  that  they  are  born 
good.  Guarantee  a  man's  goodness  and 
his  liberty  will  take  care  of  itself.  To  guar- 
antee his  freedom  on  condition  that  you 
approve  of  his  moral  character  is  form- 
ally to  abolish  all  freedom  whatsoever,  as 
every  man's  liberty  is  at  the  mercy  of  a 
moral  indictment  which  any  fool  can 
trump  up  against  everyone  who  violates 
custom,  whether  as  a  prophet  or  as  a  ras- 
cal. This  is  the  lesson  Democracy  has  to 
learn  before  it  can  become  anything  but 
the  most  oppressive  of  all  the  priesthoods. 
Let  us  now  return  to  Bill  Walker  and 
his  case  of  conscience  against  the  Salva- 
tion Army.  Major  Barbara,  not  being  a. 
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modern  Tetzel,  or  the  treasurer  of  a 
hospital,  refuses  to  sell  absolution  to  Bill 
for  a  sovereign.  Unfortunately,  what  the 
Army  can  afford  to  refuse  in  the  case  of 
Bill  Walker,  it  cannot  refuse  in  the  case 
of  Bodger.  Bodger  is  master  of  the  situa- 
tion because  he  holds  the  purse  strings. 
" Strive  as  you  will,"  says  Bodger,  in 
effect:  "me  you  cannot  do  without.  You 
cannot  save  Bill  Walker  without  my 
money."  And  the  Army  answers,  quite 
rightly  under  the  circumstances,  "We 
will  take  money  from  the  devil  himself 
sooner  than  abandon  the  work  of  Salva- 
tion." So  Bodger  pays  his  conscience 
money  and  gets  the  absolution  that  is  re- 
fused to  Bill.  In  real  life  Bill  would  perhaps 
never  know  this.  But  I,  the  dramatist 
whose  business  it  is  to  shew  the  connexion 
between  things  that  seem  apart  and  un- 
related in  the  haphazard  order  of  events  in 
real  life,  have  contrived  to  make  it  known 
to  Bill,  with  the  result  that  the  Salvation 
Army  loses  its  hold  of  him  at  once. 

But  Bill  may  not  be  lost,  for  all  that. 
He  is  still  in  the  grip  of  the  facts  and  of 
his  own  conscience,  and  may  find  his 
taste  for  blackguardism  permanently 
spoiled.  Still,  I  cannot  guarantee  that 
happy  ending.  Walk  through  the  poorer 
quarters  of  our  cities  on  Sunday  when 
the  men  are  not  working,  but  resting  and 
chewing  the  cud  of  their  reflections.  You 
will  find  one  expression  common  to  every 
mature  face:  the  expression  of  cynicism. 
The  discovery  made  by  Bill  Walker 
about  the  Salvation  Army  has  been  made 
by  everyone  there.  They  have  found  that 
every  man  has  his  price;  and  they  have 
been  foolishly  or  corruptly  taught  to 
mistrust  and  despise  him  for  that  neces- 
sary and  salutary  condition  of  social  exist- 
ence. When  they  learn  that  General 
Booth,  too,  has  his  price,  they  do  not 
admire  him  because  it  is  a  high  one,  and 
admit  the  need  of  organizing  society  so 
that  he  shall  get  it  in  an  honorable  way: 
they  conclude  that  his  character  is  un- 
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sound  and  that  all  religious  men  are 
hypocrites  and  allies  of  their  sweaters  and 
oppressors.  They  know  that  the  large 
subscriptions  which  help  to  support  the 
Army  are  endowments,  not  of  religion, 
but  of  the  wicked  doctrine  of  docility 
in  poverty  and  humility  under  oppression; 
and  they  are  rent  by  the  most  agonizing 
of  all  the  doubts  of  the  soul,  the  doubt 
whether  their  true  salvation  must  not 
come  from  their  most  abhorrent  passions, 
from  murder,  envy,  greed,  stubbornness, 
rage,  and  terrorism,  rather  than  from 
public  spirit,  reasonableness,  humanity, 
generosity,  tenderness,  delicacy,  pity,  and 
kindness.  The  confirmation  of  that  doubt, 
at  which  our  newspapers  have  been 
working  so  hard  for  years  past,  is  the 
morality  of  militarism;  and  the  justifica- 
tion of  militarism  is  that  circumstances 
may  at  any  time  make  it  the  true  morality 
of  the  moment.  It  is  by  producing  such 
moments  that  we  produce  violent  and 
sanguinary  revolutions,  such  as  the  one 
now  in  progress  in  Russia  and  the  one 
which  Capitalism  in  England  and  America 
is  daily  and  diligently  provoking. 

At  such  moments  it  becomes  the  duty 
of  the  Churches  to  evoke  all  the  powers 
of  destruction  against  the  existing  order. 
But  if  they  do  this,  the  existing  order 
must  forcibly  suppress  them.  Churches 
are  suffered  to  exist  only  on  condition 
that  they  preach  submission  to  the  State 
as  at  present  capitalistically  organized. 
The  Church  of  England  itself  is  com- 
pelled to  add  to  the  thirtysix  articles  in 
which  it  formulates  its  religious  tenets, 
three  more  in  which  it  apologetically 
protests  that  the  moment  any  of  these 
articles  comes  in  conflict  with  the  State 
it  is  to  be  entirely  renounced,  abjured, 
violated,  abrogated  and  abhorred,  the 
policeman  being  a  much  more  important 
person  than  any  of  the  Persons  of  the 
Trinity.  And  this  is  why  no  tolerated 
Church  nor  Salvation  Army  can  ever 
win  the  entire  confidence  of  the  poor. 
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It  must  be  on  the  side  of  the  police  and 
the  military,  no  matter  what  it  believes 
or  disbelieves;  and  as  the  police  and  the 
military  are  the  instruments  by  which 
the  rich  rob  and  oppress  the  poor  (on 
legal  and  moral  principles  made  for  the 
purpose),  it  is  not  possible  to  be  on  the 
side  of  the  poor  and  of  the  police  at  the 
same  time.  Indeed  the  religious  bodies, 
as  the  almoners  of  the  rich,  become  a  sort 
of  auxiliary  police,  taking  off  the  insur- 
rectionary edge  of  poverty  with  coals  and 
blankets,  bread  and  treacle,  and  soothing 
and  cheering  the  victims  with  hopes  of 
immense  and  inexpensive  happiness  in 
another  world  when  the  process  of 
working  them  to  premature  death  in  the 
service  of  the  rich  is  complete  in  this. 

CHRISTIANITY  AND   ANARCHISM 

Such  is  the  false  position  from  which 
neither  the  Salvation  Army  nor  the 
Church  of  England  nor  any  other  reli- 
gious organization  whatever  can  escape 
except  through  a  reconstitution  of  society. 
Nor  can  they  merely  endure  the  State 
passively,  washing  their  hands  of  its 
sins.  The  State  is  constantly  forcing 
the  consciences  of  men  by  violence  and 
cruelty.  Not  content  with  exacting  money 
from  us  for  the  maintenance  of  its  soldiers 
and  policemen,  its  gaolers  and  execution- 
ers, it  forces  us  to  take  an  active  personal 
part  in  its  proceedings  on  pain  of  becom- 
ing ourselves  the  victims  of  its  violence. 
As  I  write  these  lines,  a  sensational  ex- 
ample is  given  to  the  world.  A  royal 
marriage  has  been  celebrated,  first  by 
sacrament  in  a  cathedral,  and  then  by  a 
bullfight  having  for  its  main  amusement 
the  spectacle  of  horses  gored  and  dis- 
embowelled by  the  bull,  after  which, 
when  the  bull  is  so  exhausted  as  to  be 
no  longer  dangerous,  he  is  killed  by  a 
cautious  matador.  But  the  ironic  contrast 
between  the  bullfight  and  the  sacrament 
of  marriage  does  not  move  anyone. 
Another  contrast — that  between  the 


splendor,  the  happiness,  the  atmosphere 
of  kindly  admiration  surrounding  the 
young  couple,  and  the  price  paid  for  it 
under  our  abominable  social  arrange- 
ments in  the  misery,  squalor,  and  degrada- 
tion of  millions  of  other  young  couples 
— is  drawn  at  the  same  moment  by  a 
novelist,  Mr  Upton  Sinclair,  who  chips 
a  corner  of  the  veneering  from  the  huge 
meat  packing  industries  of  Chicago,  and 
shews  it  to  us  as  a  sample  of  what  is 
going  on  all  over  the  world  underneath 
the  top  layer  of  prosperous  plutocracy. 
One  man  is  sufficiently  moved  by  that 
contrast  to  pay  his  own  life  as  the  price 
of  one  terrible  blow  at  the  responsible 
parties.  His  poverty  has  left  him  ignorant 
enough  to  be  duped  by  the  pretence  that 
the  innocent  young  bride  and  bride- 
groom, put  forth  and  crowned  by  pluto- 
cracy as  the  heads  of  a  State  in  which 
they  have  less  personal  power  than  any 
policeman,  and  less  influence  than  any 
Chairman  of  a  Trust,  are  responsible. 
At  them  accordingly  he  launches  his 
sixpennorth  of  fulminate,  missing  his 
mark,  but  scattering  the  bowels  of  as 
many  horses  as  any  bull  in  the  arena, 
and  slaying  twentythree  persons,  besides 
wounding  ninetynine.  And  of  all  these, 
the  horses  alone  are  innocent  of  the 
guilt  he  is  avenging:  had  he  blown  all 
Madrid  to  atoms  with  every  adult  person 
in  it,  not  one  could  have  escaped  the 
charge  of  being  an  accessory,  before,  at, 
and  after  the  fact,  to  poverty  and  prosti- 
tution, to  such  wholesale  massacre  of 
infants  as  Herod  never  dreamt  of,  to 
plague,  pestilence,  and  famine,  battle, 
murder,  and  lingering  death — perhaps 
not  one  who  had  not  helped,  through 
example,  precept,  connivance,  and  even 
clamor,  to  teach  the  dynamiter  his  well- 
learnt  gospel  of  hatred  and  vengeance, 
by  approving  every  day  of  sentences  of 
years  of  imprisonment  so  infernal  in 
their  unnatural  stupidity  and  panic- 
stricken  cruelty,  that  their  advocates  can 
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disavow  neither  the  dagger  nor  the  bomb 
without  stripping  the  mask  of  justice  and 
humanity  from  themselves  also. 

Be  it  noted  that  at  this  very  moment 
there  appears  the  biography  of  one  of  our 
dukes,  who,  being  a  Scot,  could  argue 
about  politics,  and  therefore  stood  out  as 
a  great  brain  among  our  aristocrats.  And 
what,  if  you  please,  was  his  grace's 
favorite  historical  episode,  which  he 
declared  he  never  read  without  intense 
satisfaction?  Why,  the  young  General 
Bonaparte's  pounding  of  the  Paris  mob 
to  pieces  in  1795,  called  in  playful  ap- 
proval by  our  respectable  classes  "the 
whiff  of  grapeshot,"  though  Napoleon, 
to  do  him  justice,  took  a  deeper  view  of 
it,  and  would  fain  have  had  it  forgotten. 
And  since  the  Duke  of  Argyll  was  not 
a  demon,  but  a  man  of  like  passions  with 
ourselves,  by  no  means  rancorous  or 
cruel  as  men  go,  who  can  doubt  that 
all  over  the  world  proletarians  of  the 
ducal  kidney  are  now  revelling  in  "the 
whiff  of  dynamite"  (the  flavor  of  the 
joke  seems  to  evaporate  a  little,  does  it 
not?)  because  it  was  aimed  at  the  class 
they  hate  even  as  our  argute  duke  hated 
what  he  called  the  mob. 

In  such  an  atmosphere  there  can  be 
only  one  sequel  to  the  Madrid  explosion. 
All  Europe  burns  to  emulate  it.  Venge- 
ance! More  blood!  Tear  "the  Anarchist 
beast"  to  shreds.  Drag  him  to  the  scaffold. 
Imprison  him  for  life.  Let  all  civilized 
States  band  together  to  drive  his  like  off 
the  face  of  the  earth;  and  if  any  State 
refuses  to  join,  make  war  on  it.  This  time 
the  leading  London  newspaper,  anti- 
Liberal  and  therefore  anti-Russian  in 
politics,  does  not  say  "Serve  you  right" 
to  the  victims,  as  it  did,  in  effect,  when 
Bobrikoff,  and  De  Plehve,  and  Grand 
Duke  Sergius  were  in  the  same  manner 
unofficially  fulminated  into  fragments. 
No:  fulminate  our  rivals  in  Asia  by  all 
means,  ye  brave  Russian  revolution- 
aries; but  to  aim  at  an  English  princess! 


monstrous!  hideous!  hound  down  the 
wretch  to  his  doom;  and  observe,  please, 
that  we  are  a  civilized  and  merciful  people, 
and,  however  much  we  may  regret  it, 
must  not  treat  him  as  Ravaillac  and 
Damiens  were  treated.  And  meanwhile, 
since  we  have  not  yet  caught  him,  let  us 
soothe  our  quivering  nerves  with  the 
bullfight,  and  comment  in  a  courtly  way 
on  the  unfailing  tact  and  good  taste  of 
the  ladies  of  our  royal  houses,  who, 
though  presumably  of  full  normal  natural 
tenderness,  have  been  so  effectually 
broken  in  to  fashionable  routine  that 
they  can  be  taken  to  see  the  horses 
slaughtered  as  helplessly  as  they  could 
no  doubt  be  taken  to  a  gladiator  show, 
if  that  happened  to  be  the  mode  just  now. 
Strangely  enough,  in  the  midst  of  this 
raging  fire  of  malice,  the  one  man  who 
still  has  faith  in  the  kindness  and  intelli- 
gence of  human  nature  is  the  fulminator, 
now  a  hunted  wretch,  with  nothing, 
apparently,  to  secure  his  triumph  over 
all  the  prisons  and  scaffolds  of  infuriate 
Europe  except  the  revolver  in  his  pocket 
and  his  readiness  to  discharge  it  at  a 
moment's  notice  into  his  own  or  any 
other  head.  Think  of  him  setting  out  to 
find  a  gentleman  and  a  Christian  in  the 
multitude  of  human  wolves  howling  for 
his  blood.  Think  also  of  this:  that  at  the 
very  first  essay  he  finds  what  he  seeks,  a 
veritable  grandee  of  Spain,  a  noble,  high- 
thinking,  unterrified,  malice-void  soul, 
in  the  guise — of  all  masquerades  in  the 
world ! — of  a  modern  editor.  The  An- 
archist wolf,  flying  from  the  wolves  of 
plutocracy,  throws  himself  on  the  honor 
of  the  man.  The  man,  not  being  a  wolf 
(nor  a  London  editor),  and  therefore 
not  having  enough  sympathy  with  his 
exploit  to  be  made  bloodthirsty  by  it, 
does  not  throw  him  back  to  the  pursuing 
wolves — gives  him,  instead,  what  help 
he  can  to  escape,  and  sends  him  off  ac- 
quainted at  last  with  a  force  that  goes 
deeper  than  dynamite,  though  you  can- 
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not  buy  so  much  of  it  for  sixpence.  That 
righteous  and  honorable  high  human 
deed  is  not  wasted  on  Europe,  let  us  hope, 
though  it  benefits  the  fugitive  wolf  only 
for  a  moment.  The  plutocratic  wolves 
presently  smell  him  out.  The  fugitive 
shoots  the  unlucky  wolf  whose  nose  is 
nearest;  shoots  himself;  and  then  con- 
vinces the  world,  by  his  photograph, 
that  he  was  no  monstrous  freak  of  re- 
version to  the  tiger,  but  a  good  looking 
young  man  with  nothing  abnormal  about 
him  except  his  appalling  courage  and 
resolution  (that  is  why  the  terrified 
shriek  Coward  at  him):  one  to  whom 
murdering  a  happy  young  couple  on  their 
wedding  morning  would  have  been  an 
unthinkably  unnatural  abomination  under 
rational  and  kindly  human  circumstances. 

Then  comes  the  climax  of  irony  and 
blind  stupidity.  The  wolves,  balked  of 
their  meal  of  fellow  wolf,  turn  on  the 
man,  and  proceed  to  torture  him,  after 
their  manner,  by  imprisonment,  for  re- 
fusing to  fasten  his  teeth  in  the  throat 
of  the  dynamiter  and  hold  him  down 
until  they  came  to  finish  him. 

Thus,  you  see,  a  man  may  not  be  a 
gentleman  nowadays  even  if  he  wishes 
to.  As  to  being  a  Christian,  he  is  allowed 
some  latitude  in  that  matter,  because,  I 
repeat,  Christianity  has  two  faces.  Popu- 
lar Christianity  has  for  its  emblem  a 
gibbet,  for  its  chief  sensation  a  sanguinary 
execution  after  torture,  for  its  central 
mystery  an  insane  vengeance  bought 
off  by  a  trumpery  expiation.  But  there 
is  a  nobler  and  profounder  Christianity 
which  affirms  the  sacred  mystery  of 
Equality,  and  forbids  the  glaring  futility 
and  folly  of  vengeance,  often  politely 
called  punishment  or  justice.  The  gibbet 
part  of  Christianity  is  tolerated.  The 
other  is  criminal  felony.  Connoisseurs  in 
irony  are  well  aware  of  the  fact  that  the 
only  editor  in  England  who  denounces 
punishment  as  radically  wrong,  also 
repudiates  Christianity;  calls  his  paper 


The  Freethinker;  and  has  been  im- 
prisoned for  "bad  taste"  under  the  law 
against  blasphemy. 

SANE   CONCLUSIONS 

And  now  I  must  ask  the  excited  reader 
not  to  lose  his  head  on  one  side  or  the 
other,  but  to  draw  a  sane  moral  from 
these  grim  absurdities.  It  is  not  good 
sense  to  propose  that  laws  against  crime 
should  apply  to  principals  only  and  not 
to  accessories  whose  consent,  counsel, 
or  silence  may  secure  impunity  to  the 
principal.  If  you  institute  punishment  as 
part  of  the  law,  you  must  punish  people 
for  refusing  to  punish.  If  you  have  a 
police,  part  of  its  duty  must  be  to  compel 
everybody  to  assist  the  police.  No  doubt 
if  your  laws  are  unjust,  and  your  police- 
men agents  of  oppression,  the  result  will 
be  an  unbearable  violation  of  the  private 
consciences  of  citizens.  But  that  cannot 
be  helped:  the  remedy  is,  not  to  license 
everybody  to  thwart  the  law  if  they 
please,  but  to  make  laws  that  will  com- 
mand the  public  assent,  and  not  to  deal 
cruelly  and  stupidly  with  lawbreakers. 
Everybody  disapproves  of  burglars; 
but  the  modern  burglar,  when  caught 
and  overpowered  by  a  householder, 
usually  appeals,  and  often,  let  us  hope, 
with  success,  to  his  captor  not  to  deliver 
him  over  to  the  useless  horrors  of  penal 
servitude.  In  other  cases  the  lawbreaker 
escapes  because  those  who  could  give 
him  up  do  not  consider  his  breach  of  the 
law  a  guilty  action.  Sometimes,  even, 
private  tribunals  are  formed  in  opposi- 
tion to  the  official  tribunals;  and  these 
private  tribunals  employ  assassins  as 
executioners,  as  was  done,  for  example, 
by  Mahomet  before  he  had  established 
his  power  officially,  and  by  the  Ribbon 
lodges  of  Ireland  in  their  long  struggle 
with  the  landlords.  Under  such  circum- 
stances, the  assassin  goes  free  although 
everybody  in  the  district  knows  who  he 
is  and  what  he  has  done.  They  do  not 
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betray  him,  partly  because  they  justify 
him  exactly  as  the  regular  Government 
justifies  its  official  executioner,  and 
partly  because  they  would  themselves 
be  assassinated  if  they  betrayed  him: 
another  method  learnt  from  the  official 
government.  Given  a  tribunal,  employing 
a  slayer  who  has  no  personal  quarrel 
with  the  slain;  and  there  is  clearly  no 
moral  difference  between  official  and  un- 
official killing. 

In  short,  all  men  are  anarchists  with 
regard  to  laws  which  are  against  their 
consciences,  either  in  the  preamble  or 
in  the  penalty.  In  London  our  worst 
anarchists  are  the  magistrates,  because 
many  of  them  are  so  old  and  ignorant 
that  when  they  are  called  upon  to  ad- 
minister any  law  that  is  based  on  ideas 
or  knowledge  less  than  half  a  century 
old,  they  disagree  with  it,  and  being 
mere  ordinary  homebred  private  English- 
men without  any  respect  for  law  in  the 
abstract,  naively  set  the  example  of 
violating  it.  In  this  instance  the  man  lags 
behind  the  law;  but  when  the  law  lags 
behind  the  man,  he  becomes  equally  an 
anarchist.  When  some  huge  change  in 
social  conditions,  such  as  the  industrial 
revolution  of  the  eighteenth  and  nine- 
teenth centuries,  throws  our  legal  and 
industrial  institutions  out  of  date,  Anarch- 
ism becomes  almost  a  religion.  The  whole 
force  of  the  most  energetic  geniuses  of 
the  time  in  philosophy,  economics,  and 
art  concentrates  itself  on  demonstrations 
and  reminders  that  morality  and  law  are 
only  conventions,  fallible  and  continually 
obsolescing.  Tragedies  in  which  the 
heroes  are  bandits,  and  comedies  in 
which  law-abiding  and  conventionally 
moral  folk  are  compelled  to  satirize 
themselves  by  outraging  the  conscience 
of  the  spectators  every  time  they  do  their 
duty,  appear  simultaneously  with  eco- 
nomic treatises  entitled  "What  is  Pro- 
perty? Theft !"  ind  with  histories  of  "The 
Conflict  between  Religion  and  Science." 
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Now  this  is  not  a  healthy  state  of 
things.    The   advantages    of  living   in 
society  are  proportionate,  not  to  the 
freedom  of  the  individual  from  a  code, 
but  to  the  complexity  and  subtlety  of  the 
code  he  is  prepared  not  only  to  accept 
but  to  uphold  as  a  matter  of  such  vital 
importance  that  a  lawbreaker  at  large 
is  hardly  to  be  tolerated  on  any  plea. 
Such   an   attitude   becomes   impossible 
when  the  only  men  who  can  make  them- 
selves heard  and  remembered  throughout 
the   world   spend   all   their   energy   in 
raising  our  gorge  against  current  law, 
current  morality,  current  respectability, 
and  legal  property.  The  ordinary  man, 
uneducated  in  social  theory  even  when 
he  is  schooled  in  Latin  verse,  cannot  be 
set  against  all  the  laws  of  his  country 
and  yet  persuaded  to  regard  law  in  the 
abstract  as  vitally  necessary  to  society. 
Once  he  is  brought  to  repudiate  the  laws 
and  institutions  he  knows,  he  will  re- 
pudiate the  very  conception  of  law  and 
the   very   groundwork   of  institutions, 
ridiculing  human  rights,  extolling  brain- 
less methods  as  "historical,"  and  toler- 
ating nothing  except  pure  empiricism  in 
conduct,  with  dynamite  as  the  basis  of 
politics  and  vivisection  as  the  basis  of 
science.  That  is  hideous;  but  what  is  to 
be  done?  Here  am  I,  for  instance,  by  class 
a  respectable  man,  by  common  sense  a 
hater  of  waste  and  disorder,  by  intel- 
lectual constitution  legally  minded  to  the 
verge  of  pedantry,  and  by  temperament 
apprehensive  and  economically  disposed 
to  the  limit  of  old-maidishness;  yet  I  am, 
and  have  always  been,  and  shall  now 
always  be,  a  revolutionary  writer,  be- 
cause our  laws  make  law  impossible;  our 
liberties  destroy  all  freedom;  our  pro- 
perty is  organized  robbery;  our  morality 
is  an  impudent  hypocrisy;  our  wisdom  is 
administered  by  inexperienced  or  mal- 
experienced  dupes,  our  power  wielded  by 
cowards  and  weaklings,  and  our  honor 
false  in  all  its  points.  I  am  an  enemy  of 
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the  existing  order  for  good  reasons;  but 
that  does  not  make  my  attacks  any  less 
encouraging  or  helpful  to  people  who  are 
its  enemies  for  bad  reasons.  The  existing 
order  may  shriek  that  if  I  tell  the  truth 
about  it,  some  foolish  person  may  drive 
it  to  become  still  worse  by  trying  to  as- 
sassinate it.  I  cannot  help  that,  even  if  I 
could  see  what  worse  it  could  do  than 
it  is  already  doing.  And  the  disadvantage 
of  that  worst  even  from  its  own  point  of 
view  is  that  society,  with  all  its  prisons 
and  bayonets  and  whips  and  ostracisms 
and  starvations,  is  powerless  in  the  face 
of  the  Anarchist  who  is  prepared  to  sac- 
rifice his  own  life  in  the  battle  with  it. 
Our  natural  safety  from  the  cheap  and  de- 
vastating explosives  which  every  Russian 
student  can  make,  and  every  Russian 
grenadier  has  learnt  to  handle  in  Man- 
churia, lies  in  the  fact  that  brave  and 
resolute  men,  when  they  are  rascals,  will 
not  risk  their  skins  for  the  good  of 
humanity,  and,  when  they  are  not,  are  sym- 
pathetic enough  to  care  for  humanity,  ab- 
horring murder,  and  never  committing 
it  until  their  consciences  are  outraged 
beyond  endurance.  The  remedy  is,  then, 
simply  not  to  outrage  their  consciences. 

Do  not  be  afraid  that  they  will  not 
make  allowances.  All  men  make  very 
large  allowances  indeed  before  they  stake 
their  own  lives  in  a  war  to  the  death  with 
society.  Nobody  demands  or  expects  the 
millennium.  But  there  are  two  things  that 
must  be  set  right,  or  we  shall  perish,  like 
Rome,  of  soul  atrophy  disguised  as  empire. 

The  first  is,  that  the  daily  ceremony 
of  dividing  the  wealth  of  the  country 
among  its  inhabitants  shall  be  so  con- 
ducted that  no  crumb  shall,  save  as  a 
criminal's  ration,  go  to  any  able-bodied 
adults  who  are  not  producing  by  their 
personal  exertions  not  only  a  full  equi- 
valent for  what  they  take,  but  a  surplus 
sufficient  to  provide  for  their  super- 
annuation and  pay  back  the  debt  due  for 
their  nurture. 


The  second  is  that  the  deliberate  in- 
fliction of  malicious  injuries  which  now 
goes  on  under  the  name  of  punishment 
be  abandoned;  so  that  the  thief,  the 
ruffian,  the  gambler,  and  the  beggar 
may  without  inhumanity  be  handed  over 
to  the  law,  and  made  to  understand  that 
a  State  which  is  too  humane  to  punish 
will  also  be  too  thrifty  to  waste  the  life 
of  honest  men  in  watching  or  restraining 
dishonest  ones.  That  is  why  we  do  not 
imprison  dogs.  We  even  take  our  chance 
of  their  first  bite.  But  if  a  dog  delights 
to  bark  and  bite,  it  goes  to  the  lethal 
chamber.  That  seems  to  me  sensible.  To 
allow  the  dog  to  expiate  his  bite  by  a 
period  of  torment,  and  then  let  him  loose 
in  a  much  more  savage  condition  (for 
the  chain  makes  a  dog  savage)  to  bite 
again  and  expiate  again,  having  mean- 
while spent  a  great  deal  of  human  life 
and  happiness  in  the  task  of  chaining 
and  feeding  and  tormenting  him,  seems 
to  me  idiotic  and  superstitious.  Yet  that 
is  what  we  do  to  men  who  bark  and  bite 
and  steal.  It  would  be  far  more  sensible 
to  put  up  with  their  vices,  as  we  put  up 
with  their  illnesses,  until  they  give  more 
trouble  than  they  are  worth,  at  which 
point  we  should,  with  many  apologies 
and  expressions  of  sympathy,  and  some 
generosity  in  complying  with  their  last 
wishes,  place  them  in  the  lethal  chamber 
and  get  rid  of  them.  Under  no  circum- 
stances should  they  be  allowed  to  expiate 
their  misdeeds  by  a  manufactured  penalty, 
to  subscribe  to  a  charity,  or  to  compen- 
sate the  victims.  If  there  is  to  be  no 
punishment  there  can  be  no  forgiveness. 
We  shall  never  have  real  moral  responsi- 
bility until  everyone  knows  that  his 
deeds  are  irrevocable,  and  that  his  life 
depends  on  his  usefulness.  Hitherto, 
alas!  humanity  has  never  dared  face  these 
hard  facts.  We  frantically  scatter  con- 
science money  and  invent  systems  of 
conscience  banking,  with  expiatory  pen- 
alties, atonements,  reden  ptions,  salva- 
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tions,  hospital  subscription  lists  and  what 
not,  to  enable  us  to  contract-out  of  the 
moral  code.  Not  content  with  the  old 
scapegoat  and  sacrificial  lamb,  we  deify 
human  saviors,  and  pray  to  miraculous 
virgin  intercessors.  We  attribute  mercy 
to  the  inexorable;  soothe  our  consciences 
after  committing  murder  by  throwing 
ourselves  on  the  bosom  of  divine  love; 
and  shrink  even  from  our  own  gallows 
because  we  are  forced  to  admit  that  it, 
at  least,  is  irrevocable — as  if  one  hour 
of  imprisonment  were  not  as  irrevocable 
as  any  execution! 

If  a  man  cannot  look  evil  in  the  face 
without  illusion,  he  will  never  know 
what  it  really  is,  or  combat  it  effectually. 
The  few  men  who  have  been  able  (rela- 
tively) to  do  this  have  been  called  cynics, 
and  have  sometimes  had  an  abnormal 
share  of  evil  in  themselves,  correspond- 
ing to  the  abnormal  strength  of  their 
minds;  but  they  have  never  done  mischief 
unless  they  intended  to  do  it.  That  is 
why  great  scoundrels  have  been  bene- 
ficent rulers  whilst  amiable  and  privately 
harmless   monarchs   have   ruined   their 
countries    by    trusting    to    the   hocus- 
pocus  of  innocence  and  guilt,  reward 
and   punishment,   virtuous   indignation 
and  pardon,  instead  of  standing  up  to  the 
facts  without  either  malice  or  mercy. 
Major  Barbara  stands  up  to  Bill  Walker 
in  that  way,  with  the  result  that  the 
ruffian  who  cannot  get  hated,  has  to  hate 
himself.  To  relieve  this  agony  he  tries 
to  get  punished;  but  the  Salvationist 
whom  he  tries  to  provoke  is  as  merciless 
as   Barbara,  and  only  prays  for  him. 
Then  he  tries  to  pay,  but  can  get  nobody 
to  take  his  money.  His  doom  is  the 
doom  of  Cain,  who,  failing  to  find  either 
a  savior,  a  policeman,  or  an  almoner  to 
help  him  to  pretend  that  his  brother's 
blood  no  longer  cried  from  the  ground, 
had  to  live  and  die  a  murderer.  Cain 
took  care  not  to  commit  another  murder; 
but  had  he  been  allowed  to  pay  off  his 


score,  he  might  possibly  have  killed  Adam 
and  Eve  for  the  mere  sake  of  a  second 
luxurious  reconciliation  with  God  after- 
wards. Bodger,  you  may  depend  on  it, 
will  go  on  to  the  end  of  his  life  besotting 
people,  because  he  can  always  depend 
on  the  Churches  to  negotiate  his  re- 
demption for  a  trifling  percentage  of  his 
profits. 

There  is  a  third  condition  too,  which 
must  be  fulfilled  before  the  great  teachers 
of  the  world  will  cease  to  scoff  at  its 
religions.  Creeds  must  become  intellectu- 
ally honest.  At  present  there  is  not  a 
single  credible  established  religion  in  the 
world.  That  is  perhaps  the  most  stupen- 
dous fact  in  the  whole  world-situation. 
This  play  of  mine,  Major  Barbara,  is,  I 
hope,  both  true  and  inspired;  but  who- 
ever says  that  it  all  happened,  and  that 
faith  in  it  and  understanding  of  it  consist 
in  believing  that  it  is  a  record  of  an 
actual  occurrence,  is,  to  speak  according 
to  Scripture,  a  fool  and  a  liar,  and  is 
hereby  solemnly  denounced  and  cursed 
as  such  by  me,  the  author,  to  all  posterity. 

POSTSCRIPT  1933.  In  spite  of  the  em- 
phasis laid  both  in  this  preface  and  in 
the  play  on  the  fact  that  poverty  is  an 
infectious  pestilence  to  be  prevented  at 
all  costs,  the  lazy  habit  still  prevails  of 
tolerating  it  not  only  as  an  inevitable 
misfortune  to  be  charitably  patronized 
and  relieved,  but  as  a  useful  punishment 
for  all  sorts  of  misconduct  and  ineffi- 
ciency that  are  not  expressly  punishable 
by  law.  Until  we  have  a  general  vital 
hatred  of  poverty,  and  a  determination 
to  *  liquidate"  the  underfed  either  by 
feeding  them  or  killing  them,  we  shall 
not  tackle  the  poverty  question  seriously. 
Long  ago  I  proposed  to  eradicate  the 
dangerous  disease  of  hunger  among  chil- 
dren by  placing  good  bread  on  public 
supply  like  drinking  water.  No  Govern- 
ment nor  municipality  has  yet  taken  up 
that  very  sensible  proposal. 
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Fanny's  First  Play,  being  but  a  pot- 
boiler, needs  no  preface.  But  its  lesson  is 
not,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  unneeded.  Mere 
morality,  or  the  substitution  of  custom 
for  conscience,  was  once  accounted  a 
shameful  and  cynical  thing:  people  talked 
of  right  and  wrong,  of  honor  and  dis- 
honor, of  sin  and  grace,  of  salvation  and 
damnation,  not  of  morality  and  immor- 
ality. The  word  morality,  if  we  met  it  in 
the  Bible,  would  surprise  us  as  much  as 
the  word  telephone  or  motor  car.  Nowa- 
days we  do  not  seem  to  know  that  there 
is  any  other  test  of  conduct  except  mor- 
ality; and  the  result  is  that  the  young  had 
better  have  their  souls  awakened  by  dis- 
grace, capture  by  the  police,  and  a  month's 
hard  labor,  than  drift  along  from  their 
cradles  to  their  graves  doing  what  other 
people  do  for  no  other  reason  than  that 
other  people  do  it,  and  knowing  nothing 
of  good  and  evil,  of  courage  and  coward- 
ice, or  indeed  anything  but  how  to  keep 
hunger  and  concupiscence  and  fashion- 


able dressing  within  the  bounds  of  good 
taste  except  when  their  excesses  can  be 
concealed.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  I  am 
driven  to  offer  to  young  people  in  our 
suburbs  the  desperate  advice:  Do  some- 
thing that  will  get  you  into  trouble?  But 
please  do  not  suppose  that  I  defend  a  state 
of  things  which  makes  such  advice  the 
best  that  can  be  given  under  the  circum- 
stances, or  that  I  do  not  know  how  diffi- 
cult it  is  to  find  out  a  way  of  getting 
into  trouble  that  will  combine  loss  of  re- 
spectability with  integrity  of  self-respect 
and  reasonable  consideration  for  other 
people's  feelings  and  interests  on  every 
point  except  their  dread  of  losing  their 
own  respectability.  But  when  there's  a 
will  there's  a  way.  I  hate  to  see  dead 
people  walking  about:  it  is  unnatural. 
And  our  respectable  middle-class  people 
are  all  as  dead  as  mutton.  Out  of  the 
mouth  of  Mrs  Knox  I  have  delivered  on 
them  the  judgment  of  her  God. 
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Sport  is  a  difficult  subject  to  deal  with 
honestly.  It  is  easy  for  the  humanitarian 
to  moralize  against  it;  and  any  fool  on  its 
side  can  gush  about  its  glorious  breezy 
pleasures  and  the  virtues  it  nourishes.  But 
neither  the  moralizings  nor  the  gushings 
are  supported  by  facts:  indeed  they  are 
mostly  violently  contradicted  by  them. 
Sportsmen  are  not  crueller  than  other 
people.  Humanitarians  are  not  more 
humane  than  other  people.  The  pleasures 
of  sport  are  fatigues  and  hardships:  no- 
body gets  out  of  bed  before  sunrise  on  a 
drizzling  wintry  morning  and  rides  off 
into  darkness,  cold,  and  rain,  either  for 
luxury  or  thirst  for  the  blood  of  a  fox 
cub.  The  humanitarian  and  the  sportsman 
are  often  the  self-same  person  drawing 
altogether  unaccountable  lines  between 
pheasants  and  pigeons,  between  hares  and 
foxes,  between  tame  stags  from  the  cart 
and  wild  ones  from  the  heather,  between 
lobsters  or  pati  de  foie  gras  and  beef- 
steaks: above  all,  between  man  and 
the  lower  animals;  for  people  who  are 
sickened  by  the  figures  of  a  battue  do 
not  turn  a  hair  over  the  infantile  death- 
rate  in  Lisson  Grove  or  the  slums  of 
Dundee. 

Clearly  the  world  of  sport  is  a  crystal 
palace  in  which  we  had  better  not  throw 
stones  unless  we  are  prepared  to  have  our 
own  faces  cut  by  the  falling  glass.  My 
own  pursuits  as  a  critic  and  as  acastigator 
of  morals  by  ridicule  (otherwise  a  writer 
of  comedies)  are  so  cruel  that  in  point  of 
giving  pain  to  many  worthy  people  I  can 
hold  my  own  with  most  dentists,  and  beat 
a  skilful  sportsman  hollow.  I  know  many 
sportsmen;  and  none  of  them  are  fero- 
cious. I  know  several  humanitarians;  and 
they  are  all  ferocious.  No  book  of  sport 
breathes  such  a  wrathful  spirit  as  this 


book  of  humanity.  No  sportsman  wants 
to  kill  the  fox  or  the  pheasant  as  I  want  to 
kill  him  when  I  see  him  doing  it.  Callous- 
ness is  not  cruel.  Stupidity  is  not  cruel. 
Love  of  exercise  and  of  feats  of  skill  is  not 
cruel.  They  may  and  do  produce  more 
destruction  and  suffering  than  all  the 
neuroses  of  all  the  Neros.  But  they  are 
characteristic  of  quite  amiable  and  cheer- 
ful people,  mostly  lovers  of  pet  animals. 
On  the  other  hand,  humane  sensitiveness 
is  impatient,  angry,  ruthless,  and  murder- 
ous. Marat  was  a  supersensitive  humani- 
tarian, by  profession  a  doctor  who  had 
practised  successfully  in  genteel  circles 
in  England.  What  Marat  felt  towards 
marquesses  most  humanitarians  feel  more 
or  less  towards  sportsmen.  Therefore  let 
no  sportsman  who  reads  these  pages 
accuse  me  of  hypocrisy,  or  of  claiming  to 
be  a  more  amiable  person  than  he.  And 
let  him  excuse  me,  if  he  will  be  so  good, 
for  beginning  with  an  attempt  to  describe 
how  I  feel  about  sport. 

To  begin  with,  sport  soon  bores  me 
when  it  does  not  involve  killing;  and 
when  it  does,  it  affects  me  much  as  the 
murder  of  a  human  being  would  affect 
me,  rather  more  than  less;  for  just  as  the 
murder  of  a  child  is  more  shocking  than 
the  murder  of  an  adult  (because,  I  sup- 
pose, the  child  is  so  helpless  and  the 
breach  of  social  faith  therefore  so  uncon- 
scionable), the  murder  of  an  animal  is  an 
abuse  of  man's  advantage  over  animals: 
the  proof  being  that  when  the  animal  is 
powerful  and  dangerous,  and  the  man 
unarmed,  the  repulsion  vanishes  and  is 
xeplaced  by  congratulation.  But  quite 
humane  and  cultivated  people  seem  un- 
able to  understand  why  I  should  bother 
about  the  feelings  of  animals.  I  have  seen 
the  most  horrible  pictures  published  in 
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good  faith  as  attractive  in  illustrated 
magazines.  One  of  them,  which  I  wish  I 
could  forget,  was  a  photograph  taken  on 
a  polar  expedition,  shewing  a  murdered 
bear  with  its  living  cub  trying  to  make  it 
attend  to  its  maternal  duties.  I  have  seen 
a  photograph  of  a  criminal  being  cut  into 
a  thousand  pieces  by  a  Chinese  execu- 
tioner, which  was  by  comparison  amus- 
ing. I  have  also  seen  thrown  on  a  screen 
for  the  entertainment  of  a  large  audience 
a  photograph  of  an  Arctic  explorer  taking 
away  a  sledge  dog  to  shoot  it  for  food, 
the  dog  jumping  about  joyously  without 
the  least  suspicion  of  its  human  friend's 
intentions.  If  the  doomed  dog  had  been 
a  man  or  a  woman,  I  believe  I  should  have 
had  less  sense  of  treachery.  I  do  not  say 
that  this  is  reasonable:  I  simply  state  it  as 
a  fact.  It  was  quite  evident  that  the  lec- 
turer had  no  suspicion  of  the  effect  the 
picture  was  producing  on  me;  and  as  far 
as  I  could  see,  his  audience  was  just  as 
callous;  for  if  they  had  all  felt  as  I  felt 
there  would  have  been  at  least  a  very  per- 
ceptible shudder,  if  not  an  articulate  pro- 
test. Now  this  was  not  a  case  of  sport.  It 
was  necessary  to  shoot  the  dog:  I  should 
have  shot  it  myself  under  the  same  cir- 
cumstances. But  I  should  have  regarded 
the  necessity  as  a  horrible  one;  and  I 
should  have  presented  it  to  the  audience 
as  a  painful  episode,  like  cannibalism  in  a 
crew  of  castaways,  and  not  as  a  joke.  For 
I  must  add  that  a  good  many  people 
present  regarded  it  as  a  bit  of  fun.  I  ab- 
solve the  lecturer  from  this  extremity  of 
insensibility.  The  shooting  of  a  dog  was 
a  trifle  to  what  he  had  endured;  and  I  did 
not  blame  him  for  thinking  it  by  com- 
parison a  trivial  matter.  But  to  us,  who 
had  endured  nothing,  it  might  have 
seemed  a  little  hard  on  the  dog,  and  call- 
ing for  some  apology  from  the  man. 

I  am  driven  to  the  conclusion  that  my 
sense  of  kinship  with  animals  is  greater 
than  most  people  feel.  It  amuses  me  to 
talk  to  animals  in  a  sort  of  jargon  I  have 


invented  for  them;  and  it  seems  to  me 
that  it  amuses  them  to  be  talked  to,  and 
that  they  respond  to  the  tone  of  the  con- 
versation, though  its  intellectual  content 
may  to  some  extent  escape  them.  I  am 
quite  sure,  having  made  the  experiment 
several  times  on  dogs  left  in  my  care  as 
part  of  the  furniture  of  hired  houses,  that 
an  animal  who  has  been  treated  as  a  brute, 
and  is  consequently  undeveloped  socially 
(as  human  beings  remain  socially  unde- 
veloped under  the  same  circumstances), 
will,  on  being  talked  to  as  a  fellow-crea- 
ture, become  friendly  and  companionable 
in  a  very  short  time.  This  process  has 
been  described  by  some  reproachful  dog 
owners  as  spoiling  the  dog,  and  sincerely 
deplored  by  them,  because  I  am  glad  to 
say  it  is  easier  to  do  than  to  undo  except 
by  brutalities  of  which  few  people  are 
capable.  But  I  find  it  impossible  to  asso- 
ciate with  animals  on  any  other  terms. 
Further,  it  gives  me  extraordinary  grati- 
fication to  find  a  wild  bird  treating  me 
with  confidence,  as  robins  sometimes  do. 
It  pleases  me  to  conciliate  an  animal  who 
is  hostile  to  me.  What  is  more,  an  animal 
who  will  not  be  conciliated  offends  me. 
There  is  at  the  Zoo  a  morose  maned  lion 
who  will  tear  you  to  pieces  if  he  gets  half 
a  chance.  There  is  also  a  very  handsome 
maneless  lion  with  whom  you  may  play 
more  safely  than  with  most  St  Bernard 
dogs,  as  he  seems  to  need  nothing  but 
plenty  of  attention  and  admiration  to  put 
him  into  the  best  of  humors.  I  do  not  feel 
towards  these  two  lions  as  a  carpenter 
does  towards  two  pieces  of  wood,  one 
hard  and  knotty,  and  the  other  easy  to 
work;  nor  as  I  do  towards  two  motor 
bicycles,  one  troublesome  and  dangerous, 
and  the  other  in  perfect  order.  I  feel  to- 
wards the  two  lions  as  I  should  towards 
two  men  similarly  diverse.  I  like  one  and 
dislike  the  other.  If  they  got  loose  and 
were  shot,  I  should  be  distressed  in  the 
one  case  whilst  in  the  other  I  should  say 
"Serve  the  brute  right!"  This  is  clearly 
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fellow-feeling.  And  it  seems  to  me  that 
the  plea  of  the  humanitarian  is  a  plea  for 
widening  the  range  of  fellow-feeling. 

The  limits  of  fellow-feeling  are  puzz- 
ling. People  who  have  it  in  a  high  degree 
for  animals  often  seem  utterly  devoid  of 
it  for  human  beings  of  a  different  class. 
They  will  literally  kill  their  dogs  with 
kindness  whilst  behaving  to  their  servants 
with  such  utter  inconsideration  that  they 
have  to  change  their  domestic  staff  once 
a  month  or  oftener.  Or  they  hate  horses 
and  like  snakes.  One  could  fill  pages  with 
such  inconsistencies.  The  lesson  of  these 
apparent  contradictions  is  that  fellow- 
feeling  is  a  matter  of  dislikes  as  well  as  of 
likes.  No  man  wants  to  destroy  the  engine 
which  catches  him  in  its  cog-wheels  and 
tears  a  limb  from  him.  But  many  a  man 
has  tried  to  kill  another  man  for  a  very 
trifling  slight.  The  machine,  not  being  our 
fellow,  cannot  be  loved  or  hated.  The 
man,  being  our  fellow,  can. 

Let  us  try  to  get  down  to  the  bottom 
of  this  matter.  There  is  no  use  in  say- 
ing that  our  fellow-creatures  must  not  be 
killed.  That  is  simply  untrue;  and  the 
converse  proposal  that  they  must  be 
killed  is  simply  true.  We  see  the  Buddhist 
having  his  path  swept  before  him  lest  he 
should  tread  on  an  insect  and  kill  it;  but 
we  do  not  see  what  that  Buddhist  does 
when  he  catches  a  flea  that  has  kept  him 
awake  for  an  hour;  and  we  know  that  he 
has  to  except  certain  poisonous  snakes 
from  his  forbearance.  If  mice  get  into 
your  house  and  you  do  not  kill  them,  they 
will  end  by  killing  you.  If  rabbits  breed 
on  your  farm  and  you  do  not  exterminate 
them,  you  will  end  by  having  no  farm. 
If  you  keep  deer  in  your  park  and  do  not 
thin  them,  your  neighbors  or  the  authori- 
ties will  finally  have  to  save  you  the 
trouble.  If  you  hold  the  life  of  a  mosquito 
sacred,  malaria  and  yellow  fever  will  not 
return  the  compliment.  I  have  had  an 
interview  with  an  adder,  in  the  course  of 
which  it  struck  repeatedly  and  furiously 


at  my  stick;  and  I  let  it  go  unharmed;  but 
if  I  were  the  mother  of  a  family  of  young 
children,  and  I  found  a  cobra  in  the 
garden,  I  would  vote  for  "La  mort  sans 
phrase"  as  many  humane  and  honorable 
persons  voted  in  the  case,  not  of  a  serpent, 
but  of  an  anointed  king. 

I  see  no  logical  nor  spiritual  escape 
from   the   theory   that  evolution   (not, 
please  observe,  Natural   Selection)  in- 
volves a  deliberate  intentional  destruc- 
tion by  the  higher  forms  of  life  of  the 
lower.  It  is  a  dangerous  and  difficult  busi- 
ness; for  in  the  course  of  natural  selection 
the  lower  forms  may  have  become  neces- 
sary to  the  existence  of  the  higher;  and 
the  gamekeeper  shooting  everything  that 
could  hurt  his  pheasants  or  their  chicks 
may  be  behaving  as  foolishly  as  an  Arab 
lunatic  shooting  horses  and  camels.  But 
where  Man  comes,  the  megatherium  must 
go  as  surely  as  where  the  poultry  farmer 
comes  the  fox  must  go  unless  the  hunt 
will  pay  for  the  fox's  depredations.  To 
plead  for  the  tiger,  the  wolf,  and  the 
poisonous  snake,  is  as  useless  as  to  plead 
for  the  spirochete  or  the  tetanus  bacillus: 
we  must  frankly  class  these  as  early  and 
disastrous  experiments  in  creation,  and 
accept  it  as  part  of  the  mission  of  the  later 
and  more  successful  experiments  to  re- 
cognize them  as  superseded,  and  to  de- 
stroy them  purposely.  We  should,  no 
doubt,  be  very  careful  how  we  jump  from 
the  indisputable   general   law  that   the 
higher  forms  of  life  must  exterminate 
or  limit  the  lower,  to  the  justification  of 
any  particular  instance  of  the  slaughter 
of  non-human  animals  by  men,  or  the 
slaughter  of  a  low  type  of  man  by  a  high 
type  of  man.  Still,  when  all  due  reserva- 
tions are  made,  the  fact  remains  that  a 
war  of  extermination  is  being  waged  daily 
and  necessarily  by  man  against  his  rivals 
for  possession   of  the   earth,   and   that 
though  an  urban  humanitarian  and  vege- 
tarian who  never  has  occasion  to  kill  any- 
thing but  a  microbe  may  shudder  at  the 


142 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


callousness  with  which  a  farmer  kills  rats 
and  rabbits  and  sparrows  and  moles  and 
caterpillars  and  ladybirds  and  many  more 
charming  creatures,  yet  if  he  were  in  the 
farmer's  place  he  would  have  to  do  exactly 
the  same,  or  perish. 

In  that  case  why  not  make  a  pleasure  of 
necessity,  and  a  virtue  of  pleasure,  as  the 
sportsmen  do?  I  think  we  must  own  that 
there  is  no  objection  from  the  point  of 
view  of  the  animals.  On  the  contrary,  it 
is  quite  easy  to  shew  that  there  is  a  posi- 
tive advantage  to  them  in  the  organiza- 
tion of  killing  as  sport.  Fox  hunting  has 
saved  the  existing  foxes  from  extermina- 
tion; and  if  it  were  not  for  the  civilization 
that  makes  fox  hunting  possible,  the  fox 
would  still  be  hunted  and  killed  by  packs 
of  wolves.  I  am  so  conscious  of  this  that 
I  have  in  another  place  suggested  that 
children  should  be  hunted  or  shot  during 
certain  months  of  the  year,  as  they  would 
then  be  fed  and  preserved  by  the  sports- 
men of  the  counties  as  generously  and 
carefully  as  pheasants  now  are;  and  the 
survivors  would  make  a  much  better 
nation  than  our  present  slum  products. 
And  I  go  further.  I  maintain  that  the 
abolition  of  public  executions  was  a  very 
bad  thing  for  the  murderers.  Before  that 
time,  we  did  exactly  as  our  sportsmen 
now  do.  We  made  a  pleasure  of  the  neces- 
sity for  exterminating  murderers,  and  a 
virtue  of  the  pleasure.  Hanging  was  a 
popular  sport,  like  racing.  Huge  crowds 
assembled  to  see  it  and  paid  large  prices 
for  seats.  There  would  have  been  betting 
on  the  result  if  it  had  been  at  all  uncer- 
tain. The  criminal  had  what  all  criminals 
love:  a  large  audience.  He  had  a  proces- 
sion to  Tyburn:  he  had  a  drink:  he  was 
allowed  to  make  a  speech  if  he  could;  and 
if  he  could  not,  the  speech  was  made  for 
him  and  published  and  sold  in  great  num- 
bers. Above  all,  such  fair  play  as  an  execu- 
tion admits  of  was  guaranteed  to  him  by 
the  presence  of  the  public,  whereas  now 
he  perishes  in  a  horrible  secrecy  which 


lends  itself  to  all  the  abuses  of  secrecy. 
Whether  the  creature  slain  be  man  or 
what  we  very  invidiously  call  brute,  there 
is  no  case  to  be  made  against  sport  on 
its  behalf.  Even  cruelty  can  justify  itself, 
as  far  as  the  victim  is  concerned,  on  the 
ground  that  it  makes  sport  attractive  to 
cruel  people,  and  that  sport  is  good  for 
the  quarry. 

The  true  objection  to  sport  is  the  one 
taken  by  that  wise  and  justly  famous 
Puritan  who  objected  to  bear  baiting  not 
because  it  gave  pain  to  the  bear  but  be- 
cause it  gave  pleasure  to  the  spectators. 
He  rightly  saw  that  it  was  not  important 
that  we  should  be  men  of  pleasure,  and 
that  it  was  enormously  important  that  we 
should  be  men  of  honor.  What  the  bear 
would  have  said  if  it  had  had  any  say  in 
the  matter  can  only  be  conjectured.  Its 
captors  might  have  argued  that  if  they 
could  not  have  made  money  by  keeping 
it  alive  whilst  taking  it  to  England  to  be 
baited,  they  would  have  killed  it  at  sight 
in  the  Pyrenees;  so  that  it  owed  several 
months  of  life,  with  free  board  and  lodg- 
ing, to  the  institution  of  bear  baiting.  The 
bear  might  have  replied  that  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  bear  pit  in  England  they 
would  never  have  come  to  hunt  for  it  in 
the  Pyrenees,  where  it  could  have  ended 
its  days  in  a  free  and  natural  manner.  Let 
us  admit  for  the  sake  of  a  quiet  life  that 
the  point  is  disputable.  What  is  not  dis- 
putable by  any  person  who  has  ever  seen 
sport  of  this  character  is  that  the  man  who 
enjoys  it  is  degraded  by  it.  We  do  not 
bait  bears  now  (I  do  not  quite  know 
why);  but  we  course  rabbits  in  the  man- 
ner described  in  one  of  the  essays  in  this 
book.  I  lived  for  a  time  on  the  south  slope 
of  the  Hog's  Back;  and  every  Sunday 
morning  rabbits  were  coursed  within  ear- 
shot of  me.  And  I  noticed  that  it  was 
quite  impossible  to  distinguish  the  cries  of 
the  excited  terriers  from  the  cries  of  the 
sportsmen,  although  ordinarily  the  voice 
of  a  man  is  no  more  like  the  voice  of  a 
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dog  than  like  the  voice  of  a  nightingale. 
Sport  reduced  them  all,  men  and  terriers 
alike,  to  a  common  denominator  of  bes- 
tiality. The  sound  did  not  make  me  more 
humane:  on  the  contrary,  I  felt  that  if  I 
were  an  irresponsible  despot  with  a  park 
of  artillery  at  my  disposal,  I  should 
(especially  after  seeing  the  sportsmen  on 
their  way  to  and  from  their  sport)  have 
said:  "These  people  have  become  sub- 
human, and  will  be  better  dead.  Be  kind 
enough  to  mow  them  down  for  me." 

As  a  matter  of  fact  there  is  always 
a  revulsion  against  these  dehumanizing 
sports  in  which  the  killing  can  be  seen, 
and  the  actual  visible  chase  shared,  by 
human  beings:  in  short,  the  sports  in 
which  men  revert  to  the  excitements  of 
beasts  of  prey.  Several  have  been  abol- 
ished by  law:  among  them  bear  baiting 
and  cock  fighting:  both  of  them  sports 
in  which  the  spectators  shared  at  close 
quarters  the  excitement  of  the  animals 
engaged.  In  the  sports  firmly  established 
among  us  there  is  much  less  of  this 
abomination.  In  fox  hunting  and  shoot- 
ing, predatory  excitement  is  not  a  neces- 
sary part  of  the  sport,  and  is  indeed  ab- 
horred by  many  who  practise  it.  Inveter- 
ate foxhunters  have  been  distressed  and 
put  off  their  hunting  for  days  by  happen- 
ing to  see  a  fox  in  the  last  despairing  stage 
of  its  run  from  the  hounds:  a  sight  which 
can  be  avoided,  and  often  is,  by  the 
hunters,  but  which  they  may  happen  upon 
some  day  when  they  are  not  hunting. 
Such  people  hunt  because  they  delight  in 
meets  and  in  gallops  across  country  as 
social  and  healthy  incidents  of  country 
life.  They  are  proud  of  their  horseman- 
ship and  their  craftiness  in  taking  a  line. 
They  like  horses  and  dogs  and  exercise 
and  wind  and  weather,  and  are  uncon- 
scious of  the  fact  that  their  expensive  and 
well  equipped  hunting  stables  and  kennels 
are  horse  prisons  and  dog  prisons.  It  is 
useless  to  pretend  that  these  ladies  and 
gentlemen  are  fiends  in  human  form:  they 


clearly  are  not.  By  avoiding  being  in  at 
the  death  they  get  all  the  good  out  of 
hunting  without  incurring  the  worst  of 
the  evil,  and  so  come  out  with  a  balance 
in  their  favor. 

Shooting  is  subtler:  it  is  a  matter  of 
skill  with  one's  weapons.  The  expert  at 
it  is  called,  not  a  good  chicken  butcher, 
but  a  good  shot.  When  I  want,  as  I  often 
do,  to  pick  him  off,  I  do  so  not  because  I 
feel  that  he  is  cruel  or  degraded  but  be- 
cause he  is  a  nuisance  to  me  with  the  very 
disagreeable  noise  of  his  explosions,  and 
because  there  is  an  unbearable  stupidity 
in  converting  an  interesting,  amusing, 
prettily  colored  live  wonder  like  a  phea- 
sant into  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corpse. 
But  at  least  he  does  not  yap  like  a  terrier, 
and  shake  with  a  detestable  excitement, 
and  scream  out  frantic  bets  to  book- 
makers. His  expression  is  that  of  a  man 
performing  a  skilled  operation  with  an 
instrument  of  precision:  an  eminently 
human  expression,  quite  incompatible 
with  the  flush  of  blood  to  the  eyes  and 
the  uncovering  of  the  dog-tooth  that 
makes  a  man  like  a  beast  of  prey.  And  this 
is  why  it  is  impossible  to  feel  that  skilled 
shooting  or  foxhunting  are  as  abominable 
as  rabbit  coursing,  hare-hunting  with 
beagles,  or  otter-hunting. 

And  yet  shooting  depends  for  its  tolera- 
tion on  custom  as  much  as  on  the  cool- 
ness with  which  it  has  to  be  performed. 
It  may  be  illogical  to  forgive  a  man  for 
shooting  a  pheasant  and  to  loathe  him  for 
shooting  a  seagull;  but  as  a  matter  of 
plain  fact  one  feels  that  a  man  who  shoots 
seagulls  is  a  cad,  and  soon  makes  him  feel 
it  if  he  attempts  to  do  it  on  board  a  public 
ship,  whereas  the  snipe  shooter  excites  no 
such  repulsion.  And  "fair  game"  must  be 
skilfully  shot  if  the  maximum  of  tolera- 
tion is  to  be  enjoyed.  Even  then  it  is  not 
easy  for  some  of  us  to  forget  that  many  a 
bird  must  have  been  miserably  maimed 
before  the  shooter  perfected  his  skill.  The 
late  King  Edward  the  Seventh,  immedi- 
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ately  after  his  recovery  from  a  serious 
operation  which  stirred  the  whole  nation 
to  anxious  sympathy  with  him,  shot  a 
stag,  which  got  away  to  die  of  just  such 
internal  inflammation  as  its  royal  mur- 
derer had  happily  escaped.  Many  people 
read  the  account  without  the  least  emo- 
tion. Others  thought  it  natural  that  the 
King  should  be  ashamed,  as  a  marksman, 
of  his  failure  to  kill,  but  rejected  as  senti- 
mental nonsense  the  notion  that  he  should 
feel  any  remorse  on  the  stag's  behalf.  Had 
he  deliberately  shot  a  cow  instead,  every- 
one would  have  been  astounded  and 
horrified.  Custom  will  reconcile  people 
to  any  atrocity;  and  fashion  will  drive 
them  to  acquire  any  custom.  The  English 
princess  who  sits  on  the  throne  of  Spain 
goes  to  bullfights  because  it  is  the  Spanish 
fashion.  At  first  she  averted  her  face,  and 
probably  gave  offence  by  doing  so.  Now, 
no  doubt,  she  is  a  connoisseuse  of  the 
sport.  Yet  neither  she  nor  the  late  King 
Edward  can  be  classed  as  cruel  monsters. 
On  the  contrary,  they  are  conspicuous 
examples  of  the  power  of  cruel  institu- 
tions to  compel  the  support  and  finally 
win  the  tolerance  and  even  the  enjoyment 
of  persons  of  full  normal  benevolence. 

But  this  is  not  why  I  call  shooting 
subtle.  It  fascinates  even  humane  persons, 
not  only  because  it  is  a  game  of  skill  in 
the  use  of  the  most  ingenious  instrument 
in  general  use,  but  because  killing  by 
•craft  from  a  distance  is  a  power  that  makes 
a  man  divine  rather  than  human. 

Oft  have  I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead 

said  the  statesman  to  Jack  Cade  (who 
promptly  hanged  him);  and  something  of 
the  sense  of  power  in  that  boast  stimulates 
every  boy  with  a  catapult  and  every  man 
with  a  gun.  That  is  why  there  is  an 
interest  in  weapons  fathoms  deeper  than 
the  interest  in  cricket  bats  and  golf  clubs. 
It  is  not  a  question  of  skill  or  risk.  The 
men  who  go  to  Africa  with  cameras  and 


obtain  photographs  and  even  cinemato- 
graphs of  the  most  dangerous  animals  at 
close  quarters,  shew  much  more  skill  and 
nerve  than  the  gentlemen  who  disgust  us 
with  pictures  of  themselves  sitting  on  the 
body  of  the  huge  creatures  they  have  just 
killed  with  explosive  bullets.  Shooting 
"big  game,"  like  serving  as  a  soldier  in 
the  field,  is  glorified  conventionally  as  a 
proof  of  character  and  courage,  though 
everyone  knows  that  men  can  be  found 
by  the  hundred  thousand  to  face  such 
ordeals,  including  several  who  would  be 
afraid  to  walk  down  Bond  Street  in  an 
unfashionable  hat.  The  real  point  of  the 
business  is  neither  character  nor  courage, 
but  ability  to  kill.  And  the  greater  cowards 
and  the  feebler  weaklings  we  are,  the 
more  important  this  power  is  to  us.  It  is  a 
matter  of  life  and  death  to  us  to  be  able  to 
kill  our  enemies  without  coming  to  hand- 
grips with  them;  and  the  consequence  is 
that  our  chief  form  of  play  is  to  pretend 
that  something  is  our  enemy  and  kill  it. 
Even  to  pretend  to  kill  it  is  some  satis- 
faction: nay,  the  spectacle  of  other  people 
pretending  to  do  it  is  a  substitute  worth 
paying  for.  Nothing  more  supremely 
ridiculous  as  a  subject  of  reasonable  con- 
templation could  be  imagined  than  a  sham 
fight  in  Earl's  Court  between  a  tribe  of 
North  American  Indians  and  a  troop  of 
cowboys,  both  imported  by  Buffalo  Bill 
as  a  theatrical  speculation.  To  see  these 
grown-up  men  behaving  like  children, 
galloping  about  and  firing  blank  cart- 
ridges at  one  another,  and  pretending  to 
fall  down  dead,  was  absurd  and  incredible 
enough  from  any  rational  point  of  view; 
but  that  thousands  of  respectable  middle- 
aged  and  elderly  citizens  and  their  wives, 
all  perfectly  sober,  should  pay  to  be 
allowed  to  look  on,  seems  flat  madness. 
Yet  the  thing  not  only  occurred  in  Lon- 
don, but  occurs  now  daily  in  the  cinema 
theatres  and  yearly  at  the  Military  Tourna- 
ments, And  what  honest  man  dare  pre- 
tend that  he  gets  no  fun  out  of  these 
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spectacles?  Certainly  not  I.  They  revived 
enough  of  my  boyish  delight  in  stage 
fights  and  in  the  stories  of  Captain  Mayne 
Reid  to  induce  me  to  sit  them  out,  con- 
scious as  I  was  of  their  silliness. 

Please  do  not  revile  me  for  telling  you 
what  I  felt  instead  of  what  I  ought  to 
have  felt.  What  prevents  the  spon  ques- 
tion and  every  other  question  from  getting 
squarely  put  before  us  is  our  habit  of 
saying  that  the  things  we  think  should 
disgust  us  and  fill  us  with  abhorrence 
actually  do  disgust  us  and  fill  us  with 
abhorrence,  and  that  the  persons  who, 
against  all  reason  and  decency,  find  some 
sort  of  delight  in  them,  are  vile  wretches 
quite  unlike  ourselves,  though,  as  every- 
one can  see,  we  and  they  are  as  like  as 
potatoes.  You  may  not  agree  with  Mr 
Rudyard  Kipling  about  war,  or  with 
Colonel  Roosevelt  about  sport;  but  be- 
ware how  you  pretend  that  war  does  not 
interest  and  excite  you  more  than  print- 
ing, or  that  the  thought  of  bringing  down 
a  springing  tiger  with  a  well-aimed  shot 
does  not  interest  you  more  than  the 
thought  of  cleaning  your  teeth.  Men  may 
be  as  the  poles  asunder  in  their  specula- 
tive views.  In  their  actual  nervous  and 
emotional  reactions  they  are  "members 
one  of  another"  to  a  much  greater  extent 
than  they  choose  to  confess.  The  reason 
I  have  no  patience  with  Colonel  Roose- 
velt's tedious  string  of  rhinoceros  mur- 
ders in  South  Africa  is  not  that  I  am  not 
interested  in  weapons,  in  marksmanship, 
and  in  killing,  but  because  my  interest  in 
life  and  creation  is  still  greater  than  my 
interest  in  death  and  destruction,  and 
because  I  have  sufficient  fellow-feeling 
with  a  rhinoceros  to  think  it  a  fright- 
ful thing  that  it  should  be  killed  for 
fun. 

Consider  a  moment  how  one  used  to 
feel  when  an  Irish  peasant  shot  his  land- 
lord, or  when  a  grand  duke  was  blown  to 
pieces  in  Russia,  or  when  one  read  of  how 
Charlotte  Corday  killed  Marat.  On  the 


one  hand  we  applauded  the  courage,  the 
skill,  the  resolution  of  the  assassin;  we 
exulted  in  the  lesson  taught  to  tyrants  and 
in  the  overthrow  of  the  strong  oppressor 
by  the  weak  victim;  but  we  were  horrified 
by  the  breach  of  law,  by  the  killing  of  the 
accused  at  the  decree  of  an  irresponsible 
Ribbon  Lodge  under  no  proper  public 
control,  by  the  execution  of  the  grand 
duke  without  trial  and  opportunity  of 
defence,  by  the  suspicion  that  Charlotte 
Corday  was  too  like  Marat  in  her  lust  for 
the  blood  of  oppressors  to  have  the  right 
to  kill  him.  Such  cases  are  extremely  com- 
plicated, except  for  those  simple  victims 
of  political  or  class  prejudice  who  think 
Charlotte  Corday  a  saint  because  she 
killed  a  Radical,  and  the  Ribbonmen  de- 
mons because  they  were  common  fellows 
who  dared  to  kill  country  gentlemen.  But 
however  the  cases  catch  us,  there  is  al- 
ways that  peculiar  interest  in  individual 
killing,  and  consequently  in  the  means 
and  weapons  by  which  individuals  can 
kill  their  enemies,  which  is  at  the  root  of 
the  sport  of  shooting. 

It  all  comes  back  to  fellow-feeling  and 
appetite  for  fruitful  activity  and  a  h'gh 
quality  of  life:  there  is  nothing  else  to 
appeal  to.  No  commandment  can  meet 
the  case.  It  is  no  use  saying  "Thou  shalt 
not  kill"  in  one  breath,  and  in  the  next 
"Thou  shalt  not  suffer  a  witch  to  live." 
Men  must  be  killed  and  animals  must  be 
killed:  nay,  whole  species  of  animals  and 
types  of  men  must  be  exterminated  before 
the  earth  can  become  a  tolerable  place  of 
habitation  for  decent  folk.  But  among  the 
men  who  will  have  to  be  wiped  out  stands 
the  sportsman:  the  man  without  fellow- 
feeling,  the  man  so  primitive  and  un- 
critical in  his  tastes  that  the  destruction 
of  life  is  an  amusement  to  him,  the  man 
whose  outlook  is  as  narrow  as  that  of  his 
dog.  He  is  not  even  cruel:  sport  is  partly 
a  habit  to  which  he  has  been  brought  up, 
and  partly  stupidity,  which  can  always  be 
measured  by  wastefulness  and  by  lack  of 
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sense  of  the  importance  and  glory  of  life. 
The  horrible  murk  and  grime  of  the 
Pottery  towns  is  caused  by  indifference 
to  a  stupid  waste  of  sunlight,  natural 
beauty,  cleanliness,  and  pleasant  air,  com- 
bined with  a  brutish  appetite  for  money. 
A  battue  is  caused  by  indifference  to  the 
beauty  and  interest  of  bird  life  and  song, 
and  callousness  to  glazed  eyes  and  blood- 
bedabbled  corpses,  combined  with  a  boy- 
ish love  of  shooting.  All  the  people  who 
waste  beauty  and  life  in  this  way  are 
characterized  by  deficiency  in  fellow- 
feeling:  not  only  have  they  none  of  St 
Francis's  feeling  that  the  birds  are  of  our 
kin,  but  they  would  be  extremely  indig- 
nant if  a  loader  or  a  gamekeeper  asserted 
any  claim  to  belong  to  their  species. 
Sport  is  a  sign  either  of  limitation  or  of 
timid  conventionality. 

And  this  disposes  of  the  notion  that 
sport  is  the  training  of  a  conquering  race. 
Even  if  such  things  as  conquering  races 
existed,  or  would  be  tolerable  if  they  did 
exist,  they  would  not  be  races  of  sports- 
men. The  red  scalp-hunting  braves  of 
North  America  were  the  sportingest  race 
imaginable;  and  they  were  conquered  as 
easily  as  the  bisons  they  hunted.  The 
French  can  boast  more  military  glory  to 
the  square  inch  of  history  than  any  other 
nation;  but  until  lately  they  were  the 
standing  butt  of  English  humorists  for 
their  deficiencies  as  sportsmen.  In  the 
Middle  Ages,  when  they  fought  as  sports- 
men and  gentlemen,  they  were  annihilated 
by  small  bodies  of  starving  Englishmen 
who  carefully  avoided  sportsmanlike 
methods  and  made  a  laborious  business 
(learnt  at  the  village  target)  of  killing 
them.  As  to  becoming  accustomed  to 
risks,  there  are  plenty  of  ways  of  doing 
that  without  killing  anything  except  oc- 
casionally yourself.  The  motor  cyclist 
takes  more  trying  risks  than  the  fox- 
hunter;  and  motor  cycling  seems  safety 
itself  compared  to  aviation.  A  dive  from 
a  high  springboard  will  daunt  a  man  as 


effectually  as  a  stone  wall  in  the  hunting 
field.  The  notion  that  if  you  have  no 
sportsmen  you  will  have  no  soldiers  (as  if 
more  than  the  tiniest  fraction  of  the  armies 
of  the  world  had  ever  been  sportsmen) 
is  as  absurd  as  the  notion  that  burglars 
and  garrotters  should  be  encouraged 
because  they  might  make  hardier  and 
more  venturesome  soldiers  than  honest 
men;  but  since  people  foolishly  do  set  up 
such  arguments  they  may  as  well  be  men- 
tioned in  passing  for  what  they  are  worth. 

The  question  then  comes  to  this:  Which 
is  the  superior  man?  the  man  whose  pas- 
time is  slaughter,  or  the  man  whose  pas- 
time is  creative  or  contemplative?  I  have 
no  doubt  about  the  matter  myself,  being 
on  the  creative  and  contemplative  side  by 
nature.  Slaughter  is  necessary  work,  like 
scavenging;  but  the  man  who  not  only 
does  it  unnecessarily  for  love  of  it  but 
actually  makes  as  much  of  it  as  possible 
by  breeding  live  things  to  slaughter, 
seems  to  me  to  be  little  more  respectable 
than  one  who  befouls  the  streets  for  the 
pleasure  of  sweeping  them.  I  believe  that 
the  line  of  evolution  leads  to  the  preven- 
tion of  the  birth  of  creatures  whose  lives 
are  not  useful  and  enjoyable,  and  that  the 
time  will  come  when  a  gentleman  found 
amusing  himself  with  a  gun  will  feel  as 
compromised  as  he  does  now  when  found 
amusing  himself  with  a  whip  at  the  ex- 
pense of  a  child  or  an  old  lame  horse 
covered  with  sores.  Sport,  like  murder,  is 
a  bloody  business;  and  the  sportsmen  will 
not  always  be  able  to  outface  that  fact  as 
they  do  at  present. 

But  there  is  something  else.  Killing,  if 
it  is  to  give  us  heroic  emotions,  must  not 
be  done  for  pleasure.  Interesting  though 
the  slaying  of  one  man  by  another  may 
be,  it  is  abhorrent  when  it  is  done  merely 
for  the  fun  of  doing  it  (the  sportsman's 
way)  or  to  satisfy  the  envious  spite  of  the 
worse  man  towards  the  better  (Cain's 
way).  When  Charlotte  Corday  stabbed 
Marat,  and  when  Hamilton  of  Bothwell- 
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haugh  shot  the  Regent  Murray,  they  were 
stung  by  intolerable  social  wrongs  for 
which  the  law  offered  them  no  redress. 
When  Brutus  and  his  fellow-conspirators 
killed  Caesar,  they  had  persuaded  them- 
selves that  they  were  saving  Rome.  When 
Samson  slew  the  lion,  he  had  every  reason 
to  feel  convinced  that  if  he  did  not,  the 
lion  would  slay  him.  Conceive  Charlotte 
Corday  stabbing  Marat  as  an  exercise  of 
manual  and  anatomical  skill,  or  Hamilton 
bringing  down  the  Regent  as  a  feat  of 
marksmanship!  Their  deeds  at  once  be- 
come, not  less,  but  more  horrifying  than 
if  they  had  done  them  from  a  love  of  kill- 
ing. Jack  the  Ripper  was  a  madman  of  the 
most  appalling  sort;  but  the  fascination  of 
murder  for  him  must  have  been  com- 
pounded of  dread,  of  horror,  and  of  a 
frightful  perversion  of  an  instinct  which 
in  its  natural  condition  is  a  kindly  one. 
He  was  a  ghastly  murderer;  but  he  was  a 
hot-blooded  one.  The  perfection  of  cal- 
lousness is  not  reached  until  a  life  is  sacri- 
ficed, and  often  cruelly  sacrificed,  solely 
as  a  feat  of  skill.  Peter  the  Great  amusing 
himself  by  torturing  his  son  to  death  was 
a  revolting  monster;  but  he  was  not  so 
utterly  inhuman  in  that  crime  as  he  was 
when,  on  being  interested  by  a  machine 
for  executing  criminals  which  he  saw  in 
a  museum  on  his  travels,  he  proposed  to 
execute  one  of  his  retinue  to  see  how  the 
machine  worked,  and  could  with  difficulty 
be  brought  to  understand  that  there  was 
a  sentimental  objection  to  the  proceeding 
on  the  part  of  his  hosts  which  made  the 
experiment  impossible.  When  he  tortured 
his  son  he  knew  that  he  was  committing 
an  abomination.  When  he  wanted  to  try 
an  experiment  at  the  cost  of  a  servant's 
life  he  was  unconscious  of  doing  anything 
that  was  not  a  matter  of  course  for  any 
nobleman.  And  in  this  he  was  worse  than 
abominable:  he  was  deficient,  imbecile, 
less  than  human.  Just  so  is  the  sportsman, 
shooting  quite  skilfully  and  coolly  with- 
out the  faintest  sense  of  any  murderous 


excitement,  and  with  no  personal  feeling 
against  the  birds,  really  further  from  sal- 
vation than  the  man  who  is  humane 
enough  to  get  some  sense  of  wickedness 
out  of  his  sport.  To  have  one's  fellow- 
feeling  corrupted  and  perverted  into  a 
lust  for  cruelty  and  murder  is  hideous;  but 
to  have  no  fellow-feeling  at  all  is  to  be 
something  less  than  even  a  murderer. 
The  man  who  sees  red  is  more  complete 
than  the  man  who  is  blind. 

The  triviality  of  sport  as  compared 
with  the  risk  and  trouble  of  its  pursuit 
and  the  gravity  of  its  results  makes  it 
much  sillier  than  crime.  The  idler  who 
can  find  nothing  better  to  do  than  to  kill 
is  past  our  patience.  If  a  man  takes  on 
himself  the  heavy  responsibility  of  kill- 
ing, he  should  not  do  it  for  pastime.  Pas- 
times are  very  necessary;  for  though  a 
busy  man  can  always  find  something  to 
do,  there  comes  a  point  at  which  his 
health,  his  sanity,  his  very  existence  may 
depend  on  his  doing  nothing  of  the 
smallest  importance;  and  yet  he  cannot 
sit  still  and  twiddle  his  thumbs:  besides, 
he  requires  bodily  exercise.  He  needs  an 
idle  pastime.  Now  "Satan  finds  some  mis- 
chief still  for  idle  hands  to  do"  if  the  idler 
lets  his  conscience  go  to  sleep.  But  he  need 
not  let  it  go  to  sleep.  There  are  plenty  of 
innocent  idle  pastimes  for  him.  He  can 
read  detective  stories.  He  can  play  tennis. 
He  can  drive  a  motor  car  if  he  can  afford 
one.  He  can  fly.  Satan  may  suggest  that  it 
would  be  a  little  more  interesting  to  kill 
something;  but  surely  only  an  outrageous 
indifference  to  the  sacredness  of  life  and 
the  horrors  of  suffering  and  terror,  com- 
bined with  a  monstrously  selfish  greed 
for  sensation,  could  drive  a  man  to  accept 
the  Satanic  suggestion  if  sport  were  not 
organized  for  him  as  a  social  institution. 
Even  as  it  is,  there  are  now  so  many  other 
pastimes  available  that  the  choice  of  kill- 
ing is  becoming  more  and  more  a  dis- 
grace to  die  chooser.  The  wantonness  of 
the  choice  is  beyond  excuse.  To  kill  as  the 
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poacher  does,  to  sell  or  eat  the  victim,  is 
at  least  to  act  reasonably.  To  kill  from 
hatred  or  revenge  is  at  least  to  behave 
passionately.  To  kill  in  gratification  of  a 
lust  for  death  is  at  least  to  behave  villain- 
ously. Reason,  passion,  and  villainy  are 
all  human.  But  to  kill,  being  all  the  time 
quite  a  good  sort  of  fellow,  merely  to  pass 
away  the  time  when  there  are  a  dozen 
harmless  ways  of  doing  it  equally  avail- 


able, is  to  behave  like  an  idiot  or  a  silly 
imitative  sheep. 

Surely  the  broad  outlook  and  deepened 
consciousness  which  admits  all  living 
things  to  the  commonwealth  of  fellow- 
feeling,  and  the  appetite  for  fruitful 
activity  and  generous  life  which  come 
with  it,  are  better  than  this  foolish  doing 
of  unamiable  deeds  by  people  who  are 
not  in  the  least  unamiable. 
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MAN  AND  SUPERMAN 
1901-3 

EPISTLE  DEDICATORY 


TO  ARTHUR  BINGHAM  WALKLEY 

MY  DEAR  WALKLEY 

You  once  asked  me  why  I  did  not 
write  a  Don  Juan  play.  The  levity  with 
which  you  assumed  this  frightful  re- 
sponsibility has  probably  by  this  time 
enabled  you  to  forget  it;  but  the  day  of 
reckoning  has  arrived:  here  is  your  play! 
I  say  your  play,  because  qui  facit  per 
alium  facit per  se.  Its  profits,  like  its  labor, 
belong  to  me:  its  morals,  its  manners,  its 
philosophy,  its  influence  on  the  young, 
are  for  you  to  justify.  You  were  of  mature 
age  when  you  made  the  suggestion;  and 
you  knew  your  man.  It  is  hardly  fifteen 
years  since,  as  twin  pioneers  of  the  New 
Journalism  of  that  time,  we  two,  cradled 
in  the  same  new  sheets,  began  an  epoch 
in  the  criticism  of  the  theatre  and  the 
opera  house  by  making  it  the  pretext  for 
a  propaganda  of  our  own  views  of  life. 
So  you  cannot  plead  ignorance  of  the 
character  of  the  force  you  set  in  motion. 
You  meant  me  to  epater  le  bourgeois; 
and  if  he  protests,  I  hereby  refer  him  to 
you  as  the  accountable  party. 

I  warn  you  that  if  you  attempt  to  re- 
pudiate your  responsibility,  I  shall  sus- 
pect you  of  finding  the  play  too  decorous 
for  your  taste.  The  fifteen  years  have 
made  me  older  and  graver.  In  you  I  can 
detect  no  such  becoming  change.  Your 
levities  and  audacities  are  like  the  loves 
and  comforts  prayed  for  by  Desdemona: 
they  increase,  even  as  your  days  do  grow. 
No  mere  pioneering  journal  dares  meddle 
with  them  now:  the  stately  Times  itself 
is  alone  sufficiently  above  suspicion  to 
act  as  your  chaperone;  and  even  the 
Times  must  sometimes  thank  its  stars 
that  new  plays  are  not  produced  every 


day,  since  after  each  such  event  its 
gravity  is  compromised,  its  platitude 
turned  to  epigram,  its  portentousness 
to  wit,  its  propriety  to  elegance,  and  even 
its  decorum  into  naughtiness  by  criti- 
cisms which  the  traditions  of  the  paper 
do  not  allow  you  to  sign  at  the  end,  but 
which  you  take  care  to  sign  with  the 
most  extravagant  flourishes  between  the 
lines.  I  am  not  sure  that  this  is  not  a  por- 
tent of  Revolution.  In  eighteenth  cen- 
tury France  the  end  was  at  hand  when 
men  bought  the  Encyclopedia  and  found 
Diderot  there.  When  I  buy  the  Times 
and  find  you  there,  my  prophetic  ear 
catches  a  rattle  of  twentieth  century 
tumbrils 

However,  that  is  not  my  present 
anxiety.  The  question  is,  will  you  not  be 
disappointed  with  a  Don  Juan  play  in 
which  not  one  of  that  hero's  mille  etre 
adventures  is  brought  upon  the  stage? 
To  propitiate  you,  let  me  explain  myself. 
You  will  retort  that  I  never  do  anything 
else:  it  is  your  favorite  jibe  at  me  that 
what  I  call  drama  is  nothing  but  explana- 
tion. But  you  must  not  expect  me  to 
adopt  your  inexplicable,  fantastic,  petu- 
lant, fastidious  ways:  you  must  take  me 
as  I  am,  a  reasonable,  patient,  consistent, 
apologetic,  laborious  person,  with  the 
temperament  of  a  schoolmaster  and  the 
pursuits  of  a  vestryman.  No  doubt  that 
literary  knack  of  mine  which  happens  to 
amuse  the  British  public  distracts  atten- 
tion from  my  character;  but  the  character 
is  there  none  the  less,  solid  as  bricks.  I 
have  a  conscience;  and  conscience  is 
always  anxiously  explanatory.  You,  on 
the  contrary,  feel  that  a  man  who  dis- 
cusses his  conscience  is  much  like  a 
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woman  who  discusses  her  modesty.  The 
only  moral  force  you  condescend  to 
parade  is  the  force  of  your  wit:  the  only 
demand  you  make  in  public  is  the  de- 
mand of  your  artistic  temperament  for 
symmetry,  elegance,  style,  grace,  refine- 
ment, and  the  cleanliness  which  comes 
next  to  godliness  if  not  before  it.  But 
my  conscience  is  the  genuine  pulpit 
article:  it  annoys  me  to  see  people  com- 
fortable when  they  ought  to  be  un- 
comfortable; and  I  insist  on  making  them 
think  in  order  to  bring  them  to  convic- 
tion of  sin.  If  you  dont  like  my  preaching 
you  must  lump  it.  I  really  cannot  help  it. 
In  the  preface  to  my  Plays  for  Puritans 
I  explained  the  predicament  of  our  con- 
temporary English  drama,  forced  to  deal 
almost  exclusively  with  cases  of  sexual 
attraction,  and  yet  forbidden  to  exhibit 
the  incidents  of  that  attraction  or  even  to 
discuss  its  nature.  Your  suggestion  that 
I  should  write  a  Don  Juan  play  was  virtu- 
ally a  challenge  to  me  to  treat  this  subject 
myself  dramatically.  The  challenge  was 
difficult  enough  to  be  worth  accepting, 
because,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it, 
though  we  have  plenty  of  dramas  with 
heroes  and  heroines  who  are  in  love  and 
must  accordingly  marry  or  perish  at  the 
end  of  the  play,  or  about  people  whose 
relations  with  one  another  have  been 
complicated  by  the  marriage  laws,  not  to 
mention  the  looser  sort  of  plays  which 
trade  on  the  tradition  that  illicit  love 
affairs  are  at  once  vicious  and  delightful, 
we  have  no  modern  English  plays  in 
which  the  natural  attraction  of  the  sexes 
for  one  another  is  made  the  mainspring 
of  the  action.  That  is  why  we  insist  on 
beauty  in  our  performers,  differing  herein 
from  the  countries  our  friend  William 
Archer  holds  up  as  examples  of  serious- 
ness to  our  childish  theatres.  There  the 
Juliets  and  Isoldes,  the  Romeos  and 
Tristans,  might  be  our  mothers  and 
fathers.  Not  so  the  English  actress.  The 
heroine  she  impersonates  is  not  allowed 


to  discuss  the  elemental  relations  of  men 
and  women:  all  her  romantic  twaddle 
about  novelet-made  love,  all  her  purely 
legal  dilemmas  as  to  whether  she  was 
married  or  "betrayed,"  quite  miss  our 
hearts  and  worry  our  minds.  To  console 
ourselves  we  must  just  look  at  her.  We 
do  so;  and  her  beauty  feeds  our  starving 
emotions.  Sometimes  we  grumble  un- 
gallantly  at  the  lady  because  she  does  not 
act  as  well  as  she  looks.  But  in  a  drama 
which,  with  all  its  preoccupation  with 
sex,  is  really  void  of  sexual  interest,  good 
looks  are  more  desired  than  histrionic 
skill. 

Let  me  press  this  point  on  you,  since 
you  are  too  clever  to  raise  the  fool's  cry 
of  paradox  whenever  I  take  hold  of  a 
stick  by  the  right  instead  of  the  wrong 
end.  Why  are  our  occasional  attempts  to 
deal  with  the  sex  problem  on  the  stage  so 
repulsive  and  dreary  that  even  those  who 
are  most  determined  that  sex  questions 
shall  be  held  open  and  their  discussion 
kept  free,  cannot  pretend  to  relish  these 
joyless  attempts  at  social  sanitation?  Is  it 
not  because  at  bottom  they  are  utterly 
sexless?  What  is  the  usual  formula  for 
such  plays?  A  woman  has,  on  some  past 
occasion,  been  brought  into  conflict  with 
the  law  which  regulates  the  relations  of 
the  sexes.  A  man,  by  falling  in  love  with 
her,  or  marrying  her,  is  brought  into  con- 
flict with  the  social  convention  which 
discountenances  the  woman.  Now  the 
conflicts  of  individuals  with  law  and 
convention  can  be  dramatized  like  all 
other  human  conflicts;  but  they  are 
purely  judicial;  and  the  fact  that  we  are 
much  more  curious  about  the  suppressed 
relations  between  the  man  and  the  woman 
than  about  the  relations  between  both 
and  our  courts  of  law  and  private  juries 
of  matrons,  produces  that  sensation  of 
evasion,  of  dissatisfaction,  of  funda- 
mental irrelevance,  of  shallowness,  of 
useless  disagreeableness,  of  total  failure 
to  edify  and  partial  failure  to  interest, 
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which  is  as  familiar  to  you  in  the  theatres 
as  it  was  to  me  when  I,  too,  frequented 
those  uncomfortable  buildings,  and  found 
our  popular  playwrights  in  the  mind  to 
(as  they  thought)  emulate  Ibsen. 

I  take  it  that  when  you  asked  me  for  a 
Don  Juan  play  you  did  not  want  that 
sort  of  thing.  Nobody  does:  the  successes 
such  plays  sometimes  obtain  are  due  to 
the  incidental  conventional  melodrama 
with  which  the  experienced  popular 
author  instinctively  saves  himself  from 
failure.  But  what  did  you  want?  Owing 
to  your  unfortunate  habit — you  now, 
I  hope,  feel  its  inconvenience — of  not 
explaining  yourself,  I  have  had  to  dis- 
cover this  for  myself.  First,  then,  I  have 
had  to  ask  myself,  what  is  a  Don  Juan? 
Vulgarly,  a  libertine.  But  your  dislike  of 
vulgarity  is  pushed  to  the  length  of  a 
defect  (universality  of  character  is  im- 
possible without  a  share  of  vulgarity); 
and  even  if  you  could  acquire  the  taste, 
you  would  find  yourself  overfed  from 
ordinary  sources  without  troubling  me. 
So  I  took  it  that  you  demanded  a  Don 
Juan  in  the  philosophic  sense. 

Philosophically,  Don  Juan  is  a  man 
who,  though  gifted  enough  to  be  excep- 
tionally capable  of  distinguishing  be- 
tween good  and  evil,  follows  his  own 
instincts  without  regard  to  the  common, 
statute,  or  canon  law;  and  therefore, 
whilst  gaining  the  ardent  sympathy  of 
our  rebellious  instincts  (which  are  flat- 
tered by  the  brilliancies  with  which  Don 
Juan  associates  them)  finds  himself  in 
mortal  conflict  with  existing  institutions, 
and  defends  himself  by  fraud  and  force 
as  unscrupulously  as  a  farmer  defends 
his  crops  by  the  same  means  against 
vermin.  The  prototypic  Don  Juan,  in- 
vented early  in  the  XVI  century  by  a 
Spanish  monk,  was  presented,  according 
to  the  ideas  of  that  time,  as  the  enemy  of 
God,  the  approach  of  whose  vengeance 
is  felt  throughout  the  drama,  growing 
in  menace  from  minute  to  minute.  No 


anxiety  is  caused  on  Don  Juan's  account 
by  any  minor  antagonist:  he  easily  eludes 
the  police,  temporal  and  spiritual;  and 
when  an  indignant  father  seeks  private 
redress  with  the  sword,  Don  Juan  kills 
him  without  an  effort.  Not  until  the  slain 
father  returns  from  heaven  as  the  agent  of 
God,  in  the  form  of  his  own  statue,  does 
he  prevail  against  his  slayer  and  cast  him 
into  hell.  The  moral  is  a  monkish  one: 
repent  and  reform  now;  for  tomorrow 
it  may  be  too  late.  This  is  really  the  only 
point  on  which  Don  Juan  is  sceptical; 
for  he  is  a  devout  believer  in  an  ultimate 
hell,  and  risks  damnation  only  because, 
as  he  is  young,  it  seems  so  far  off  that 
repentance  can  be  postponed  until  he  has 
amused  himself  to  his  heart's  content. 

But  the  lesson  intended  by  an  author 
is  hardly  ever  the  lesson  the  world 
chooses  to  learn  from  his  book.  What 
attracts  and  impresses  us  in  El  Burlador 
de  Sevilla  is  not  the  immediate  urgency 
of  repentance,  but  the  heroism  of  daring 
to  be  the  enemy  of  God.  From  Pro- 
metheus to  my  own  Devil's  Disciple, 
such  enemies  have  always  been  popular. 
Don  Juan  became  such  a  pet  that  the 
world  could  not  bear  his  damnation.  It 
reconciled  him  sentimentally  to  God  in 
a  second  version,  and  clamored  for  his 
canonization  for  a  whole  century,  thus 
treating  him  as  English  journalism  has 
treated  that  comic  foe  of  the  gods,  Punch. 
Moliere's  Don  Juan  casts  back  to  the 
original  in  point  of  impenitence;  but  in 
piety  he  falls  off  greatly.  True,  he  also 
proposes  to  repent;  but  in  what  terms! 
"Oui,  ma  foil  il  faut  s'amender.  Encore 
vingt  ou  trente  ans  de  cette  vie-ci,  et  puis 
nous  songerons  a  nous."  After  Moliere 
comes  the  artist-enchanter,  the  master 
beloved  by  masters,  Mozart,  revealing 
the  hero's  spirit  in  magical  harmonies, 
elfin  tones,  and  elate  darting  rhythms  as 
of  summer  lightning  made  audible.  Here 
you  have  freedom  in  love  and  in  morality 
mocking  exquisitely  at  slavery  to  them, 
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and  interesting  you,  attracting  you, 
tempting  you,  inexplicably  forcing  you 
to  range  the  hero  with  his  enemy  the 
statue  on  a  transcendent  plane,  leaving 
the  prudish  daughter  and  her  priggish 
lover  on  a  crockery  shelf  below  to  live 
piously  ever  after. 

After  these  completed  works  Byron's 
fragment  does  not  count  for  much  philo- 
sophically. Our  vagabond  libertines  are 
no  more  interesting  from  that  point  of 
view  than  the  sailor  who  has  a  wife  in 
every  port;  and  Byron's  hero  is,  after  all, 
only  a  vagabond  libertine.  And  he  is 
dumb:  he  does  not  discuss  himself  with 
a  Sganarelle-Leporello  or  with  the  fathers 
or  brothers  of  his  mistresses:  he  does  not 
even,  like  Casanova,  tell  his  own  story. 
In  fact  he  is  not  a  true  Don  Juan  at  all; 
for  he  is  no  more  an  enemy  of  God  than 
any  romantic  and  adventurous  young 
sower  of  wild  oats.  Had  you  and  I  been 
in  his  place  at  his  age,  who  knows 
whether  we  might  not  have  done  as  he 
did,  unless  indeed  your  fastidiousness 
had  saved  you  from  the  empress  Cath- 
erine. Byron  was  as  little  of  a  philosopher 
as  Peter  the  Great:  both  were  instances 
of  that  rare  and  useful,  but  unedifying 
variation,  an  energetic  genius  born  with- 
out the  prejudices  or  superstitions  of  his 
contemporaries.  The  resultant  unscrupu- 
lous freedom  of  thought  made  Byron  a 
bolder  poet  than  Wordsworth  just  as  it 
made  Peter  a  bolder  king  than  George 
III;  but  as  it  was,  after  all,  only  a  negative 
qualification,  it  did  not  prevent  Peter 
from  being  an  appalling  blackguard  and 
an  arrant  poltroon,  nor  did  it  enable 
Byron  to  become  a  religious  force  like 
Shelley.  Let  us,  then,  leave  Byron's 
Don  Juan  out  of  account.  Mozart's  is  the 
last  of  the  true  Don  Juans;  for  by  the 
time  he  was  of  age,  his  cousin  Faust  had, 
in  the  hands  of  Goethe,  taken  his  place 
and  carried  both  his  warfare  and  his  re- 
conciliation with  the  gods  far  beyond 
mere  lovemaking  into  politics,  high  art, 


schemes  for  reclaiming  new  continents 
from  the  ocean,  and  recognition  of  an 
eternal  womanly  principle  in  the  universe. 
Goethe's  Faust  and  Mozart's  Don  Juan 
were  the  last  words  of  the  XVIII  cen- 
tury on  the  subject;  and  by  the  time  the 
polite  critics  of  the  XIX  century,  ig- 
noring William  Blake  as  superficially  as 
the  XVIII  had  ignored  Hogarth  or  the 
XVII  Bunyan,  had  got  past  the  Dickens- 
Macaulay  Dumas-Guizot  stage  and  the 
Stendhal-Meredith-Turgenieff  stage,  and 
were  confronted  with  philosophic  fiction 
by  such  pens  as  Ibsen's  and  Tolstoy's, 
Don  Juan  had  changed  his  sex  and  be- 
come Dona  Juana,  breaking  out  of  the 
Doll's  House  and  asserting  herself  as 
an  individual  instead  of  a  mere  item  in  a 
moral  pageant. 

Now  it  is  all  very  well  for  you  at  the 
beginning  of  the  XX  century  to  ask  me 
for  a  Don  Juan  play;  but  you  will  see 
from  the  foregoing  survey  that  Don  Juan 
is  a  full  century  out  of  date  for  you  and 
for  me;  and  if  there  are  millions  of  less 
literate  people  who  are  still  in  the  eight- 
eenth century,  have  they  not  Moliere 
and  Mozart,  upon  whose  art  no  human 
hand  can  improve?  You  would  laugh 
at  me  if  at  this  time  of  day  I  dealt  in  duels 
and  ghosts  and  "womanly"  women.  As 
to  mere  libertinism,  you  would  be  the 
first  to  remind  me  that  the  Festin  de 
Pierre  of  Moliere  is  not  a  play  for 
amorists,  and  that  one  bar  of  the  volup- 
tuous sentimentality  of  Gounod  or 
Bizet  would  appear  as  a  licentious  stain 
on  the  score  of  Don  Giovanni.  Even 
the  more  abstract  parts  of  the  Don  Juan 
play  are  dilapidated  past  use:  for  instance, 
Don  Juan's  supernatural  antagonist  hurled 
those  who  refuse  to  repent  into  lakes 
of  burning  brimstone,  there  to  be  tor- 
mented by  devils  with  horns  and  tails. 
Of  that  antagonist,  and  of  that  concep- 
tion of  repentance,  how  much  is  left  that 
could  be  used  in  a  play  by  me  dedicated 
to  you?  On  the  other  hand,  those  forces 
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of  middle  class  public  opinion  which 
hardly  existed  for  a  Spanish  nobleman 
in  the  days  of  the  first  Don  Juan,  are 
now  triumphant  everywhere.  Civilized 
society  is  one  huge  bourgeoisie:  no  noble- 
man dares  now  shock  his  greengrocer. 
The  women,  "marchesane,  principesse, 
cameriere,  cittadine"  and  all,  are  become 
equally  dangerous:  the  sex  is  aggressive, 
powerful:  when  women  are  wronged 
they  do  not  group  themselves  pathetic- 
ally to  sing  "Protegga  il  giusto  cielo": 
they  grasp  formidable  legal  and  social 
weapons,  and  retaliate.  Political  parties 
are  wrecked  and  public  careers  undone 
by  a  single  indiscretion.  A  man  had  better 
have  all  the  statues  in  London  to  supper 
with  him,  ugly  as  they  are,  than  be 
brought  to  the  bar  of  the  Nonconformist 
Conscience  by  Donna  Elvira.  Excom- 
munication has  become  almost  as  serious 
a  business  as  it  was  in  the  tenth  century. 
As  a  result,  Man  is  no  longer,  like 
Don  Juan,  victor  in  the  duel  of  sex. 
Whether  he  has  ever  really  been  may  be 
doubted:  at  all  events  the  enormous 
superiority  of  Woman's  natural  position 
in  this  matter  is  telling  with  greater  and 
greater  force.  As  to  pulling  the  Noncon- 
formist Conscience  by  the  beard  as  Don 
Juan  plucked  the  beard  of  the  Command- 
ant's statue  in  the  convent  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, that  is  out  of  the  question  nowa- 
days: prudence  and  good  manners  alike 
forbid  it  to  a  hero  with  any  mind.  Besides, 
it  is  Don  Juan's  own  beard  that  is  in 
danger  of  plucking.  Far  from  relapsing 
into  hypocrisy,  as  Sganarelle  feared,  he 
has  unexpectedly  discovered  a  moral  in 
his  immorality.  The  growing  recognition 
of  his  new  point  of  view  is  heaping  re- 
sponsibility on  him.  His  former  jests  he 
has  had  to  take  as  seriously  as  I  have  had 
to  take  some  of  the  jests  of  Mr  W.  S. 
Gilbert.  His  scepticism,  once  his  least 
tolerated  quality,  has  now  triumphed  so 
completely  that  he  can  no  longer  assert 
himself  by  witty  negations,  and  must,  to 


save  himself  from  cipherdom,  find  an 
affirmative  position.  His  thousand  and 
three  affairs  of  gallantry,  after  becoming, 
at  most,  two  immature  intrigues  leading 
to  sordid  and  prolonged  complications 
and  humiliations,  have  been  discarded 
altogether  as  unworthy  of  his  philosophic 
dignity  and  compromising  to  his  newly 
acknowledged  position  as  the  founder  of 
a  school.  Instead  of  pretending  to  read 
Ovid  he  does  actually  read  Schopenhauer 
and  Nietzsche,  studies  Westermarck,  and 
is  concerned  for  the  future  of  the  race  in- 
stead of  for  the  freedom  of  his  own  in- 
stincts. Thus  his  profligacy  and  his  dare- 
devil airs  have  gone  the  way  of  his 
sword  and  mandoline  into  the  rag  shop 
of  anachronisms  and  superstitions.  In 
fact,  he  is  now  more  Hamlet  than  Don 
Juan;  for  though  the  lines  put  into  the 
actor's  mouth  to  indicate  to  the  pit  that 
Hamlet  is  a  philosopher  are  for  the  most 
part  mere  harmonious  platitude  which, 
with  a  little  debasement  of  the  word- 
music,  would  be  properer  to  Pecksniff, 
yet  if  you  separate  the  real  hero,  inarticu- 
late and  unintelligible  to  himself  except 
in  flashes  of  inspiration,  from  the  per- 
former who  has  to  talk  at  any  cost 
through  five  acts;  and  if  you  also  do  what 
you  must  always  do  in  Shakespear's 
tragedies:  that  is,  dissect  out  the  ab- 
surd sensational  incidents  and  physical 
violences  of  the  borrowed  story  from 
the  genuine  Shakespearian  tissue,  you 
will  get  a  true  Promethean  foe  of  the 
gods,  whose  instinctive  attitude  towards 
women  much  resembles  that  to  which 
Don  Juan  is  now  driven.  From  this  point 
of  view  Hamlet  was  a  developed  Don 
Juan  whom  Shakespear  palmed  off  as  a 
reputable  man  just  as  he  palmed  poor 
Macbeth  off  as  a  murderer.  Today  the 
palming  off  is  no  longer  necessary  (at 
least  on  your  plane  and  mine)  because 
Don  Juanism  is  no  longer  misunderstood 
as  mere  Casanovism.  Don  Juan  himself 
is  almost  ascetic  in  his  desire  to  avoid 
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that  misunderstanding;  and  so  my  at- 
tempt to  bring  him  up  to  date  by  launch- 
ing him  as  a  modern  Englishman  into  a 
modern  English  environment  has  pro- 
duced a  figure  superficially  quite  unlike 
the  hero  of  Mozart. 

And  yet  I  have  not  the  heart  to  dis- 
appoint you  wholly  of  another  glimpse 
of  the  Mozartian  dissoluto  punito  and  his 
antagonist  the  statue.  I  feel  sure  you 
would  like  to  know  more  of  that  statue — 
to  draw  him  out  when  he  is  off  duty, 
so  to  speak.  To  gratify  you,  I  have  re- 
sorted to  the  trick  of  the  strolling 
theatrical  manager  who  advertizes  the 
pantomime  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor  with  a 
stock  of  second-hand  picture  posters  de- 
signed for  AH  Baba.  He  simply  thrusts 
a  few  oil  jars  into  the  valley  of  diamonds, 
and  so  fulfils  the  promise  held  out  by  the 
hoardings  to  the  public  eye.  I  have 
adapted  this  easy  device  to  our  occasion 
by  thrusting  into  my  perfectly  modern 
three-act  play  a  totally  extraneous  act  in 
which  my  hero,  enchanted  by  the  air  of 
the  Sierra,  has  a  dream  in  which  his 
Mozartian  ancestor  appears  and  philo- 
sophizes at  great  length  in  a  Shavio- 
Socratic  dialogue  with  the  lady,  the 
statue,  and  the  devil. 

But  this  pleasantry  is  not  the  essence 
of  the  play.  Over  this  essence  I  have  no 
control.  You  propound  a  certain  social 
substance,  sexual  attraction  to  wit,  for 
dramatic  distillation;  and  I  distil  it  for 
you.  I  do  not  adulterate  the  product  with 
aphrodisiacs  nor  dilute  it  with  romance 
and  water;  for  I  am  merely  executing 
your  commission,  not  producing  a  popu- 
lar play  for  the  market.  You  must  there- 
fore (unless,  like  most  wise  men,  you 
read  the  play  first  and  the  preface  after- 
wards) prepare  yourself  to  face  a  trump- 
ery story  of  modern  London  life,  a  life 
in  which,  as  you  know,  the  ordinary 
man's  main  business  is  to  get  means  to 
keep  up  the  position  and  habits  of  a 
gentleman,  and  the  ordinary  woman's 


business  is  to  get  married.  In  9,999  cases 
out  of  10,000,  you  can  count  on  their 
doing  nothing,  whether  noble  or  base, 
that  conflicts  with  these  ends;  and  that 
assurance  is  what  you  rely  on  as  their 
religion,  their  morality,  their  principles, 
their  patriotism,  their  reputation,  their 
honor  and  so  forth. 

On  the  whole,  this  is  a  sensible 
and  satisfactory  foundation  for  society. 
Money  means  nourishment  and  marriage 
means  children;  and  that  men  should  put 
nourishment  first  and  women  children 
first  is,  broadly  speaking,  the  law  of 
Nature  and  not  the  dictate  of  personal 
ambition.  The  secret  of  the  prosaic 
man's  success,  such  as  it  is,  is  the  sim- 
plicity with  which  he  pursues  these  ends: 
the  secret  of  the  artistic  man's  failure, 
such  as  that  is,  is  the  versatility  with 
which  he  strays  in  all  directions  after 
secondary  ideals.  The  artist  is  either  a 
poet  or  a  scallawag:  as  poet,  he  cannot 
see,  as  the  prosaic  man  does,  that  chivalry 
is  at  bottom  only  romantic  suicide:  as 
scallawag,  he  cannot  see  that  it  does  not 
pay  to  spunge  and  beg  and  lie  and  brag 
and  neglect  his  person.  Therefore  do  not 
misunderstand  my  plain  statement  of  the 
fundamental  constitution  of  London 
society  as  an  Irishman's  reproach  to  your 
nation.  From  the  day  I  first  set  foot  on 
this  foreign  soil  I  knew  the  value  of  the 
prosaic  qualities  of  which  Irishmen  teach 
Englishmen  to  be  ashamed  as  well  as  I 
knew  the  vanity  of  the  poetic  qualities 
of  which  Englishmen  teach  Irishmen  to 
be  proud.  For  the  Irishman  instinctively 
disparages  the  quality  which  makes  the 
Englishman  dangerous  to  him;  and  the 
Englishman  instinctively  flatters  the  fault 
that  makes  the  Irishman  harmless  and 
amusing  to  him.  What  is  wrong  with  the 
prosaic  Englishman  is  what  is  wrong 
with  the  prosaic  men  of  all  countries: 
stupidity.  The  vitality  which  places 
nourishment  and  children  first,  heaven 
and  hell  a  somewhat  remote  second,  and 
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the  health  of  society  as  an  organic 
whole  nowhere,  may  muddle  success- 
fully through  the  comparatively  tribal 
stages  of  gregariousness;  but  in  nine- 
teenth century  nations  and  twentieth 
century  commonwealths  the  resolve  of 
every  man  to  be  rich  at  all  costs,  and  of 
every  woman  to  be  married  at  all  costs, 
must,  without  a  highly  scientific  social 
organization,  produce  a  ruinous  develop- 
ment of  poverty,  celibacy,  prostitution, 
infant  mortality,  adult  degeneracy,  and 
everything  that  wise  men  most  dread.  In 
short,  there  is  no  future  for  men,  how- 
ever brimming  with  crude  vitality,  who 
are  neither  intelligent  nor  politically 
educated  enough  to  be  Socialists.  So  do 
not  misunderstand  me  in  the  other  direc- 
tion either:  if  I  appreciate  the  vital 
qualities  of  the  Englishman  as  I  appreci- 
ate the  vital  qualities  of  the  bee,  I  do  not 
guarantee  the  Englishman  against  being, 
like  the  bee  (or  the  Canaanite),  smoked 
out  and  unloaded  of  his  honey  by  beings 
inferior  to  himself  in  simple  acquisitive- 
ness, combativeness,  and  fecundity,  but 
superior  to  him  in  imagination  and 
cunning. 

The  Don  Juan  play,  however,  is  to 
deal  with  sexual  attraction,  and  not  with 
nutrition,  and  to  deal  with  it  in  a  society 
in  which  the  serious  business  of  sex  is  left 
by  men  to  women,  as  the  serious  business 
of  nutrition  is  left  by  women  to  men.  That 
the  men,  to  protect  themselves  against  a 
too  aggressive  prosecution  of  the  women's 
business,  have  set  up  a  feeble  romantic 
convention  that  the  initiative  in  sex  busi- 
ness must  always  come  from  the  man,  is 
true;  but  the  pretence  is  so  shallow  that 
even  in  the  theatre,  that  last  sanctuary 
of  unreality,  it  imposes  only  on  the  in- 
experienced. In  Shakespear's  plays  the 
woman  always  takes  the  initiative.  In  his 
problem  plays  and  his  popular  plays  alike 
the  love  interest  is  the  interest  of  seeing 
the  woman  hunt  the  man  down.  She  may 
do  it  by  charming  him,  like  Rosalind, 


or  by  stratagem,  like  Mariana;  but  in 
every   case    the    relation    between    the 
woman  and  the  man  is  the  same:  she  is 
the  pursuer  and  contriver,  he  the  pur- 
sued   and    disposed    of.    When    she    is 
baffled,  like  Ophelia,  she  goes  mad  and 
commits    suicide;    and    the    man    goes 
straight  from  her  funeral  to  a  fencing 
match.    No   doubt   Nature,   with   very 
young  creatures,  may  save  the  woman 
the  trouble  of  scheming:  Prospero  knows 
that  he  has  only  to  throw  Ferdinand  and 
Miranda  together  and  they  will  mate  like 
a  pair  of  doves;  and  there  is  no  need  for 
Perdita  to  capture  Florizel  as  the  lady 
doctor  in  All's  Well  That  Ends  Well  (an 
early  Ibsenite  heroine)  captures  Bertram. 
But  the  mature  cases  all  illustrate  the 
Shakespearian  law.  The  one  apparent  ex- 
ception, Petruchio,  is  not  a  real  one:  he  is 
most  carefully  characterized  as  a  purely 
commercial  matrimonial  adventurer.  Once 
he  is  assured  that  Katharine  has  money, 
he  undertakes  to  marry  her  before  he 
has  seen  her.  In  real  life  we  find  not  only 
Petruchios,  but  Mantalinis  and  Dobbins 
who    pursue   women   with    appeals    to 
their   pity   or   jealousy    or   vanity,    or 
cling  to  them  in  a  romantically  infatuated 
way.  Such  effeminates  do  not  count  in 
the  world  scheme:  even  Bunsby  dropping 
like  a  fascinated  bird  into  the  jaws  of 
Mrs  MacStinger  is  by  comparison  a  true 
tragic  object  of  pity  and  terror.  I  find  in 
my  own  plays  that  Woman,  projecting 
herself  dramatically  by  my  hands  (a  pro- 
cess over  which  I  assure  you  I  have  no 
more  real  control  than  I  have  over  my 
wife),  behaves  just  as  Woman  did  in  the 
plays  of  Shakespear. 

And  so  your  Don  Juan  has  come  to 
birth  as  a  stage  projection  of  the  tragi- 
comic love  chase  of  the  man  by  the  woman; 
and  my  Don  Juan  is  the  quarry  instead 
of  the  huntsman.  Yet  he  is  a  true  Don 
Juan,  with  a  sense  of  reality  that  disables 
convention,  defying  to  the  last  the  fate 
which  finally  overtakes  him.  The  woman's 
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need  of  him  to  enable  her  to  carry  on 
Nature's  most  urgent  work,  does  not  pre- 
vail against  him  until  his  resistance 
gathers  her  energy  to  a  climax  at  which 
she  dares  to  throw  away  her  customary 
exploitations  of  the  conventional  affec- 
tionate and  dutiful  poses,  and  claim  him 
by  natural  right  for  a  purpose  that  far 
transcends  their  mortal  personal  pur- 
poses. 

Among  the  friends  to  whom  I  have 
read  this  play  in  manuscript  are  some  of 
our  own  sex  who  are  shocked  at  the  "un- 
scrupulousness,"  meaning  the  utter  dis- 
regard of  masculine  fastidiousness,  with 
which  the  woman  pursues  her  purpose. 
It  does  not  occur  to  them  that  if  women 
were  as  fastidious  as  men,  morally  or 
physically,  there  would  be  an  end  of  the 
race.  Is  there  anything  meaner  than  to 
throw  necessary  work  upon  other  people 
and  then  disparage  it  as  unworthy  and  in- 
delicate. We  laugh  at  the  haughty  Ameri- 
can nation  because  it  makes  the  negro 
clean  its  boots  and  then  proves  the  moral 
and  physical  inferiority  of  the  negro  by 
the  fact  that  he  is  a  shoeblack;  but  we 
ourselves  throw  the  whole  drudgery  of 
creation  on  one  sex,  and  then  imply  that 
no  female  of  any  womanliness  or  delicacy 
would  initiate  any  effort  in  that  direction. 
There  are  no  limits  to  male  hypocrisy  in 
this  matter.  No  doubt  there  are  moments 
when  man's  sexual  immunities  are  made 
acutely  humiliating  to  him.  When  the 
terrible   moment   of  birth   arrives,   its 
supreme  importance  and  its  superhuman 
effort  and  peril,  in  which  the  father  has 
no  part,  dwarf  him  into  the  meanest  in- 
significance: he  slinks  out  of  the  way  of 
the  humblest  petticoat,  happy  if  he  be 
poor  enough  to  be  pushed  out  of  the 
house  to  outface  his  ignominy  by  drunken 
rejoicings.  But  when  the  crisis  is  over 
he  takes  his  revenge,  swaggering  as  the 
breadwinner,  and  speaking  of  Woman's 
'"sphere"  with  condescension,  even  with 
cnivalry,  as  if  the  kitchen  and  the  nursery 


were  less  important  than  the  office  in  the 
city.  When  his  swagger  is  exhausted  he 
drivels  into  erotic  poetry  or  sentimental 
uxoriousness;  and  the  Tennysonian  King 
Arthur  posing  at  Guinevere  becomes 
Don  Quixote  grovelling  before  Dulcinea. 
You  must  admit  that  here  Nature  beats 
Comedy  out  of  the  field:  the  wildest 
hominist  or  feminist  farce  is  insipid  after 
the  most  commonplace  "slice  of  life." 
The  pretence  that  women  do  not  take 
the  initiative  is  part  of  the  farce.  Why, 
the  whole  world  is  strewn  with  snares, 
traps,  gins,  and  pitfalls  for  the  capture 
of  men  by  women.  Give  women  the  vote, 
and  in  five  years  there  will  be  a  crushing 
tax  on  bachelors.  Men,  on  the  other  hand, 
attach  penalties  to  marriage,  depriving 
women  of  property,  of  the  franchise,  of 
the  free  use  of  their  limbs,  of  that  ancient 
symbol  of  immortality,  the  right  to  make 
oneself  at  home  in  the  house  of  God  by 
taking  off  the  hat,  of  everything  that  he 
can  force  Woman  to  dispense  with  with- 
out compelling  himself  to  dispense  with 
her.  All  in  vain.  Woman  must  marry  be- 
cause the  race  must  perish  without  her 
travail:  if  the  risk  of  death  and  the  cer- 
tainty of  pain,  danger,  and  unutterable 
discomforts  cannot  deter  her,  slavery 
and  swaddled  ankles  will  not.  And  yet 
we  assume  that  the  force  that  carries 
women  through  all  these  perils  and  hard- 
ships, stops  abashed  before  the  prim- 
nesses of  our  behavior  for  young  ladies. 
It  is  assumed  that  the  woman  must  wait, 
motionless,  until  she  is  wooed.  Nay,  she 
often  does  wait  motionless.  That  is  how 
the  spider  waits  for  the  fly.  But  the 
spider  spins  her  web.  And  if  the  fly,  like 
my  hero,  shews  a  strength  that  promises 
to  extricate  him,  how  swiftly  does  she 
abandon  her  pretence  of  passiveness, 
and  openly  fling  coil  after  coil  about  him 
until  he  is  secured  for  ever! 

If  the  really  impressive  books  and 
other  art- works  of  the  world  were  pro- 
duced by  ordinary  men,  they  would  ex- 
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press  more  fear  of  women's  pursuit  than 
love  of  their  illusory  beauty.  But  ordi- 
nary men  cannot  produce  really  impres- 
sive art-works.  Those  who  can  are  men 
of  genius:  that  is,  men  selected  by  Nature 
to  carry  on  the  work  of  building  up  an 
intellectual  consciousness  of  her  own 
instinctive  purpose.  Accordingly,  we 
observe  in  the  man  of  genius  all  the  un- 
scrupulousness  and  all  the  "self-sacrifice" 
(the  two  things  are  the  same)  of  Woman. 
He  will  risk  the  stake  and  the  cross; 
starve,  when  necessary,  in  a  garret  all  his 
life;  study  women  and  live  on  their  work 
and  care  as  Darwin  studied  worms  and 
lived  upon  sheep;  work  his  nerves  into 
rags  without  payment,  a  sublime  altruist 
in  his  disregard  of  himself,  an  atrocious 
egotist  in  his  disregard  of  others.  Here 
Woman  meets  a  purpose  as  impersonal, 
as  irresistible  as  her  own;  and  the  clash 
is  sometimes  tragic.  When  it  is  compli- 
cated by  the  genius  being  a  woman,  then 
the  game  is  one  for  a  king  of  critics:  your 
George  Sand  becomes  a  mother  to  gain 
experience  for  the  novelist  and  to  de- 
velop her,  and  gobbles  up  men  of  genius, 
Chopins,  Mussets,  and  the  like,  as  mere 
hors  d'ceuvres. 

I  state  the  extreme  case,  of  course;  but 
what  is  true  of  the  great  man  who  in- 
carnates the  philosophic  consciousness  of 
Life  and  the  woman  who  incarnates  its 
fecundity,  is  true  in  some  degree  of  all 
geniuses  and  all  women.  Hence  it  is  that 
the  world's  books  get  written,  its  pictures 
painted,  its  statues  modelled,  its  sym- 
phonies composed,  by  people  who  are 
free  from  the  otherwise  universal  dom- 
inion of  the  tyranny  of  sex.  Which  leads 
us  to  the  conclusion,  astonishing  to  the 
vulgar,  that  art,  instead  of  being  before 
all  things  the  expression  of  the  normal 
sexual  situation,  is  really  the  only  depart- 
ment in  which  sex  is  a  superseded  and 
secondary  power,  with  its  consciousness 
so  confused  and  its  purpose  so  perverted, 
that  its  ideas  are  mere  fantasy  to  common 


men.  Whether  the  artist  becomes  poet  or 
philosopher,  moralist  or  founder  of  a 
religion,  his  sexual  doctrine  is  nothing 
but  a  barren  special  pleading  for  pleasure, 
excitement,  and  knowledge  when  he  is 
young,  and  for  contemplative  tranquillity 
when  he  is  old  and  satiated.  Romance 
and  Asceticism,  Amorism  and  Puritanism 
are  equally  unreal  in  the  great  Philistine 
world.  The  world  shewn  us  in  books, 
whether  the  books  be  confessed  epics 
or  professed  gospels,  or  in  codes,  or 
in  political  orations,  or  in  philosophic 
systems,  is  not  the  main  world  at  all: 
it  is  only  the  self-consciousness  of  certain 
abnormal  people  who  have  the  specific 
artistic  talent  and  temperament.  A  serious 
matter  this  for  you  and  me,  because  the 
man  whose  consciousness  does  not  cor- 
respond to  that  of  the  majority  is  a  mad- 
man; and  the  old  habit  of  worshipping 
madmen  is  giving  way  to  the  new  habit 
of  locking  them  up.  And  since  what  we 
call  education  and  culture  is  for  the  most 
part  nothing  but  the  substitution  of  read- 
ing for  experience,  of  literature  for  life, 
of  the  obsolete  fictitious  for  the  contem- 
porary real,  education,  as  you  no  doubt 
observed  at  Oxford,  destroys,  by  sup- 
plantation,  every  mind  that  is  not  strong 
enough  to  see  through  the  imposture 
and  to  use  the  great  Masters  of  Arts  as 
what  they  really  are  and  no  more:  that  is, 
patentees  of  highly  questionable  methods 
of  thinking,  and  manufacturers  of  highly 
questionable,  and  for  the  majority  but 
half  valid  representations  of  life.  The 
schoolboy  who  uses  his  Homer  to  throw 
at  his  fellow's  head  makes  perhaps  the 
safest  and  most  rational  use  of  him:  and 
I  observe  with  reassurance  that  you  oc- 
casionally do  the  same,  in  your  prime, 
with  your  Aristotle. 

Fortunately  for  us,  whose  minds  have 
been  so  overwhelmingly  sophisticated 
by  literature,  what  produces  all  these 
treatises  and  poems  and  scriptures  of  one 
sort  or  another  is  the  struggle  of  Life  to 
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become  divinely  conscious  of  itself  in- 
stead of  blindly  stumbling  hither  and 
thither  in  the  line  of  least  resistance. 
Hence  there  is  a  driving  towards  truth 
in  all  books  on  matters  where  the  writer, 
though  exceptionally  gifted,  is  normally 
constituted,  and  has  no  private  axe  to 
grind.  Copernicus  had  no  motive  for 
misleading  his  fellow  men  as  to  the  place 
of  the  sun  in  the  solar  system:  he  looked 
for  it  as  honestly  as  a  shepherd  seeks  his 
path  in  a  mist.  But  Copernicus  would  not 
have  written  love  stories  scientifically. 
When  it  comes  to  sex  relations,  the  man 
of  genius  does  not  share  the  common 
man's  danger  of  capture,  nor  the  woman 
of  genius  the  common  woman's  over- 
whelming specialization.  And  that  is  why 
our  scriptures  and  other  art  works,  when 
they  deal  with  love,  turn  from  honest 
attempts  at  science  in  physics  to  ro- 
mantic nonsense,  erotic  ecstasy,  or  the 
stern  asceticism  of  satiety  ("the  road  of 
excess  leads  to  the  palace  of  wisdom" 
said  William  Blake;  for  "you  never  know 
what  is  enough  unless  you  know  what  is 
more  than  enough"). 

There  is  a  political  aspect  of  this  sex 
question  which  is  too  big  for  my  comedy, 
and  too  momentous  to  be  passed  over 
without  culpable  frivolity.  It  is  impossible 
to  demonstrate  that  the  initiative  in  sex 
transactions  remains  with  Woman,  and 
has  been  confirmed  to  her,  so  far,  more 
and  more  by  the  suppression  of  rap- 
ine and  discouragement  of  importunity, 
without  being  driven  to  very  serious  re- 
flections on  the  fact  that  this  initiative  is 
politically  the  most  important  of  all  the 
initiatives,  because  our  political  experi- 
ment of  democracy,  the  last  refuge  of 
cheap  misgovernment,  will  ruin  us  if  our 
citizens  are  ill  bred. 

When  we  two  were  born,  this  country 
was  still  dominated  by  a  selected  class 
bred  by  political  marriages.  The  com- 
mercial class  had  not  then  completed 
the  first  twentyfive  years  of  its  new 


share  of  political  power;  and  it  was  it- 
self selected  by  money  qualification,  and 
bred,  if  not  by  political  marriage,  at  least 
by  a  pretty  rigorous  class  marriage. 
Aristocracy  and  plutocracy  still  furnish 
the  figureheads  of  politics;  but  they  are 
now  dependent  on  the  votes  of  the 
promiscuously  bred  masses.  And  this,  if 
you  please,  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
political  problem,  having  suddenly  ceased 
to  mean  a  very  limited  and  occasional 
interference,  mostly  by  way  of  jobbing 
public  appointments,  in  the  mismanage- 
ment of  a  tight  but  parochial  little  island, 
with  occasional  meaningless  prosecution 
of  dynastic  wars,  has  become  the  in- 
dustrial reorganization  of  Britain,  the 
construction  of  a  practically  international 
Commonwealth,  and  the  partition  of  the 
whole  of  Africa  and  perhaps  the  whole 
of  Asia  by  the  civilized  Powers.  Can 
you  believe  that  the  people  whose  con- 
ceptions of  society  and  conduct,  whose 
power  of  attention  and  scope  of  interest, 
are  measured  by  the  British  theatre  as  you 
know  it  today,  can  either  handle  this 
colossal  task  themselves,  or  understand 
and  support  the  sort  of  mind  and  char- 
acter that  is  (at  least  comparatively) 
capable  of  handling  it?  For  remember: 
what  our  voters  are  in  the  pit  and  gallery 
they  are  also  in  the  polling  booth.  We 
are  all  now  under  what  Burke  called 
"the  hoofs  of  the  swinish  multitude.'* 
Burke' s  language  gave  great  offence  be- 
cause the  implied  exceptions  to  its  uni- 
versal application  made  it  a  class  insult; 
and  it  certainly  was  not  for  the  pot  to  call 
the  kettle  black.  The  aristocracy  he  de- 
fended, in  spite  of  the  political  marriages 
by  which  it  tried  to  secure  breeding  for 
itself,  had  its  mind  undertrained  by  silly 
schoolmasters  and  governesses,  its  char- 
acter corrupted  by  gratuitous  luxury,  its 
self-respect  adulterated  to  complete  spuri- 
ousness  by  flattery  and  flunkeyism.  It  is 
no  better  today  and  never  will  be  any 
better:  our  very  peasants  have  something 
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morally  hardier  in  them  that  culminates 
occasionally  in  a  Bunyan,  a  Burns,  or  a 
Carlyle.  But  observe,  this  aristocracy, 
which  was  overpowered  from  1832  to 
1885  by  the  middle  class,  has  come  back 
to  power  by  the  votes  of  "the  swinish 
multitude."  Tom  Paine  has  triumphed 
over  Edmund  Burke;  and  the  swine  are 
now  courted  electors.  How  many  of  their 
own  class  have  these  electors  sent  to 
Parliament?  Hardly  a  dozen  out  of  670, 
and  these  only  under  the  persuasion  of 
conspicuous  personal  qualifications  and 
popular  eloquence.  The  multitude  thus 
pronounces  judgment  on  its  own  units: 
it  admits  itself  unfit  to  govern,  and  will 
vote  only  for  a  man  morphologically  and 
generically  transfigured  by  palatial  resi- 
dence and  equipage,  by  transcendent 
tailoring,  by  the  glamor  of  aristocratic 
kinship.  Well,  we  two  know  these  trans- 
figured persons,  these  college  passmen, 
these  well  groomed  monocular  Algys  and 
Bobbies,  these  cricketers  to  whom  age 
brings  golf  instead  of  wisdom,  these 
plutocratic  products  of  "the  nail  and  sars- 
pan  business  as  he  got  his  money  by." 
Do  you  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry 
at  the  notion  that  they,  poor  devils!  will 
drive  a  team  of  continents  as  they  drive 
a  four-in-hand;  turn  a  jostling  anarchy 
of  casual  trade  and  speculation  into  an 
ordered  productivity;  and  federate  our 
colonies  into  a  world-Power  of  the  first 
magnitude?  Give  these  people  the  most 
perfect  political  constitution  and  the 
soundest  political  program  that  benevo- 
lent omniscience  can  devise  for  them, 
and  they  will  interpret  it  into  mere 
fashionable  folly  or  canting  charity  as 
infallibly  as  a  savage  converts  the  philo- 
sophical theology  of  a  Scotch  mission- 
ary into  crude  African  idolatry. 

I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  any 
illusions  left  on  the  subject  of  education, 
progress,  and  so  forth.  I  have  none.  Any 
pamphleteer  can  shew  the  way  to  better 
things;  but  when  there  is  no  will  there  is 


no  way.  My  nurse  was  fond  of  remarking 
that  you  cannot  make  a  silk  purse  out  of 
a  sow's  ear;  and  the  more  I  see  of  the 
efforts  of  our  churches  and  universities 
and  literary  sages  to  raise  the  mass  above 
its  own  level,  the  more  convinced  I  am 
that  my  nurse  was  right.  Progress  can 
do  nothing  but  make  the  most  of  us  all  as 
we  are,  and  that  most  would  clearly  not 
be  enough  even  if  those  who  are  already 
raised  out  of  the  lowest  abysses  would 
allow  the  others  a  chance.  The  bubble  of 
Heredity  has  been  pricked:  the  certainty 
that  acquirements  are  negligible  as  ele- 
ments in  practical  heredity  has  de- 
molished the  hopes  of  the  educationists 
as  well  as  the  terrors  of  the  degeneracy 
mongers;  and  we  know  now  that  there 
is  no  hereditary  "governing  class"  any 
more  than  a  hereditary  hooliganism.  We 
must  either  breed  political  capacity  or  be 
ruined  by  Democracy,  which  was  forced 
on  us  by  the  failure  of  the  older  alter- 
natives. Yet  if  Despotism  failed  only  for 
want  of  a  capable  benevolent  despot, 
what  chance  has  Democracy,  which  re- 
quires a  whole  population  of  capable 
voters:  that  is,  of  political  critics  who,  if 
they  cannot  govern  in  person  for  lack 
of  spare  energy  or  specific  talent  for  ad- 
ministration, can  at  least  recognize  and 
appreciate  capacity  and  benevolence  in 
others,  and  so  govern  through  capably 
benevolent  representatives?  Where  are 
such  voters  to  be  found  today?  No- 
where. Plutocratic  inbreeding  has  pro- 
duced a  weakness  of  character  that  is 
too  timid  to  face  the  full  stringency  of 
a  thoroughly  competitive  struggle  for 
existence  and  too  lazy  and  petty  to 
organize  the  commonwealth  co-opera- 
tively. Being  cowards,  we  defeat  natural 
selection  under  cover  of  philanthropy: 
being  sluggards,  we  neglect  artificial 
selection  under  cover  of  delicacy  and 
morality. 

Yet   we   must   get   an   electorate   of 
capable  critics  or  collapse  as  Rome  and 
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Egypt  collapsed.  At  this  moment  the 
Roman  decadent  phase  of  panem  et 
circenses  is  being  inaugurated  under  our 
eyes.  Our  newspapers  and  melodramas 
are  blustering  about  our  imperial  destiny; 
but  our  eyes  and  hearts  turn  eagerly  to 
the  American  millionaire.  As  his  hand 
goes  down  to  his  pocket,  our  fingers  go 
up  to  the  brims  of  our  hats  by  instinct. 
Our  ideal  prosperity  is  not  the  prosperity 
of  the  industrial  north,  but  the  prosperity 
of  the  Isle  of  Wight,  of  Folkestone  and 
Ramsgate,  of  Nice  and  Monte  Carlo. 
That  is  the  only  prosperity  you  see  on 
the  stage,  where  the  workers  are  all  foot- 
men, parlourmaids,  comic  lodging-letters, 
and  fashionable  professional  men,  whilst 
the  heroes  and  heroines  are  miraculously 
provided  with  unlimited  dividends  and 
eat  gratuitously,  like  the  knights  in  Don 
Quixote's  books  of  chivalry.  The  city 
papers  prate  of  the  competition  of  Bom- 
bay with  Manchester  and  the  like.  The 
real  competition  is  the  competition  of 
Regent  Street  with  the  Rue  de  Rivoli, 
of  Brighton  and  the  south  coast  with 
the  Riviera,  for  the  spending  money  of 
the  American  Trusts.  What  is  all  this 
growing  love  of  pageantry,  this  effusive 
loyalty,  this  officious  rising  and  uncover- 
ing at  a  wave  from  a  flag  or  a  blast  from 
a  brass  band?  Imperialism?  Not  a  bit 
of  it.  Obsequiousness,  servility,  cupidity 
roused  by  the  prevailing  smell  of  money. 
When  Mr  Carnegie  rattled  his  millions 
in  his  pockets  all  England  became  one 
rapacious  cringe.  Only,  when  Rhodes 
(who  had  probably  been  reading  my 
Socialism  for  Millionaires)  left  word  that 
no  idler  was  to  inherit  his  estate,  the  bent 
backs  straightened  mistrustfully  for  a 
moment.  Could  it  be  that  the  Diamond 
King  was  no  gentleman  after  all?  How- 
ever, it  was  easy  to  ignore  a  rich  man's 
solecism.  The  ungentlemanly  clause  was 
not  mentioned  again;  and  the  backs  soon 
bowed  themselves  back  into  their  natural 
shape. 


But  I  hear  you  asking  me  in  alarm 
whether  I  have  actually  put  all  this  tub 
thumping  into  a  Don  Juan  comedy.  I 
have  not.  I  have  only  made  my  Don 
Juan  a  political  pamphleteer,  and  given 
you  his  pamphlet  in  full  by  way  of  ap- 
pendix. You  will  find  it  at  the  end  of  the 
book.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  it  is  a  com- 
mon practice  with  romancers  to  announce 
their  hero  as  a  man  of  extraordinary 
genius,  and  then  leave  his  works  en- 
tirely to  the  reader's  imagination;  so  that 
at  the  end  of  the  book  you  whisper  to 
yourself  ruefully  that  but  for  the  author's 
solemn  preliminary  assurance  you  should 
hardly  have  given  the  gentleman  credit 
for  ordinary  good  sense.  You  cannot 
accuse  me  of  this  pitiable  barrenness, 
this  feeble  evasion.  I  not  only  tell  you 
that  my  hero  wrote  a  revolutionists' 
handbook:  I  give  you  the  handbook  at 
full  length  for  your  edification  if  you 
care  to  read  it.  And  in  that  handbook  you 
will  find  the  politics  of  the  sex  question 
as  I  conceive  Don  Juan's  descendant  to 
understand  them.  Net  that  I  disclaim  the 
fullest  responsibility  for  his  opinions  and 
for  those  of  all  my  characters,  pleasant 
and  unpleasant.  They  are  all  right  from 
their  several  points  of  view;  and  their 
points  of  view  are,  for  the  dramatic 
moment,  mine  also.  This  may  puzzle 
the  people  who  believe  that  there  is  such 
a  thing  as  an  absolutely  right  point  of 
view,  usually  their  own.  It  may  seem  to 
them  that  nobody  who  doubts  this  can 
be  in  a  state  of  grace.  However  that  may 
be,  it  is  certainly  true  that  nobody  who 
agrees  with  them  can  possibly  be  a 
dramatist,  or  indeed  anything  else  that 
turns  upon  a  knowledge  of  mankind. 
Hence  it  has  been  pointed  out  that  Shake- 
spear  had  no  conscience.  Neither  have  I, 
in  that  sense. 

You  may,  however,  remind  me  that 
this  digression  of  mine  into  politics  was 
preceded  by  a  very  convincing  demon- 
stration that  the  artist  never  catches  the 
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point  of  view  of  the  common  man  on  the 
question  of  sex,  because  he  is  not  in  the 
same  predicament.  I  first  prove  that  any- 
thing I  write  on  the  relation  of  the  sexes 
is  sure  to  be  misleading;  and  then  I  pro- 
ceed to  write  a  Don  Juan  play.  Well,  if 
you  insist  on  asking  me  why  I  behave 
in  this  absurd  way,  I  can  only  reply  that 
you  asked  me  to,  and  that  in  any  case  my 
treatment  of  the  subject  may  be  valid  for 
the  artist,  amusing  to  the  amateur,  and 
at  least  intelligible  and  therefore  possibly 
suggestive  to  the  Philistine.  Every  man 
who  records  his  illusions  is  providing 
data  for  the  genuinely  scientific  psycho- 
logy which  the  world  still  waits  for.  I 
plank  down  my  view  of  the  existing  re- 
lations of  men  to  women  in  the  most 
highly  civilized  society  for  what  it  is 
worth.  It  is  a  view  like  any  other  view 
and  no  more,  neither  true  nor  false,  but, 
I  hope,  a  way  of  looking  at  the  subject 
which  throws  into  the  familiar  order  of 
cause  and  effect  a  sufficient  body  of  fact 
and  experience  to  be  interesting  to  you, 
if  not  to  the  playgoing  public  of  London. 
I  have  certainly  shewn  little  considera- 
tion for  that  public  in  this  enterprise; 
but  I  know  that  it  has  the  friendliest  dis- 
position towards  you  and  me  as  far  as 
it  has  any  consciousness  of  our  existence, 
and  quite  understands  that  what  I  write 
for  you  must  pass  at  a  considerable  height 
over  its  simple  romantic  head.  It  will 
take  my  books  as  read  and  my  genius  for 
granted,  trusting  me  to  put  forth  work 
of  such  quality  as  shall  bear  out  its  ver- 
dict. So  we  may  disport  ourselves  on 
our  own  plane  to  the  top  of  our  bent; 
and  if  any  gentleman  points  out  that 
neither  this  epistle  dedicatory  nor  the 
dream  of  Don  Juan  in  the  third  act  of  the 
ensuing  comedy  is  suitable  for  immedi- 
ate production  at  a  popular  theatre  we 
need  not  contradict  him.  Napoleon  pro- 
vided Talma  with  a  pit  of  kings,  with 
what  effect  on  Talma's  acting  is  not  re- 
corded. As  for  me,  what  I  have  always 


wanted  is  a  pit  of  philosophers;  and  this 
is  a  play  for  such  a  pit. 

I  should  make  formal  acknowledg- 
ment to  the  authors  whom  I  have  pillaged 
in  the  following  pages  if  I  could  recol- 
lect them  all.  The  theft  of  the  brigand- 
poetaster  from  Sir  Arthur  Conan  Doyle 
is  deliberate;  and  the  metamorphosis  of 
Leporello  into  Enry  Straker,  motor  en- 
gineer and  New  Man,  is  an  intentional 
dramatic  sketch  of  the  contemporary 
embryo  of  Mr  H.  G.  Wells's  anticipation 
of  the  efficient  engineering  class  which 
will,  he  hopes,  finally  sweep  the  jabberers 
out  of  the  way  of  civilization.  Mr  Barrie 
has  also,  whilst  I  am  correcting  my  proofs, 
delighted  London  with  a  servant  who 
knows  more  than  his  masters.  The  con- 
ception of  Mendoza  Limited  I  trace  back 
to  a  certain  West  Indian  colonial  secre- 
tary, who,  at  a  period  when  he  and  I  and 
Mr  Sidney  Webb  were  sowing  our  politi- 
cal wild  oats  as  a  sort  of  Fabian  Three 
Musketeers,  without  any  prevision  of  the 
surprising  respectability  of  the  crop  that 
followed,  recommended  Webb,  the  en- 
cyclopedic and  inexhaustible,  to  form 
himself  into  a  company  for  the  benefit  of 
the  shareholders.  Octavius  I  take  over 
unaltered  from  Mozart;  and  I  hereby 
authorize  any  actor  who  impersonates 
him,  to  sing  "Dalla  sua  pace"  (if  he  can) 
at  any  convenient  moment  during  the 
representation.  Ann  was  suggested  to  me 
by  the  fifteenth  century  Dutch  moral- 
ity called  Everyman,  which  Mr  William 
Poel  has  lately  resuscitated  so  triumph- 
antly. I  trust  he  will  work  that  vein 
further,  and  recognize  that  Elizabethan 
Renascence  fustian  is  no  more  bearable 
after  medieval  poesy  than  Scribe  after 
Ibsen.  As  I  sat  watching  Everyman  at 
the  Charterhouse,  I  said  to  myself  Why 
not  Everywoman?  Ann  was  the  result: 
every  woman  is  not  Ann;  but  Ann  is 
Everywoman. 

That  the  author  of  Everyman  was  no 
mere  artist,   but  an  artist-philosopher, 
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and  that  the  artist-philosophers  are  the 
only  sort  of  artists  I  take  quite  seriously, 
will  be  no  news  to  you.  Even  Plato  and 
Boswell,  as  the  dramatists  who  invented 
Socrates  and  Dr  Johnson,  impress  me 
more  deeply  than  the  romantic  play- 
wrights. Ever  since,  as  a  boy,  I  first 
breathed  the  air  of  the  transcendental 
regions  at  a  performance  of  Mozart's 
Zauberflote,  I  have  been  proof  against 
the  garish  splendors  and  alcoholic  ex- 
citements of  the  ordinary  stage  com- 
binations of  Tappertitian  romance  with 
the  police  intelligence.  Bunyan,  Blake, 
Hogarth,  and  Turner  (these  four  apart 
and  above  all  the  English  classics), 
Goethe,  Shelley,  Schopenhauer,  Wagner, 
Ibsen,  Morris,  Tolstoy,  and  Nietzsche 
are  among  the  writers  whose  peculiar 
sense  of  the  world  I  recognize  as  more  or 
less  akin  to  my  own.  Mark  the  word 
peculiar.  I  read  Dickens  and  Shakespear 
without  shame  or  stint;  but  their  preg- 
nant observations  and  demonstrations  of 
life  are  not  co-ordinated  into  any  philo- 
sophy or  religion;  on  the  contrary, 
Dickens's  sentimental  assumptions  are 
violently  contradicted  by  his  observa- 
tions; and  Shakespear's  pessimism  is  only 
his  wounded  humanity.  Both  have  the 
specific  genius  of  the  fictionist  and  the 
common  sympathies  of  human  feeling 
and  thought  in  pre-eminent  degree. 
They  are  often  saner  and  shrewder  than 
the  philosophers  just  as  Sancho  Panza 
was  often  saner  and  shrewder  than  Don 
Quixote.  They  clear  away  vast  masses 
of  oppressive  gravity  by  their  sense  of 
the  ridiculous,  which  is  at  bottom  a  com- 
bination of  sound  moral  judgment  with 
lighthearted  good  humor.  But  they  are 
concerned  with  the  diversities  of  the 
world  instead  of  with  its  unities:  they  are 
so  irreligious  that  they  exploit  popular 
religion  for  professional  purposes  with- 
out delicacy  or  scruple  (for  example, 
Sydney  Carton  and  the  ghost  in  Hamlet  !): 
they  are  anarchical,  and  cannot  balance 


their  exposures  of  Angelo  and  Dogberry, 
Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  and  Mr  Tite 
Barnacle,  with  any  portrait  of  a  prophet 
or  a  worthy  leader:  they  have  no  con- 
structive ideas:  they  regard  those  who 
have  them  as  dangerous  fanatics:  in  all 
their  fictions  there  is  no  leading  thought 
or  inspiration  for  which  any  man  could 
conceivably  risk  the  spoiling  of  his  hat 
in  a  shower,  much  less  his  life.  Both  are 
alike  forced  to  borrow  motives  for  the 
more  strenuous  actions  of  their  person- 
ages from  the  common  stockpot  of  melo- 
dramatic plots;  so  that  Hamlet  has  to  be 
stimulated  by  the  prejudices  of  a  police- 
man and  Macbeth  by  the  cupidities  of  a 
bushranger.  Dickens,  without  the  excuse 
of  having  to  manufacture  motives  for 
Hamlets  and  Macbeths,  superfluously 
punts  his  crew  down  the  stream  of  his 
monthly  parts  by  mechanical  devices 
which  I  leave  you  to  describe,  my  own 
memory  being  quite  baffled  by  the 
simplest  question  as  to  Monks  in  Oliver 
Twist,  or  the  long  lost  parentage  of 
Smike,  or  the  relations  between  the 
Dorrit  and  Clennam  families  so  in- 
opportunely discovered  by  Monsieur 
Rigaud  Blandois.  The  truth  is,  the  world 
was  to  Shakespear  a  great  "stage  of  fools'* 
on  which  he  was  utterly  bewildered.  He 
could  see  no  sort  of  sense  in  living  at  all; 
and  Dickens  saved  himself  from  the 
despair  of  the  dream  in  The  Chimes  by 
taking  the  world  for  granted  and  busy- 
ing himself  with  its  details.  Neither  of 
them  could  do  anything  with  a  serious 
positive  character:  they  could  place  a 
human  figure  before  you  with  perfect 
verisimilitude;  but  when  the  moment 
came  for  making  it  live  and  move,  they 
found,  unless  it  made  them  laugh,  that 
they  had  a  puppet  on  their  hands,  and 
had  to  invent  some  artificial  external 
stimulus  to  make  it  work.  This  is  what 
is  the  matter  with  Hamlet  all  through: 
he  has  no  will  except  in  his  bursts  of 
temper.  Foolish  Bardolaters  make  a  virtue 


MAN  AND  SUPERMAN 


163 


of  this  after  their  fashion:  they  declare 
that  the  play  is  the  tragedy  of  irresolu- 
tion; but  all  Shakespear's  projections  of 
the  deepest  humanity  he  knew  have  the 
same  defect:  their  characters  and  manners 
are  lifelike;  but  their  actions  are  forced 
on  them  from  without,  and  the  external 
force  is  grotesquely  inappropriate  ex- 
cept when  it  is  quite  conventional,  as 
in  the  case  of  Henry  V.  Falstaff  is  more 
vivid  than  any  of  these  serious  reflective 
characters,  because  he  is  self-acting:  his 
motives  are  his  own  appetites  and  in- 
stincts and  humors.  Richard  III,  too, 
is  delightful  as  the  whimsical  comedian 
who  stops  a  funeral  to  make  love  to  the 
corpse's  son's  widow;  but  when,  in  the 
next  act,  he  is  replaced  by  a  stage  villain 
who  smothers  babies  and  offs  with 
people's  heads,  we  are  revolted  at  the 
imposture  and  repudiate  the  changeling. 
Faulconbridge,  Coriolanus,  Leontes  are 
admirable  descriptions  of  instinctive  tem- 
peraments: indeed  the  play  of  Coriolanus 
is  the  greatest  of  Shakespear's  comedies; 
but  description  is  not  philosophy;  and 
comedy  neither  compromises  the  author 
nor  reveals  him.  He  must  be  judged  by 
those  characters  into  which  he  puts  what 
he  knows  of  himself,  his  Hamlets  and  Mac- 
beths  and  Lears  and  Prosperos.  If  these 
characters  are  agonizing  in  a  void  about 
factitious  melodramatic  murders  and  re- 
venges and  the  like,  whilst  the  comic 
characters  walk  with  their  feet  on  solid 
ground,  vivid  and  amusing,  you  know 
that  the  author  has  much  to  shew  and 
nothing  to  teach.  The  comparison  be- 
tween Falstaff  and  Prospero  is  like  the 
comparison  between  Micawber  and  David 
Copperfield.  At  the  end  of  the  book 
you  know  Micawber,  whereas  you  only 
know  what  has  happened  to  David,  and 
are  not  interested  enough  in  him  to 
wonder  what  his  politics  or  religion 
might  be  if  anything  so  stupendous  as  a 
religious  or  political  idea,  or  a  general 
idea  of  any  sort,  were  to  occur  to  him. 


He  is  tolerable  as  a  child;  but  he  never 
becomes  a  man,  and  might  be  left  out 
of  his  own  biography  altogether  but  for 
his  usefulness  as  a  stage  confidant,  a 
Horatio  or  "Charles  his  friend":  what 
they  call  on  the  stage  a  feeder. 

Now  you  cannot  say  this  of  the  works 
of  the  artist-philosophers.  You  cannot 
say  it,  for  instance,  of  The  Pilgrim's 
Progress.  Put  your  Shakespearian  hero 
and  coward,  Henry  V  and  Pistol  or 
Parolles,  beside  Mr  Valiant  and  Mr 
Fearing,  and  you  have  a  sudden  revela- 
tion of  the  abyss  that  lies  between  the 
fashionable  author  who  could  see  nothing 
in  the  world  but  personal  aims  and  the 
tragedy  of  their  disappointment  or  the 
comedy  of  their  incongruity,  and  the 
field  preacher  who  achieved  virtue  and 
courage  by  identifying  himself  with  the 
purpose  of  the  world  as  he  understood 
it.  The  contrast  is  enormous:  Bunyan's 
coward  stirs  your  blood  more  than 
Shakespear's  hero,  who  actually  leaves 
you  cold  and  secretly  hostile.  You  sud- 
denly see  that  Shakespear,  with  all  his 
flashes  and  divinations,  never  understood 
virtue  and  courage,  never  conceived  how 
any  man  who  was  not  a  fool  could,  like 
Bunyan's  hero,  look  back  from  the 
brink  of  the  river  of  death  over  the  strife 
and  labor  of  his  pilgrimage,  and  say  "yet 
do  I  not  repent  me";  or,  with  the  pa- 
nache of  a  millionaire,  bequeath  "my 
sword  to  him  that  shall  succeed  me  in  my 
pilgrimage,  and  my  courage  and  skill 
to  him  that  can  get  it."  This  is  the  iriie 
joy  in  life,  the  being  used  for  a  purpose 
recognized  by  yourself  as  a  mighty  one; 
the  being  thoroughly  worn  out  before 
you  are  thrown  on  the  scrap  heap;  the 
being  a  force  of  Nature  instead  of  a 
feverish  selfish  little  clod  of  ailments -and 
grievances  complaining  that  the  world 
will  not  devote  itself  to  making  you 
happy.  And  also  the  only  real  tragedy 
in  life  is  the  being  used  by  personally 
minded  men  for  purposes  which  you 
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recognize  to  be  base.  All  the  rest  is 
at  worst  mere  misfortune  or  mortality: 
this  alone  is  misery,  slavery,  hell  on 
earth;  and  the  revolt  against  it  is  the 
only  force  that  offers  a  man's  work  to  the 
poor  artist,  whom  our  personally  minded 
rich  people  would  so  willingly  employ 
as  pandar,  buffoon,  beauty  monger,  senti- 
mentalizer,  and  the  like. 

It  may  seem  a  long  step  from  Bunyan 
to  Nietzsche;  but  the  difference  between 
their  conclusions  is  merely  formal.  Bun- 
yan's  perception  that  righteousness  is 
filthy  rags,  his  scorn  for  Mr  Legality  in 
the  village  of  Morality,  his  defiance  of  the 
Church  as  the  supplanter  of  religion,  his 
insistence  on  courage  as  the  virtue  of 
virtues,  his  estimate  of  the  career  of  the 
conventionally  respectable  and  sensible 
Worldly  Wiseman  as  no  better  at  bottom 
than  the  life  and  death  of  Mr  Badman: 
all  this,  expressed  by  Bunyan  in  the 
terms  of  a  tinker's  theology,  is  what 
Nietzsche  has  expressed  in  terms  of  post- 
Darwin,  post-Schopenhauer  philosophy; 
Wagner  in  terms  of  polytheistic  mytho- 
logy; and  Ibsen  in  terms  of  mid-XIX 
century  Parisian  dramaturgy.  Nothing  is 
new  in  these  matters  except  their  novel- 
ties: for  instance,  it  is  a  novelty  to  call 
Justification  by  Faith  "Wille,"  and 
Justification  by  Works  "Vorstellung." 
The  sole  use  of  the  novelty  is  that  you 
and  I  buy  and  read  Schopenhauer's 
treatise  on  Will  and  Representation  when 
we  should  not  dream  of  buying  a  set 
of  sermons  on  Faith  versus  Works.  At 
bottom  the  controversy  is  the  same,  and 
the  dramatic  results  are  the  same.  Bun- 
yan makes  no  attempt  to  present  his 
pilgrims  as  more  sensible  or  better  con- 
ducted than  Mr  Worldly  Wiseman.  Mr 
W.  W.'s  worst  enemies,  Mr  Embezzler, 
Mr  Never-go-to-Church-on-Sunday,  Mr 
Bad  Form,  Mr  Murderer,  Mr  Burglar, 
Mr  Co-respondent,  Mr  Blackmailer,  Mr 
Cad,  Mr  Drunkard,  Mr  Labor  Agitator, 
and  so  forth,  can  read  the  Pilgrim's 


Progress  without  finding  a  word  said 
against  them;  whereas  the  respectable 
people  who  snub  them  and  put  them  in 
prison,  such  as  Mr  W.  W.  himself  and 
his  young  friend  Civility;  Formalist  and 
Hypocrisy;  Wildhead,  Inconsiderate,  and 
Pragmatick  (who  were  clearly  young 
university  men  of  good  family  and  high 
feeding);  that  brisk  lad  Ignorance,  Talka- 
tive, By-ends  of  Fairspeech  and  his 
mother-in-law  Lady  Feigning,  and  other 
reputable  gentlemen  and  citizens,  catch 
it  very  severely.  Even  Little  Faith, 
though  he  gets  to  heaven  at  last,  is  given 
to  understand  that  it  served  him  right 
to  be  mobbed  by  the  brothers  Faint 
Heart,  Mistrust,  and  Guilt,  all  three  re- 
cognized members  of  respectable  society 
and  veritable  pillars  of  the  law.  The 
whole  allegory  is  a  consistent  attack  on 
morality  and  respectability,  without  a 
word  that  one  can  remember  against  vice 
and  crime.  Exactly  what  is  complained 
of  in  Nietzsche  and  Ibsen,  is  it  not?  And 
also  exactly  what  would  be  complained 
of  in  all  the  literature  which  is  great 
enough  and  old  enough  to  have  attained 
canonical  rank,  officially  or  unofficially, 
were  it  not  that  books  are  admitted  to 
the  canon  by  a  compact  which  confesses 
their  greatness  in  consideration  of  abro- 
gating their  meaning;  so  that  the  rever- 
end rector  can  agree  with  the  prophet 
Micah  as  to  his  inspired  style  without 
being  committed  to  any  complicity  in 
Micah's  furiously  Radical  opinions.  Why, 
even  I,  as  I  force  myself,  pen  in  hand, 
into  recognition  and  civility,  find  all  the 
force  of  my  onslaught  destroyed  by  a 
simple  policy  of  non-resistance.  In  vain 
do  I  redouble  the  violence  of  the  language 
in  which  I  proclaim  my  heterodoxies.  I 
rail  at  the  theistic  credulity  of  Voltaire, 
the  amoristic  superstition  of  Shelley,  the 
revival  of  tribal  soothsaying  and  idola- 
trous rites  which  Huxley  called  Science 
and  mistook  for  an  advance  on  the 
Pentateuch,  no  less  than  at  the  welter 
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of  ecclesiastical  and  professional  humbug 
which  saves  the  face  of  the  stupid  system 
of  violence  and  robbery  which  we  call 
Law  and  Industry.  Even  atheists  re- 
proach me  with  infidelity  and  anarchists 
with  nihilism  because  I  cannot  endure 
their  moral  tirades.  And  yet,  instead  of  ex- 
claiming "Send  this  inconceivable  Satanist 
to  the  stake,"  the  respectable  newspapers 
pith  me  by  announcing  "another  book 
by  this  brilliant  and  thoughtful  writer." 
And  the  ordinary  citizen,  knowing  that 
an  author  who  is  well  spoken  of  by  a 
respectable  newspaper  must  be  all  right, 
reads  me,  as  he  reads  Micah,  with  un- 
disturbed edification  from  his  own  point 
of  view.  It  is  narrated  that  in  the  eighteen- 
seventies  an  old  lady,  a  very  devout 
Methodist,  moved  from  Colchester  to  a 
house  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  City 
Road,  in  London,  where,  mistaking  the 
Hall  of  Science  for  a  chapel,  she  sat  at 
the  feet  of  Charles  Bradlaugh  for  many 
years,  entranced  by  his  eloquence,  with- 
out questioning  his  orthodoxy  or  moult- 
ing a  feather  of  her  faith.  I  fear  I  shall  be 
defrauded  of  my  just  martyrdom  in  the 
same  way. 

However,  I  am  digressing,  as  a  man 
with  a  grievance  always  does.  And  after 
all,  the  main  thing  in  determining  the 
artistic  quality  of  a  book  is  not  the 
opinions  it  propagates,  but  the  fact  that 
the  writer  has  opinions.  The  old  lady 
from  Colchester  was  right  to  sun  her 
simple  soul  in  the  energetic  radiance  of 
Bradlaugh's  genuine  beliefs  and  disbeliefs 
rather  than  in  the  chill  of  such  mere  paint- 
ing of  light  and  heat  as  elocution  and 
convention  can  achieve.  My  contempt  for 
belles  lettres,  and  for  amateurs  who  be- 
come the  heroes  of  the  fanciers  of  literary 
virtuosity,  is  not  founded  on  any  illusion 
of  mine  as  to  the  permanence  of  those 
forms  of  thought  (call  them  opinions)  by 
which  I  strive  to  communicate  my  bent 
to  my  fellows.  To  younger  men  they  are 
already  outmoded;  for  though  they  have 


no  more  lost  their  logic  than  an  eighteenth 
century  pastel  has  lost  its  drawing  or  its 
color,  yet,  like  the  pastel,  they  grow  in- 
definably shabby,  and  will  grow  shabbier 
until  they  cease  to  count  at  all,  when  my 
books  will  either  perish,  or,  if  the  world  is 
still  poor  enough  to  want  them,  will  have 
to  stand,  with  Bunyan's,  by  quite  amor- 
phous qualities  of  temper  and  energy. 
With  this  conviction  I  cannot  be  a 
belletrist.  No  doubt  I  must  recognize, 
as  even  the  Ancient  Mariner  did,  that  I 
must  tell  my  story  entertainingly  if  I  am 
to  hold  the  wedding  guest  spellbound 
in  spite  of  the  siren  sounds  of  the  loud 
bassoon.  But  "for  art's  sake"  alone  I 
would  not  face  the  toil  of  writing  a  single 
sentence.  I  know  that  there  are  men  who, 
having  nothing  to  say  and  nothing  to 
write,  are  nevertheless  so  in  love  with 
oratory  and  with  literature  that  they 
delight  in  repeating  as  much  as  they  can 
understand  of  what  others  have  said 
or  written  aforetime.  I  know  that  the 
leisurely  tricks  which  their  want  of  con- 
viction leaves  them  free  to  play  with 
the  diluted  and  misapprehended  message 
supply  them  with  a  pleasant  parlor  game 
which  they  call  style.  I  can  pity  their 
dotage  and  even  sympathize  with  their 
fancy.  But  a  true  original  style  is  never 
achieved  for  its  own  sake:  a  man  may 
pay  from  a  shilling  to  a  guinea,  accord- 
ing to  his  means,  to  see,  hear,  or  read 
another  man's  act  of  genius;  but  he  will 
not  pay  with  his  whole  life  and  soul  to 
become  a  mere  virtuoso  in  literature,  ex- 
hibiting an  accomplishment  which  will 
not  even  make  money  for  him,  like  fiddle 
playing.  Effectiveness  of  assertion  is  the 
alpha  and  omega  of  style.  He  who  has 
nothing  to  assert  has  no  style  and  can 
have  none:  he  who  has  something  to 
assert  will  go  as  far  in  power  of  style  as 
its  momentousness  and  his  conviction 
will  carry  him.  Disprove  his  assertion 
after  it  is  made,  yet  its  style  remains. 
Darwin  has  no  more  destroyed  the  style 
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of  Job  nor  of  Handel  than  Martin  Luther 
destroyed  the  style  of  Giotto.  All  the 
assertions  get  disproved  sooner  or  later; 
and  so  we  find  the  world  full  of  magnifi- 
cent debris  of  artistic  fossils,  with  the 
matter-of-fact  credibility  gone  clean  out 
of  them,  but  the  form  still  splendid.  And 
that  is  why  the  old  masters  play  the 
deuce  with  our  mere  susceptibles.  Your 
Royal  Academician  thinks  he  can  get  the 
style  of  Giotto  without  Giotto's  beliefs, 
and  correct  his  perspective  into  the 
bargain.  Your  man  of  letters  thinks  he 
can  get  Bunyan's  or  Shakespear's  style 
without  Bunyan's  conviction  or  Shake- 
spear's  apprehension,  especially  if  he 
takes  care  not  to  split  his  infinitives.  And 
so  with  your  Doctors  of  Music,  who, 
with  their  collections  of  discords  duly 
prepared  and  resolved  or  retarded  or 
anticipated  in  the  manner  of  the  great 
composers,  think  they  can  learn  the  art 
of  Palestrina  from  Cherubini's  treatise. 
All  this  academic  art  is  far  worse  than 
the  trade  in  sham  antique  furniture;  for 
the  man  who  sells  me  an  oaken  chest 
which  he  swears  was  made  in  the  XIII 
century,  though  as  a  matter  of  fact  he 
made  it  himself  only  yesterday,  at  least 
does  not  pretend  that  there  are  any 
modern  ideas  in  it;  whereas  your  aca- 
demic copier  of  fossils  offers  them  to  you 
as  the  latest  outpouring  of  the  human 
spirit,  and,  worst  of  all,  kidnaps  young 
people  as  pupils  and  persuades  them 
that  his  limitations  are  rules,  his  ob- 
servances dexterities,  his  timidities  good 
taste,  and  his  emptinesses  purities.  And 
when  he  declares  that  art  should  not 
be  didactic,  all  the  people  who  have 
nothing  to  teach  and  all  the  people 
who  dont  want  to  learn  agree  with  him 
emphatically. 

I  pride  myself  on  not  being  one  of 
these  susceptibles.  If  you  study  the  elec- 
tric light  with  which  I  supply  you  in 
that  Bumbledonian  public  capacity  of 
mine  over  which  you  make  merry  from 


time  to  time,  you  will  find  that  your 
house  contains  a  great  quantity  of 
highly  susceptible  copper  wire  which 
gorges  itself  with  electricity  and  gives 
you  no  light  whatever.  But  here  and 
there  occurs  a  scrap  of  intensely  insus- 
ceptible, intensely  resistant  material;  and 
that  stubborn  scrap  grapples  with  the 
current  and  will  not  let  it  through  until  it 
has  made  itself  useful  to  you  as  those  two 
vital  qualities  of  literature,  light  and  heat. 
Now  if  I  am  to  be  no  mere  copper  wire 
amateur  but  a  luminous  author,  I  must 
also  be  a  most  intensely  refractory  person, 
liable  to  go  out  and  to  go  wrong  at  in- 
convenient moments,  and  with  incendiary 
possibilities.  These  are  the  faults  of  my 
qualities;  and  I  assure  you  that  I  some- 
times dislike  myself  so  much  that  when 
some  irritable  reviewer  chances  at  that 
moment  to  pitch  into  me  with  zest,  I  feel 
unspeakably  relieved  and  obliged.  But 
I  never  dream  of  reforming,  knowing 
that  I  must  take  myself  as  I  am  and  get 
what  work  I  can  out  of  myself.  All  this 
you  will  understand;  for  there  is  com- 
munity of  material  between  us:  we  are 
both  critics  of  life  as  well  as  of  art;  and 
you  have  perhaps  said  to  yourself  when 
I  have  passed  your  windows  "There,  but 
for  the  grace  of  God,  go  I."  An  awful 
and  chastening  reflection,  which  shall  be 
the  closing  cadence  of  this  immoderately 
long  letter  from  yours  faithfully, 

G.  BERNARD  SHAW. 
WOKING,  1903. 


P.S. — Amid  unprecedented  critical 
cerebration  over  this  book  of  ours — alas! 
that  your  own  voice  should  be  dedicated 
to  silence!  — I  find  myself  warned  to  pre- 
pare a  new  edition.  I  take  the  oppor- 
tunity to  correct  a  slip  or  two.  You  may 
have  noticed  (nobody  else  has,  by  the 
way)  that  I  fitted  you  with  a  quotation 
from  Othello,  and  then  unconsciously 
referred  it  to  A  Winter's  Tale.  I  correct 
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this  with  regret;  for  half  its  appropriate- 
ness goes  with  Florizel  and  Perdita:  still, 
one  must  not  trifle  with  Shakespear;  so 
I  have  given  Desdemona  back  her  pro- 
perty. 

On  the  whole,  the  book  has  done  very 
well.  The  strong  critics  are  impressed; 
the  weak  intimidated;  the  connoisseurs 
tickled  by  my  literary  bravura  (put  in  to 
please  you):  the  humorists  alone,  oddly 
enough,  sermonize  me,  scared  out  of  their 
profession  into  the  quaintest  tumults  of 
conscience.  Not  all  my  reviewers  have 
understood  me:  like  Englishmen  in 
France,  confidently  uttering  their  own 
island  diphthongs  as  good  French  vowels, 


many  of  them  offer,  as  samples  of  the 
Shavian  philosophy,  the  likest  article 
from  their  own  stock.  Others  are  the 
victims  of  association  of  ideas:  they  call 
me  Pessimist  because  my  remarks  wound 
their  self-complacency,  and  Renegade  be- 
cause I  would  have  my  mob  all  Caesars 
instead  of  Toms,  Dicks,  and  Harrys. 
Worst  of  all,  I  have  been  accused  of 
preaching  a  Final  Ethical  Superman:  no 
other,  in  fact,  than  our  old  friend  the 
Just  Man  made  Perfect!  This  misunder- 
standing is  so  galling  that  I  lay  down  my 
pen  without  another  word  lest  I  should 
be  tempted  to  make  the  postscript  longer 
even  than  the  letter. 


THE  REVOLUTIONIST'S  HANDBOOK 


"No  one  can  contemplate  the  present 
condition  of  the  masses  of  the  people 
without  desiring  something  like  a  revolu- 
tion for  the  better."  Sir  Robert  Giffen, 
Essays  in  Finance,  vol.  ii.  p.  393. 

FOREWORD 

A  REVOLUTIONIST  is  one  who  desires  to 
discard  the  existing  social  order  and  try 
another. 

The  Constitution  of  England  is  revolu- 
tionary. To  a  Russian  or  Anglo-Indian 
bureaucrat,  a  general  election  is  as  much 
a  revolution  as  a  referendum  or  plebis- 
cite in  which  the  people  fight  instead 
of  voting.  The  French  Revolution  over- 
threw one  set  of  rulers  and  substituted 
another  with  different  interests  and 
different  views.  That  is  what  a  general 
election  enables  the  people  to  do  in 
England  every  seven  years  if  they  choose. 
Revolution  is  therefore  a  national  insti- 
tution in  England;  and  its  advocacy  by 
an  Englishman  needs  no  apology. 

Every  man  is  a  revolutionist  concern- 
ing the  thing  he  understands.  For  ex- 
ample, every  person  who  has  mastered 
a  profession  is  a  sceptic  concerning  it, 


and  consequently  a  revolutionist. 

Every  genuine  religious  person  is  a 
heretic  and  therefore  a  revolutionist. 

All  who  achieve  real  distinction  in  life 
begin  as  revolutionists.  The  most  dis- 
tinguished persons  become  more  revolu- 
tionary as  they  grow  older,  though  they 
are  commonly  supposed  to  become  more 
conservative  owing  to  their  loss  of  faith 
in  conventional  methods  of  reform. 

Any  person  under  the  age  of  thirty, 
who,  having  any  knowledge  of  the  exist- 
ing social  order,  is  not  a  revolutionist,  is 
an  inferior. 

AND   YET 

Revolutions  have  never  lightened  the 
burden  of  tyranny:  they  have  only 
shifted  it  to  another  shoulder. 

JOHN  TANNER. 


I 


ON  GOOD   BREEDING 

IF  there  were  no  God,  said  the  eighteenth 
century  Deist,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
invent  Him.  Now  this  XVIII  century  god 
was  deus  ex  machina^  the  god  who  helped 
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those  who  could  not  help  themselves,  the 
god  of  the  lazy  and  incapable.  The  nine- 
teenth century  decided  that  there  is  in- 
deed no  such  god;  and  now  Man  must 
take  in  hand  all  the  work  that  he  used  to 
shirk  with  an  idle  prayer.  He  must,  in 
effect,  change  himself  into  the  political 
Providence  which  he  formerly  conceived 
as  god;  and  such  change  is  not  only 
possible,  but  the  only  sort  of  change  that 
is  real.  The  mere  transfiguration  of  in- 
stitutions, as  from  military  and  priestly 
dominance  to  commercial  and  scientific 
dominance,  from  commercial  dominance 
to  proletarian  democracy,  from  slavery 
to  serfdom,  from  serfdom  to  capitalism, 
from  monarchy  to  republicanism,  from 
polytheism  to  monotheism,  from  mono- 
theism to  atheism,  from  atheism  to  pan- 
theistic humanitarianism,  from  general 
illiteracy  to  general  literacy,  from  ro- 
mance to  realism,  from  realism  to  mysti- 
cism, from  metaphysics  to  physics,  are 
all  but  changes  from  Tweedledum  to 
Tweedledee:  plus  fa  change,  plus  cest  la 
meme  chose.  But  the  changes  from  the 
crab  apple  to  the  pippin,  from  the  wolf 
and  fox  to  the  house  dog,  from  the 
charger  of  Henry  V  to  the  brewer's 
draught  horse  and  the  racehorse,  are  real; 
for  here  Man  has  played  the  god,  sub- 
duing Nature  to  his  intention,  and  en- 
nobling or  debasing  Life  for  a  set  pur- 
pose. And  what  can  be  done  with  a  wolf 
can  be  done  with  a  man.  If  such  monsters 
as  the  tramp  and  the  gentleman  can 
appear  as  mere  by-products  of  Man's 
individual  greed  and  folly,  what  might 
we  not  hope  for  as  a  main  product  of  his 
universal  aspiration? 

This  is  no  new  conclusion.  The  de- 
spair of  institutions,  and  the  inexorable 
"ye  must  be  born  again,"  with  Mrs 
Poyser's  stipulation,  "and  born  different," 
recurs  in  every  generation.  The  cry 
for  the  Superman  did  not  begin  with 
Nietzsche,  nor  will  it  end  with  his  vogue. 
But  it  has  always  been  silenced  by  the 


same  question:  what  kind  of  person  is 
this  Superman  to  be?  You  ask,  not  for  a 
super-apple,  but  for  an  eatable  apple; 
not  for  a  super-horse,  but  for  a  horse  of 
greater  draught  or  velocity.  Neither  is  it 
of  any  use  to  ask  for  a  Superman:  you 
must  furnish  a  specification  of  the  sort 
of  man  you  want.  Unfortunately  you  do 
not  know  what  sort  of  man  you  want. 
Some  sort  of  goodlooking  philosopher- 
athlete,  with  a  handsome  healthy  woman 
for  his  mate,  perhaps. 

Vague  as  this  is,  it  is  a  great  advance 
on  the  popular  demand  for  a  perfect 
gentleman  and  a  perfect  lady.  And,  after 
all,  no  market  demand  in  the  world  takes 
the  form  of  exact  technical  specification 
of  the  article  required.  Excellent  poultry 
and  potatoes  are  produced  to  satisfy  the 
demand  of  housewives  who  do  not 
know  the  technical  differences  between 
a  tuber  and  a  chicken.  They  will  tell  you 
that  the  proof  of  the  pudding  is  in  the 
eating;  and  they  are  right.  The  proof  of 
the  Superman  will  be  in  the  living;  and 
we  shall  find  out  how  to  produce  him  by 
the  old  method  of  trial  and  error,  and  not 
by  waiting  for  a  completely  convincing 
prescription  of  his  ingredients. 

Certain  common  and  obvious  mistakes 
may  be  ruled  out  from  the  beginning. 
For  example,  we  agree  that  we  want 
superior  mind;  but  we  need  not  fall  into 
the  football  club  folly  of  counting  on  this 
as  a  product  of  superior  body.  Yet  if  we 
recoil  so  far  as  to  conclude  that  superior 
mind  consists  in  being  the  dupe  of  our 
ethical  classifications  of  virtues  and  vices, 
in  short,  of  conventional  morality,  we 
shall  fall  out  of  the  fryingpan  of  the  foot- 
ball club  into  the  fire  of  the  Sunday 
School.  If  we  must  choose  between  a 
race  of  athletes  and  a  race  of  "good"  men, 
let  us  have  the  athletes:  better  Samson 
and  Milo  than  Calvin  and  Robespierre. 
But  neither  alternative  is  worth  changing 
for:  Samson  is  no  more  a  Superman  than 
Calvin,  What  then  are  we  to  do? 
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PROPERTY  AND  MARRIAGE 

Let  us  hurry  over  the  obstacles  set  up 
by  property  and  marriage.  Revolution- 
ists make  too  much  of  them.  No  doubt 
it  is  easy  to  demonstrate  that  property 
will  destroy  society  unless  society  de- 
stroys it.  No  doubt,  also,  property  has 
hitherto  held  its  own  and  destroyed  all 
the  empires.  But  that  was  because  the 
superficial  objection  to  it  (that  it  dis- 
tributes social  wealth  and  the  social  labor 
burden  in  a  grotesquely  inequitable 
manner)  did  not  threaten  the  existence  of 
the  race,  but  only  the  individual  happi- 
ness of  its  units,  and  finally  the  main- 
tenance of  some  irrelevant  political  form 
or  other,  such  as  a  nation,  an  empire,  or 
the  like.  Now  as  happiness  never  matters 
to  Nature,  as  fflhe  neither  recognizes  flags 
and  frontiers  nor  cares  a  straw  whether 
the  economic  system  adopted  by  a 
society  is  feudal,  capitalistic,  or  collec- 
tivist,  provided  it  keeps  the  race  afoot 
(the  hive  and  the  anthill  being  as  accept- 
able to  her  as  Utopia),  the  demonstra- 
tions of  Socialists,  though  irrefutable, 
will  never  make  any  serious  impression 
on  property.  The  knell  of  that  over- 
rated institution  will  not  sound  until  it 
is  felt  to  conflict  with  some  more  vital 
matter  than  mere  personal  inequities  in 
industrial  economy.  No  such  conflict 
was  perceived  whilst  society  had  not 
yet  grown  beyond  national  communities 
too  small  and  simple  to  overtax  Man's 
limited  political  capacity  disastrously. 
But  we  have  now  reached  the  stage  of 
international  organization.  Man's  political 
capacity  and  magnanimity  are  clearly 
beaten  by  the  vastness  and  complexity  of 
the  problems  forced  on  him.  And  it  is  at 
this  anxious  moment  that  he  finds,  when 
he  looks  upward  for  a  mightier  mind  to 
help  him,  that  the  heavens  are  empty. 
He  will  presently  see  that  his  discarded 


formula  that  Man  is  the  Temple  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  happens  to  be  precisely  true, 
and  that  it  is  only  through  his  own  brain 
and  hand  that  this  Holy  Ghost,  formally 
the  most  nebulous  person  in  the  Trinity, 
and  now  become  its  sole  survivor  as  it 
has  always  been  its  real  Unity,  can  help 
him  in  any  way.  And  so,  if  the  Superman 
is  to  come,  he  must  be  born  of  Woman 
by  Man's  intentional  and  well-considered 
contrivance.  Conviction  of  this  will 
smash  everything  that  opposes  it.  Even 
Property  and  Marriage,  which  laugh  at 
the  laborer's  petty  complaint  that  he  is 
defrauded  of  "surplus  value,"  and  at  the 
domestic  miseries  of  the  slaves  of  the 
wedding  ring,  will  themselves  be  laughed 
aside  as  the  lightest  of  trifles  if  they  cross 
this  conception  when  it  becomes  a  fully 
realized  vital  purpose  of  the  race. 

That  they  must  cross  it  becomes  ob- 
vious the  moment  we  acknowledge  the 
futility  of  breeding  men  for  special 
qualities  as  we  breed  cocks  for  game, 
greyhounds  for  speed,  or  sheep  for 
mutton.  What  is  really  important  in  Man 
is  the  part  of  him  that  we  do  not  yet 
understand.  Of  much  of  it  we  are  not 
even  conscious,  just  as  we  are  not  nor- 
mally conscious  of  keeping  up  our  circu- 
lation by  our  heart-pump,  though  if  we 
neglect  it  we  die.  We  are  therefore  driven 
to  the  conclusion  that  when  we  have 
carried  selection  as  far  as  we  can  by  re- 
jecting from  the  list  of  eligible  parents 
all  persons  who  are  uninteresting,  un- 
promising, or  blemished  without  any 
set-off,  we  shall  still  have  to  trust  to  the 
guidance  of  fancy  (alias  Voice  of  Nature), 
both  in  the  breeders  and  the  parents,  for 
that  superiority  in  the  unconscious  self 
which  will  be  the  true  characteristic  of 
the  Superman. 

At  this  point  we  perceive  the  import- 
ance of  giving  fancy  the  widest  possible 
field.  To  cut  humanity  up  into  small 
cliques,  and  effectively  limit  the  selection 
of  the  individual  to  his  own  clique,  is  to 
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postpone  the  Superman  for  eons,  if  not 
for  ever.  Not  only  should  every  person 
be  nourished  and  trained  as  a  possible 
parent,  but  there  should  be  no  possibility 
of  such  an  obstacle  to  natural  selection  as 
the  objection  of  a  countess  to  a  navvy 
or  of  a  duke  to  a  charwoman.  Equality  is 
essential  to  good  breeding;  and  equality, 
as  all  economists  know,  is  incompatible 
with  property. 

Besides,  equality  is  an  essential  con- 
dition of  bad  breeding  also;  and  bad 
breeding  is  indispensable  to  the  weeding 
out  of  the  human  race.  When  the  con- 
ception of  heredity  took  hold  of  the 
scientific  imagination  in  the  middle  of 
last  century,  its  devotees  announced  that 
it  was  a  crime  to  marry  the  lunatic  to  the 
lunatic  or  the  consumptive  to  the  con- 
sumptive. But  pray  are  we  to  try  to 
correct  our  diseased  stocks  by  infecting 
our  healthy  stocks  with  them?  Clearly 
the  attraction  which  disease  has  for  dis- 
eased people  is  beneficial  to  the  race. 
If  two  really  unhealthy  people  get 
married,  they  will,  as  likely  as  not,  have 
a  great  number  of  children  who  will  all 
die  before  they  reach  maturity.  This  is  a 
far  more  satisfactory  arrangement  than 
the  tragedy  of  a  union  between  a  healthy 
and  an  unhealthy  person.  Though  more 
costly  than  sterilization  of  the  unhealthy, 
it  has  the  enormous  advantage  that  in  the 
event  of  our  notions  of  health  and  un- 
health  being  erroneous  (which  to  some 
extent  they  most  certainly  are),  the  error 
will  be  corrected  by  experience  instead 
of  confirmed  by  evasion. 

One  fact  must  be  faced  resolutely,  in 
spite  of  the  shrieks  of  the  romantic. 
There  is  no  evidence  that  the  best  citizens 
are  the  offspring  of  congenial  marriages, 
or  that  a  conflict  of  temperament  is  not 
a  highly  important  part  of  what  breeders 
call  crossing.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  quite 
sufficiently  probable  that  good  results 
may  be  obtained  from  parents  who 
would  be  extremely  unsuitable  com- 


panions and  partners,  to  make  it  certain 
that  the  experiment  of  mating  them  will 
sooner  or  later  be  tried  purposely  almost 
as  often  as  it  is  now  tried  accidentally. 
But  mating  such  couples  must  clearly 
not  involve  marrying  them.  In  conjuga- 
tion two  complementary  persons  may 
supply  one  another's  deficiencies:  in  the 
domestic  partnership  of  marriage  they 
only  feel  them  and  suffer  from  them. 
Thus  the  son  of  a  robust,  cheerful, 
eupeptic  British  country  squire,  with 
the  tastes  and  range  of  his  class,  and  of  a 
clever,  imaginative,  intellectual,  highly 
civilized  Jewess,  might  be  very  superior 
to  both  his  parents;  but  it  is  not  likely 
that  the  Jewess  would  find  the  squire  an 
interesting  companion,  or  his  habits,  his 
friends,  his  place  and  mode  of  life  con- 
genial to  her.  Therefore  marriage,  whilst 
it  is  made  an  indispensable  condition  of 
mating,  will  delay  the  advent  of  the 
Superman  as  effectually  as  Property,  and 
will  be  modified  by  the  impulse  towards 
him  just  as  effectually. 

The  practical  abrogation  of  Property 
and  Marriage  as  they  exist  at  present  will 
occur  without  being  much  noticed.  To 
the  mass  of  men,  the  intelligent  abolition 
of  property  would  mean  nothing  except 
an  increase  in  the  quantity  of  food, 
clothing,  housing,  and  comfort  at  their 
personal  disposal,  as  well  as  a  greater  con- 
trol over  their  time  and  circumstances. 
Very  few  persons  now  make  any  distinc- 
tion between  virtually  complete  property 
and  property  held  on  such  highly  de- 
veloped public  conditions  as  to  place  its 
income  on  the  same  footing  as  that  of  a 
propertyless  clergyman,  officer,  or  civil 
servant.  A  landed  proprietor  may  still 
drive  men  and  women  off  his  land,  de- 
molish their  dwellings,  and  replace  them 
with  sheep  or  deer;  and  in  the  un- 
regulated trades  the  private  trader  may 
still  spunge  on  the  regulated  trades  and 
sacrifice  the  life  and  health  of  the  nation 
as  lawlessly  as  the  Manchester  cotton 
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manufacturers  did  at  the  beginning  of 
last  century.  But  though  the  Factory 
Code  on  the  one  hand,  and  Trade  Union 
organization  on  the  other,  have,  within 
the  lifetime  of  men  still  living,  converted 
the  old  unrestricted  property  of  the 
cotton  manufacturer  in  his  mill  and  the 
cotton  spinner  in  his  labor  into  a  mere 
permission  to  trade  or  work  on  stringent 
public  or  collective  conditions,  imposed 
in  the  interest  of  the  general  welfare 
without  any  regard  for  individual  hard 
cases,  people  in  Lancashire  still  speak  of 
their  "property"  in  the  old  terms,  mean- 
ing nothing  more  by  it  than  the  things  a 
thief  can  be  punished  for  stealing.  The 
total  abolition  of  property,  and  the  con- 
version of  every  citizen  into  a  salaried 
functionary  in  the  public  service,  would 
leave  much  more  than  99  per  cent  of  the 
nation  quite  unconscious  of  any  greater 
change  than  now  takes  place  when  the 
son  of  a  shipowner  goes  into  the  navy. 
They  would  still  call  their  watches  and 
umbrellas  and  back  gardens  their  pro- 
perty. 

Marriage  also  will  persist  as  a  name 
attached  to  a  general  custom  long  after 
the  custom  itself  will  have  altered.  For 
example,  modern  English  marriage,  as 
modified  by  divorce  and  by  Married 
Women's  Property  Acts,  differs  more 
from  early  XIX  century  marriage  than 
Byron's  marriage  did  from  Shakespear's. 
At  the  present  moment  marriage  in 
England  differs  not  only  from  marriage 
in  France,  but  from  marriage  in  Scotland. 
Marriage  as  modified  by  the  divorce  laws 
in  South  Dakota  would  be  called  mere 
promiscuity  in  Clapham.  Yet  the  Ameri- 
cans, far  from  taking  a  profligate  and 
cynical  view  of  marriage,  do  homage  to 
its  ideals  with  a  seriousness  that  seems 
old  fashioned  in  Clapham.  Neither  in 
England  nor  America  would  a  proposal 
to  abolish  marriage  be  tolerated  for  a 
moment;  and  yet  nothing  is  more  certain 
than  that  in  both  countries  the  progres- 


sive modification  of  the  marriage  con- 
tract will  be  continued  until  it  is  no  more 
onerous  nor  irrevocable  than  any  ordi- 
nary commercial  deed  of  partnership. 
Were  even  this  dispensed  with,  people 
would  still  call  themselves  husbands  and 
wives;  describe  their  companionships  as 
marriages;  and  be  for  the  most  part  un- 
conscious that  they  were  any  less  married 
than  Henry  VIII.  For  though  a  glance 
at  the  legal  conditions  of  marriage  in 
different  Christian  countries  shews  that 
marriage  varies  legally  from  frontier  to 
frontier,  domesticity  varies  so  little  that 
most  people  believe  their  own  marriage 
laws  to  be  universal.  Consequently  here 
again,  as  in  the  case  of  Property,  the 
absolute  confidence  of  the  public  in  the 
stability  of  the  institution's  name,  makes 
it  all  the  easier  to  alter  its  substance. 

However,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  one 
of  the  changes  in  public  opinion  de- 
manded by  the  need  for  the  Superman  is 
a  very  unexpected  one.  It  is  nothing  less 
than  the  dissolution  of  the  present  neces- 
sary association  of  marriage  with  con- 
jugation, which  most  unmarried  people 
regard  as  the  very  diagnostic  of  marriage. 
They  are  wrong,  of  course:  it  would  be 
quite  as  near  the  truth  to  say  that  con- 
jugation is  the  one  purely  accidental  and 
incidental  condition  of  marriage.  Con- 
jugation is  essential  to  nothing  but  the 
propagation  of  the  race;  and  the  moment 
that  paramount  need  is  provided  for 
otherwise  than  by  marriage,  conjugation, 
from  Nature's  creative  point  of  view, 
ceases  to  be  essential  in  marriage.  But 
marriage  does  not  thereupon  cease  to  be 
so  economical,  convenient,  and  comfort- 
able, that  the  Superman  might  safely 
bribe  the  matrimonomaniacs  by  offering 
to  revive  all  the  old  inhuman  stringency 
and  irrevocability  of  marriage,  to  abolish 
divorce,  to  confirm  the  horrible  bond 
which  still  chains  decent  people  to  drunk- 
ards, criminals,  and  wasters,  provided 
only  the  complete  extrication  of  conju- 
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gation  from  it  were  conceded  to  him. 
For  if  people  could  form  domestic  com- 
panionships on  no  easier  terms  than  these, 
they  would  still  marry.  The  Roman 
Catholic,  forbidden  by  his  Church  to 
avail  himself  of  the  divorce  laws,  marries 
as  freely  as  the  South  Dakotan  Presby- 
terians who  can  change  partners  with  a 
facility  that  scandalizes  the  old  world; 
and  were  his  Church  to  dare  a  further 
step  towards  Christianity  and  enjoin 
celibacy  on  its  laity  as  well  as  on  its 
clergy,  marriages  would  still  be  con- 
tracted for  the  sake  of  domesticity  by 
perfectly  obedient  sons  and  daughters  of 
the  Church.  One  need  not  further  pursue 
these  hypotheses:  they  are  only  suggested 
here  to  help  the  reader  to  analyse  marri- 
age into  its  two  functions  of  regulating 
conjugation  and  supplying  a  form  of 
domesticity.  These  two  functions  are 
quite  separable;  and  domesticity  is  the 
only  one  of  the  two  which  is  essential 
to  the  existence  of  marriage,  because 
conjugation  without  domesticity  is  not 
marriage  at  all,  whereas  domesticity  with- 
out conjugation  is  still  marriage:  in  fact 
it  is  necessarily  the  actual  condition  of 
all  fertile  marriages  during  a  great  part 
of  their  duration,  and  of  some  marriages 
during  the  whole  of  it. 

Taking  it,  then,  that  Property  and 
Marriage,  by  destroying  Equality  and 
thus  hampering  sexual  selection  with 
irrelevant  conditions,  are  hostile  to  the 
evolution  of  the  Superman,  it  is  easy  to 
understand  why  the  only  generally  known 
modern  experiment  in  breeding  the 
human  race  took  place  in  a  community 
which  discarded  both  institutions. 

Ill 

THE  PERFECTIONIST  EXPERIMENT  AT 
ONEIDA  CREEK 

In  1848  the  Oneida  Community  was 
founded  in  America  to  carry  out  a  resolu- 


tion arrived  at  by  a  handful  of  Perfection- 
ist Communists  "that  we  will  devote  our- 
selves exclusively  to  the  establishment  of 
the  Kingdom  of  God."  Though  the 
American  nation  declared  that  this  sort 
of  thing  was  not  to  be  tolerated  in  a 
Christian  country,  the  Oneida  Com- 
munity held  its  own  for  over  thirty 
years,  during  which  period  it  seems  to- 
have  produced  healthier  children  and 
done  and  suffered  less  evil  than  any 
Joint  Stock  Company  on  record.  It 
was,  however,  a  highly  selected  commun- 
ity; for  a  genuine  communist  (roughly 
definable  as  an  intensely  proud  person 
who  proposes  to  enrich  the  common 
fund  instead  of  to  spunge  on  it)  is 
superior  to  an  ordinary  joint  stock 
capitalist  precisely  as  an  ordinary  joint 
stock  capitalist  is  superior  to  a  pirate. 
Further,  the  Perfectionists  were  mightily 
shepherded  by  their  chief  Noyes,  one  of 
those  chance  attempts  at  the  Superman 
which  occur  from  time  to  time  in  spite 
of  the  interference  of  Man's  blundering 
institutions.  The  existence  of  Noyes 
simplified  the  breeding  problem  for  the 
Communists,  the  question  as  to  what 
sort  of  man  they  should  strive  to  breed 
being  settled  at  once  by  the  obvious 
desirability  of  breeding  another  Noyes. 
But  an  experiment  conducted  by  a 
handful  of  people,  who,  after  thirty 
years  of  immunity  from  the  unintentional 
child  slaughter  that  goes  on  by  ignorant 
parents  in  private  homes,  numbered  only 
300,  could  do  very  little  except  prove 
that  Communists,  under  the  guidance  of 
a  Superman  "devoted  exclusively  to  the 
establishment  of  the  Kingdom  of  God," 
and  caring  no  more  for  property  and 
marriage  than  a  Camberwell  minister 
cares  for  Hindoo  Caste  or  Suttee,  might 
make  a  much  better  job  of  their  lives  than 
ordinary  folk  under  the  harrow  of  both 
these  institutions.  Yet  their  Superman 
himself  admitted  that  this  apparent  suc- 
cess was  only  part  of  the  abnormal 
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phenomenon  of  his  own  occurrence;  for 
when  he  came  to  the  end  of  his  powers 
through  age,  he  himself  guided  and 
organized  the  voluntary  relapse  of  the 
communists  into  marriage,  capitalism, 
and  customary  private  life,  thus  admit- 
ting that  the  real  social  solution  was  not 
what  a  casual  Superman  could  persuade 
a  picked  company  to  do  for  him,  but 
what  a  whole  community  of  Supermen 
would  do  spontaneously.  If  Noyes  had 
had  to  organize,  not  a  few  dozen  Perfec- 
tionists, but  the  whole  United  States, 
America  would  have  beaten  him  as  com- 
pletely as  England  beat  Oliver  Crom- 
well, France  Napoleon,  or  Rome  Julius 
Caesar.  Cromwell  learnt  by  bitter  experi- 
ence that  God  himself  cannot  raise  a 
people  above  its  own  level,  and  that  even 
though  you  stir  a  nation  to  sacrifice  all 
its  appetites  to  its  conscience,  the  result 
will  still  depend  wholly  on  what  sort  of 
conscience  the  nation  has  got.  Napoleon 
seems  to  have  ended  by  regarding  man- 
kind as  a  troublesome  pack  of  hounds 
only  worth  keeping  for  the  sport  of 
hunting  with  them.  Caesar's  capacity  for 
fighting  without  hatred  or  resentment 
was  defeated  by  the  determination  of  his 
soldiers  to  kill  their  enemies  in  the  field 
instead  of  taking  them  prisoners  to  be 
spared  by  Caesar;  and  his  civil  suprem- 
acy was  purchased  by  colossal  bribery  of 
the  citizens  of  Rome.  What  great  rulers 
cannot  do,  codes  and  religions  cannot  do. 
Man  reads  his  own  nature  into  every 
ordinance:  if  you  devize  a  superhuman 
commandment  so  cunningly  that  it  can- 
not be  misinterpreted  in  terms  of  his  will, 
he  will  denounce  it  as  seditious  blas- 
phemy, or  else  disregard  it  as  either  crazy 
or  totally  unintelligible.  Parliaments  and 
synods  may  tinker  as  much  as  they  please 
with  their  codes  and  creeds  as  circum- 
stances alter  the  balance  of  classes  and 
their  interests;  and,  as  a  result  of  the 
tinkering,  there  may  be  an  occasional 
illusion  of  moral  evolution,  as  when  the 


victory  of  the  commercial  caste  over  the 
military  caste  leads  to  the  substitution  of 
social  boycotting  and  pecuniary  damages 
for  duelling.  At  certain  moments  there 
may  even  be  a  considerable  material 
advance,  as  when  the  conquest  of  political 
power  by  the  working  class  produces  a 
better  distribution  of  wealth  through  the 
simple  action  of  the  selfishness  of  the 
new  masters;  but  all  this  is  mere  read- 
justment and  reformation:  until  the  heart 
and  mind  of  the  people  is  changed  the 
very  greatest  man  will  no  more  dare  to 
govern  on  the  assumption  that  all  are  as 
great  as  he  than  a  drover  dare  leave  his 
flock  to  find  its  way  through  the  streets 
as  he  himself  would.  Until  there  is  an 
England  in  which  every  man  is  a  Crom- 
well, a  France  in  which  every  man  is  a 
Napoleon,  a  Rome  in  which  every  man 
is  a  Caesar,  a  Germany  in  which  every 
man  is  a  Luther  plus  a  Goethe,  the  world 
will  be  no  more  improved  by  its  heroes 
than  a  Brixton  villa  is  improved  by  the 
pyramid  of  Cheops.  The  production  of 
such  nations  is  the  only  real  change 
possible  to  us. 


IV 

MAN'S  OBJECTION  TO  HIS  OWN 
IMPROVEMENT 

But  would  such  a  change  be  tolerated 
if  Man  must  rise  above  himself  to  desire 
it?  It  would,  through  his  misconception 
of  its  nature.  Man  does  desire  an  ideal 
Superman  with  such  energy  as  he  can 
spare  from  his  nutrition,  and  has  in  every 
age  magnified  the  best  living  substitute 
for  it  he  can  find.  His  least  incompetent 
general  is  set  up  as  an  Alexander;  his 
king  is  the  first  gentleman  in  the  world; 
his  Pope  is  a  saint.  He  is  never  without  an 
array  of  human  idols  who  are  all  nothing 
but  sham  Supermen.  That  the  real  Super- 
man will  snap  his  superfingers  at  all 
Man's  present  trumpery  ideals  of  right, 
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duty,  honor,  justice,  religion,  even 
decency,  and  accept  moral  obligations 
beyond  present  human  endurance,  is 
a  thing  that  contemporary  Man  does 
not  foresee:  in  fact  he  does  not  notice  it 
when  our  casual  Supermen  do  it  in  his 
very  face.  He  actually  does  it  himself 
every  day  without  knowing  it.  He  will 
therefore  make  no  objection  to  the  pro- 
duction of  a  race  of  what  he  calls  Great 
Men  or  Heroes,  because  he  will  imagine 
them,  not  as  true  Supermen,  but  as  him- 
self endowed  with  infinite  brains,  infinite 
courage,  and  infinite  money. 

The  most  troublesome  opposition  will 
arise  from  the  general  fear  of  mankind 
that  any  interference  with  our  conjugal 
customs  will  be  an  interference  with  our 
pleasures  and  our  romance.  This  fear, 
by  putting  on  airs  of  offended  morality, 
has  always  intimidated  people  who  have 
not  measured  its  essential  weakness;  but 
it  will  prevail  with  those  degenerates  only 
in  whom  the  instinct  of  fertility  has 
faded  into  a  mere  itching  for  pleasure. 
The  modern  devices  for  combining 
pleasure  with  sterility,  now  universally 
known  and  accessible,  enable  these 
persons  to  weed  themselves  out  of  the 
race,  a  process  already  vigorously  at  work; 
and  the  consequent  survival  of  the  in- 
telligently fertile  means  the  survival  of 
the  partizans  of  the  Superman;  for  what 
is  proposed  is  nothing  but  the  replace- 
ment of  the  old  unintelligent,  inevitable, 
almost  unconscious  fertility  by  an  in- 
telligently controlled,  conscious  fertility, 
and  the  elimination  of  the  mere  voluptu- 
ary from  the  evolutionary  process.1  Even 


if  this  selective  agency  had  not  been  in- 
vented, the  purpose  of  the  race  would 
still  shatter  the  opposition  of  individual 
instincts.  Not  only  do  the  bees  and  the 
ants  satisfy  their  reproductive  and  parental 
instincts  vicariously;  but  marriage  itself 
successfully  imposes  celibacy  on  millions 
of  unmarried  normal  men  and  women. 
In  short,  the  individual  instinct  in  this 
matter,  overwhelming  as  it  is  thought- 
lessly supposed  to  be,  is  really  a  finally 
negligible  one. 


THE  POLITICAL  NEED  FOR  THE 
SUPERMAN 

The  need  for  the  Superman  is,  in  its 
most  imperative  aspect,  a  political  one. 
We  have  been  driven  to  Proletarian 
Democracy  by  the  failure  of  all  the  alter- 
native systems;  for  these  depended  on 
the  existence  of  Supermen  acting  as 
despots  or  oligarchs;  and  not  only  were 
these  Supermen  not  always  or  even  often 
forthcoming  at  the  right  moment  and  in 
an  eligible  social  position,  but  when  they 
were  forthcoming  they  could  not,  except 
for  a  short  time  and  by  morally  suicidal 
coercive  methods,  impose  superhumanity 
on  those  whom  they  governed;  so,  by 
mere  force  of  "human  nature,"  govern- 
ment by  consent  of  the  governed  has 
supplanted  the  old  plan  of  governing  the 
citizen  as  a  public-schoolboy  is  governed. 

Now  we  have  yet  to  see  the  man  who> 
having  any  practical  experience  of  Pro- 
letarian Democracy,  has  any  belief  in  its 
capacity  for  solving  great  political  prob- 


1  The  part  played  in  evolution  by  the  volup- 
tuary will  be  the  same  as  that  already  played  by 
the  glutton.  The  glutton,  as  the  man  with  the 
strongest  motive  for  nourishing  himself,  will 
always  take  more  pains  than  his  fellows  to  get 
food.  When  food  is  so  difficult  to  get  that  only 
great  exertions  can  secure  a  sufficient  supply  of 
it,  the  glutton's  appetite  develops  his  cunning 
and  enterprise  to  the  utmost;  and  he  becomes 
not  only  the  best  fed  but  the  ablest  man  in  the 


community.  But  in  more  hospitable  climates,  or 
where  the  social  organization  of  the  food  supply 
makes  it  easy  for  a  man  to  overeat,  then  the 
glutton  eats  himself  out  of  health  and  finally  out 
of  existence.  All  other  voluptuaries  prosper  and 
perish  in  the  same  way;  and  this  is  why  the  sur- 
vival of  the  fittest  means  finally  the  survival  of 
the  self-controlled,  because  they  alone  can  adapt 
themselves  to  the  perpetual  shifting  of  con- 
ditions produced  by  industrial  progress. 
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lems,  or  even  for  doing  ordinary  parochial 
work  intelligently  and  economically. 
Only  under  despotisms  and  oligarchies 
has  the  Radical  faith  in  "universal 
suffrage"  as  a  political  panacea  arisen.  It 
withers  the  moment  it  is  exposed  to 
practical  trial,  because  Democracy  can- 
not rise  above  the  level  of  the  human 
material  of  which  its  voters  are  made. 
Switzerland  seems  happy  in  comparison 
with  Russia;  but  if  Russia  were  as  small 
as  Switzerland,  and  had  her  social  prob- 
lems simplified  in  the  same  way  by  im- 
pregnable natural  fortifications  and  a 
population  educated  by  the  same  variety 
and  intimacy  of  international  intercourse, 
there  might  be  little  to  choose  between 
them.  At  all  events  Australia  and  Canada, 
which  are  virtually  protected  democratic 
republics,  and  France  and  the  United 
States,  which  are  avowedly  independent 
democratic  republics,  are  neither  healthy, 
wealthy,  nor  wise;  and  they  would  be 
worse  instead  of  better  if  their  popular 
ministers  were  not  experts  in  the  art  of 
dodging  popular  enthusiasms  and  duping 
popular  ignorance.  The  politician  who 
once  had  to  learn  how  to  flatter  Kings  has 
now  to  learn  how  to  fascinate,  amuse, 
coax,  humbug,  frighten,  or  otherwise 
strike  the  fancy  of  the  electorate;  and 
though  in  advanced  modern  States,  where 
the  artizan  is  better  educated  than  the 
King,  it  takes  a  much  bigger  man  to  be  a 
successful  demagogue  than  to  be  a  suc- 
cessful courtier,  yet  he  who  holds  popu- 
lar convictions  with  prodigious  energy 
is  the  man  for  the  mob,  whilst  the  frailer 
sceptic  who  is  cautiously  feeling  his  way 
towards  the  next  century  has  no  chance 
unless  he  happens  by  accident  to  have 
the  specific  artistic  talent  of  the  mounte- 
bank as  well,  in  which  case  it  is  as 
a  mountebank  that  he  catches  votes, 
and  not  as  a  meliorist.  Consequently 
the  demagogue,  though  he  professes 
(and  fails)  to  readjust  matters  in  the  in- 
terests of  the  majority  of  the  electors, 


yet  stereotypes  mediocrity,  organizes 
intolerance,  disparages  exhibitions  of 
uncommon  qualities,  and  glorifies  con- 
spicuous exhibitions  of  common  ones.  He 
manages  a  small  job  well:  he  muddles 
rhetorically  through  a  large  one.  When 
a  great  political  movement  takes  place, 
it  is  not  consciously  led  nor  organized: 
the  unconscious  self  in  mankind  breaks 
its  way  through  the  problem  as  an 
elephant  breaks  through  a  jungle;  and 
the  politicians  make  speeches  about  what- 
ever happens  in  the  process,  which,  with 
the  best  intentions,  they  do  all  in  their 
power  to  prevent.  Finally,  when  social 
aggregation  arrives  at  a  point  demanding 
international  organization  before  the 
demagogues  and  electorates  have  learnt 
how  to  manage  even  a  country  parish 
properly  much  less  internationalize  Con- 
stantinople, the  whole  political  business 
goes  to  smash;  and  presently  we  have 
Ruins  of  Empires,  New  Zealanders  sitting 
on  a  broken  arch  of  London  Bridge, 
and  so  forth. 

To  that  recurrent  catastrophe  we  shall 
certainly  come  again  unless  we  can  have 
a  Democracy  of  Supermen;  and  the  pro- 
duction of  such  a  Democracy  is  the  only 
change  that  is  now  hopeful  enough  to 
nerve  us  to  the  effort  that  Revolution 
demands. 

VI 

PRUDERY  EXPLAINED 

Why  the  bees  should  pamper  their 
mothers  whilst  we  pamper  only  our  oper- 
atic prima  donnas  is  a  question  worth 
reflecting  on.  Our  notion  of  treating 
a  mother  is,  not  to  increase  her  supply 
of  food,  but  to  cut  it  off  by  forbidding 
her  to  work  in  a  factory  for  a  month 
after  her  confinement.  Everything  that 
can  make  birth  a  misfortune  to  the 
parents  as  well  as  a  danger  to  the  mother 
is  conscientiously  done.  When  a  great 
French  writer,  Emile  Zola,  alarmed  at 
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the  sterilization  of  his  nation,  wrote  an 
eloquent  and  powerful  book  to  restore 
the  prestige  of  parentage,  it  was  at  once 
assumed  in  England  that  a  work  of  this 
character,  with  such  a  title  as  Fecundity, 
was  too  abominable  to  be  translated,  and 
that  any  attempt  to  deal  with  the  rela- 
tions of  the  sexes  from  any  other  than 
the  voluptuary  or  romantic  point  of  view 
must  be  sternly  put  down.  Now  if  this 
assumption  were  really  founded  on 
public  opinion,  it  would  indicate  an 
attitude  of  disgust  and  resentment  to- 
wards the  Life  Force  that  could  only  arise 
in  a  diseased  and  moribund  community 
in  which  Ibsen's  Hedda  Gabler  would  be 
the  typical  woman.  But  it  has  no  vital 
foundation  at  all.  The  prudery  of  the 
newspapers  is,  like  the  prudery  of  the 
dinner  table,  a  mere  difficulty  of  educa- 
tion and  language.  We  are  not  taught  to 
think  decently  on  these  subjects,  and 
consequently  we  have  no  language  for 
them  except  indecent  language.  We  there- 
fore have  to  declare  them  unfit  for  public 
discussion,  because  the  only  terms  in 
which  we  can  conduct  the  discussion 
are  unfit  for  public  use.  Physiologists, 
who  have  a  technical  vocabulary  at  their 
disposal,  find  no  difficulty;  and  masters 
of  language  who  think  decently  can 
write  popular  stories  like  Zola's  Fecund- 
ity or  Tolstoy's  Resurrection  without 
giving  the  smallest  offence  to  readers 
who  can  also  think  decently.  But  the 
ordinary  modern  journalist,  who  has 
never  discussed  such  matters  except  in 
ribaldry,  cannot  write  a  simple  comment 
on  a  divorce  case  without  a  conscious 
shamefulness  or  a  furtive  facetiousness 
that  makes  it  impossible  to  read  the 
comment  aloud  in  company.  All  this 
ribaldry  and  prudery  (the  two  are  the 
same)  does  not  mean  that  people  do  not 
feel  decently  on  the  subject:  on  the  con- 
trary, it  is  just  the  depth  and  seriousness 
of  our  feeling  that  makes  its  desecration 
by  vile  language  and  coarse  humor  in- 


tolerable; so  that  at  last  we  cannot  bear 
to  have  it  spoken  of  at  all  because  only 
one  in  a  thousand  can  speak  of  it  with- 
out, wounding  our  self-respect,  especially 
the  self-respect  of  women.  Add  to  the 
horrors  of  popular  language  the  horrors 
of  popular  poverty.  In  crowded  popula- 
tions poverty  destroys  the  possibility  of 
cleanliness;  and  in  the  absence  of  cleanli- 
ness many  of  the  natural  conditions  of 
life  become  offensive  and  noxious,  with 
the  result  that  at  last  the  association  of 
uncleanliness  with  these  natural  con- 
ditions becomes  so  overpowering  that 
among  civilized  people  (that  is,  people 
massed  in  the  labyrinths  of  slums  we  call 
cities),  half  their  bodily  life  becomes  a 
guilty  secret,  unmentionable  except  to 
the  doctor  in  emergencies;  and  Hedda 
Gabler  shoots  herself  because  maternity 
is  so  unladylike.  In  short,  popular 
prudery  is  only  a  mere  incident  of  popu- 
lar squalor:  the  subjects  which  it  taboos 
remain  the  most  interesting  and  earnest 
of  subjects  in  spite  of  it. 


VII 

PROGRESS  AN  ILLUSION 

Unfortunately  the  earnest  people  get 
drawn  off  the  track  of  evolution  by  the 
illusion  of  progress.  Any  Socialist  can 
convince  us  easily  that  the  difference 
between  Man  as  he  is  and  Man  as  he 
might  become,  without  further  evolution, 
under  millennial  conditions  of  nutri- 
tion, environment,  and  training,  is  enor- 
mous. He  can  shew  that  inequality  and 
iniquitous  distribution  of  wealth  and 
allotment  of  labor  have  arisen  through 
an  unscientific  economic  system,  and 
that  Man,  faulty  as  he  is,  no  more  in- 
tended to  establish  any  such  ordered 
disorder  than  a  moth  intends  to  be  burnt 
when  it  flies  into  a  candle  flame.  He  can 
shew  that  the  difference  between  the 
grace  and  strength  of  the  acrobat  and  the 


MAN  AND  SUPERMAN 


177 


bent  back  of  the  rheumatic  field  laborer 
is  a  difference  produced  by  conditions, 
not  by  nature.  He  can  shew  that  many  of 
the  most  detestable  human  vices  are  not 
radical,  but  are  mere  reactions  of  our 
institutions  on  our  very  virtues.  The 
Anarchist,  the  Fabian,  the  Salvationist, 
the  Vegetarian,  the  doctor,  the  lawyer, 
the  parson,  the  professor  of  ethics,  the 
gymnast,  the  soldier,  the  sportsman,  the 
inventor,  the  political  program-maker, 
all  have  some  prescription  for  bettering 
us;  and  almost  all  their  remedies  are 
physically  possible  and  aimed  at  admitted 
evils.  To  them  the  limit  of  progress  is,  at 
worst,  the  completion  of  all  the  suggested 
reforms  and  the  levelling  up  of  all  men 
to  the  point  attained  already  by  the  most 
highly  nourished  and  cultivated  in  mind 
and  body. 

Here,  then,  as  it  seems  to  them,  is  an 
enormous  field  for  the  energy  of  the  re- 
former. Here  are  many  noble  goals  at- 
tainable by  many  of  those  paths  up  the 
Hill  Difficulty  along  which  great  spirits 
love  to  aspire.  Unhappily,  the  hill  will 
never  be  climbed  by  Man  as  we  know 
him.  It  need  not  be  denied  that  if  we  all 
struggled  bravely  to  the  end  of  the  re- 
formers' paths  we  should  improve  the 
world  prodigiously.  But  there  is  no  more 
hope  in  that  If  than  in  the  equally 
plausible  assurance  that  if  the  sky  falls 
we  shall  all  catch  larks.  We  are  not  going 
to  tread  those  paths:  we  have  not 
sufficient  energy.  We  do  not  desire  the 
end  enough:  indeed  in  most  cases  we  do 
not  effectively  desire  it  at  all.  Ask  any 
man  would  he  like  to  be  a  better  man; 
and  he  will  fcay  yes,  most  piously.  Ask 
him  would  he  like  to  have  a  million  of 
money;  and  he  will  say  yes,  most  sin- 
cerely. But  the  pious  citizen  who  would 
like  to  be  a  better  man  goes  on  behaving 
just  as  he  did  before.  And  the  tramp  who 
would  like  the  million  does  not  take  the 
trouble  to  earn  ten  shillings:  multitudes 
of  men  and  women,  all  eager  to  accept 


a  legacy  of  a  million,  live  and  die  without 
having  ever  possessed  five  pounds  at  one 
time,  although  beggars  have  died  in  rags 
on  mattresses  stuffed  with  gold  which 
they  accumulated  because  they  desired 
it  enough  to  nerve  them  to  get  it  and 
keep  it.  The  economists  who  discovered 
that  demand  created  supply  soon  had  to 
limit  the  proposition  to  "effective  de- 
mand," which  turned  out,  in  the  final 
analysis,  to  mean  nothing  more  than 
supply  itself;  and  this  holds  good  in 
politics,  morals,  and  all  other  departments 
as  well:  the  actual  supply  is  the  measure 
of  the  effective  demand;  and  the  mere  as- 
pirations and  professions  produce  no- 
thing. No  community  has  ever  yet  passed 
beyond  the  initial  phases  in  which  its 
pugnacity  and  fanaticism  enabled  it  to 
found  a  nation,  and  its  cupidity  to 
establish  and  develop  a  commercial 
civilization.  Even  these  stages  have  never 
been  attained  by  public  spirit,  but  always 
by  intolerant  wilfulness  and  brute  force. 
Take  the  Reform  Bill  of  1832  as  an  ex- 
ample of  a  conflict  between  two  sections 
of  educated  Englishmen  concerning  a 
political  measure  which  was  as  obviously 
necessary  and  inevitable  as  any  political 
measure  has  ever  been  or  is  ever  likely 
to  be.  It  was  not  passed  until  the  gentle- 
men of  Birmingham  had  made  arrange- 
ments to  cut  the  throats  of  the  gentlemen 
of  St  James's  parish  in  due  military 
form.  It  would  not  have  been  passed  to 
this  day  if  there  had  been  no  force  behind 
it  except  the  logic  and  public  conscience 
of  the  Utilitarians.  A  despotic  ruler  with 
as  much  sense  as  Queen  Elizabeth  would 
have  done  better  than  the  mob  of  grown- 
up Eton  boys  who  governed  us  then  by 
privilege,  and  who,  since  the  introduc- 
tion of  practically  Manhood  Suffrage  in 
1884,  now  govern  us  at  the  request  of 
Proletarian  Democracy. 

At  the  present  time  we  have,  instead 
of  the  Utilitarians,  the  Fabian  Society, 
with  its  peaceful,  constitutional,  moral, 
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economical  policy  of  Socialism,  which 
needs  nothing  for  its  bloodless  and  bene- 
volent realization  except  that  the  English 
people  shall  understand  it  and  approve  of 
it.  But  why  are  the  Fabians  well  spoken 
of  in  circles  where  thirty  years  ago  the 
word  Socialist  was  understood  as  equi- 
valent to  cutthroat  and  incendiary?  Not 
because  the  English  have  the  smallest 
intention  of  studying  or  adopting  the 
Fabian  policy,  but  because  they  believe 
that  the  Fabians,  by  eliminating  the  ele- 
ment of  intimidation  from  the  Socialist 
agitation,  have  drawn  the  teeth  of  in- 
surgent poverty  and  saved  the  existing 
order  from  the  only  method  of  attack 
it  really  fears.  Of  course,  if  the  nation 
adopted  the  Fabian  policy,  it  would  be 
carried  out  by  brute  force  exactly  as  our 
present  property  system  is.  It  would  be- 
come the  law;  and  those  who  resisted  it 
would  be  fined,  sold  up,  knocked  on  the 
head  by  policemen,  thrown  into  prison, 
and  in  the  last  resort  "executed"  just  as 
they  are  when  they  break  the  present  law. 
But  as  our  proprietary  class  has  no  fear 
of  that  conversion  taking  place,  whereas 
it  does  fear  sporadic  cutthroats  and 
gunpowder  plots,  and  strives  with  all  its 
might  to  hide  the  fact  that  there  is  no 
moral  difference  whatever  between  the 
methods  by  which  it  enforces  its  pro- 
prietary rights  and  the  method  by  which 
the  dynamitard  asserts  his  conception  of 
natural  human  rights,  the  Fabian  Society 
is  patted  on  the  back  just  as  the  Christian 
Social  Union  is,  whilst  the  Socialist  who 
says  bluntly  that  a  Social  revolution  can 
be  made  only  as  all  other  revolutions  have 
been  made,  by  the  people  who  want  it 
killing,  coercing,  and  intimidating  the 
people  who  dont  want  it,  is  denounced 
as  a  misleader  of  the  people,  and  im- 
prisoned with  hard  labor  to  shew  him 
how  much  sincerity  there  is  in  the  ob- 
jection of  his  captors  to  physical  force. 
Are  we  then  to  repudiate  Fabian 
methods,  and  return  to  those  of  the 


barricader,  or  adopt  those  of  the  dyna- 
mitard and  the  assassin?  On  the  contrary, 
we  are  to  recognize  that  both  are  funda- 
mentally futile.  It  seems  easy  for  the 
dynamitard  to  say  "Have  you  not  just 
admitted  that  nothing  is  ever  conceded 
except  to  physical  force?  Did  not  Glad- 
stone admit  that  the  Irish  Church  was 
disestablished,  not  by  the  spirit  of 
Liberalism,  but  by  the  explosion  which 
wrecked  Clerkenwell  prison?"  Well,  we 
need  not  foolishly  and  timidly  deny  it. 
Let  it  be  fully  granted.  Let  us  grant, 
further,  that  all  this  lies  in  the  nature  of 
things;  that  the  most  ardent  Socialist,  if 
he  owns  property,  can  by  no  means  do 
otherwise  than  Conservative  proprietors 
until  property  is  forcibly  abolished  by 
the  whole  nation;  nay,  that  ballots  and 
parliamentary  divisions,  in  spite  of  their 
vain  ceremony  of  discussion,  differ  from 
battles  only  as  the  bloodless  surrender 
of  an  outnumbered  force  in  the  field 
differs  from  Waterloo  or  Trafalgar.  I 
make  a  present  of  all  these  admissions 
to  the  Fenian  who  collects  money  from 
thoughtless  Irishmen  in  America  to 
blow  up  Dublin  Castle;  to  the  detective 
who  persuades  foolish  young  workmen 
to  order  bombs  from  the  nearest  iron- 
monger and  then  delivers  them  up  to 
penal  servitude;  to  our  military  and  naval 
commanders  who  believe,  not  in  preach- 
ing, but  in  an  ultimatum  backed  by 
plenty  of  lyddite;  and,  generally,  to  all 
whom  it  may  concern.  But  of  what  use  is 
it  to  substitute  the  way  of  the  reckless 
and  bloodyminded  for  the  way  of  the 
cautious  and  humane?  Is  England  any 
the  better  for  the  wreck  of  Clerkenwell 
prison,  or  Ireland  for  the  disestablish- 
ment of  the  Irish  Church?  Is  there  the 
smallest  reason  to  suppose  that  the 
nation  which  sheepishly  let  Charles  and 
Laud  and  Strafford  coerce  it,  gained  any- 
thing because  it  afterwards,  still  more 
sheepishly,  let  a  few  strongminded 
Puritans,  inflamed  by  the  masterpieces  of 
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Jewish  revolutionary  literature,  cut  off 
the  heads  of  the  three?  Suppose  the  Gun- 
powder plot  had  succeeded,  and  set  a 
Fawkes  dynasty  permanently  on  the 
throne,  would  it  have  made  any  differ- 
ence to  the  present  state  of  the  nation? 
The  guillotine  was  used  in  France  up 
to  the  limit  of  human  endurance,  both 
on  Girondins  and  Jacobins.  Fouquier 
Tinville  followed  Marie  Antoinette  to 
the  scaffold;  and  Marie  Antoinette  might 
have  asked  the  crowd,  just  as  pointedly 
as  Fouquier  did,  whether  their  bread 
would  be  any  cheaper  when  her  head  was 
off.  And  what  came  of  it  all?  The  Im- 
perial France  of  the  Rougon  Macquart 
family,  and  the  Republican  France  of  the 
Panama  scandal  and  the  Dreyfus  case. 
Was  the  difference  worth  the  guillotin- 
ing of  all  those  unlucky  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, useless  and  mischievous  as  many 
of  them  were?  Would  any  sane  man 
guillotine  a  mouse  to  bring  about  such 
a  result?  Turn  to  Republican  America. 
America  has  no  Star  Chamber,  and  no 
feudal  barons.  But  it  has  Trusts;  and  it 
has  millionaires  whose  factories,  fenced 
in  by  live  electric  wires  and  defended  by 
Pinkerton  retainers  with  magazine  rifles, 
would  have  made  a  Radical  of  Reginald 
Front  de  Boeuf.  Would  Washington  or 
Franklin  have  lifted  a  finger  in  the  cause 
of  American  Independence  if  they  had 
foreseen  its  reality? 

No:  what  Caesar,  Cromwell,  and 
Napoleon  could  not  do  with  all  the 
physical  force  and  moral  prestige  of  the 
State  in  their  mighty  hands,  cannot  be 
done  by  enthusiastic  criminals  and  luna- 
tics. Even  the  Jews,  who,  from  Moses  to 
Marx  and  Lassalle,  have  inspired  all  the 
revolutions,  have  had  to  confess  that, 
after  all,  the  dog  will  return  to  his  vomit 
and  the  sow  that  was  washed  to  her 
wallowing  in  the  mire;  and  we  may  as 
well  make  up  our  minds  that  Man  will 
return  to  his  idols  and  his  cupidities,  in 
spite  of  all  "movements"  and  all  revolu- 


tions, until  his  nature  is  changed.  Until 
then,  his  early  successes  in  building  com- 
mercial civilizations  (and  such  civiliza- 
tions, Good  Heavens!)  are  but  pre- 
liminaries to  the  inevitable  later  stage, 
now  threatening  us,  in  which  the  pas- 
sions which  built  the  civilization  become 
fatal  instead  of  productive,  just  as  the 
same  qualities  which  make  the  lion  king 
in  the  forest  ensure  his  destruction  when 
he  enters  a  city.  Nothing  can  save  society 
then  except  the  clear  head  and  the  wide 
purpose:  war  and  competition,  potent 
instruments  of  selection  and  evolution 
in  one  epoch,  become  ruinous  instru- 
ments of  degeneration  in  the  next.  In 
the  breeding  of  animals  and  plants, 
varieties  which  have  arisen  by  selection 
through  many  generations  relapse  pre- 
cipitously into  the  wild  type  in  a  genera- 
tion or  two  when  selection  ceases;  and  in 
the  same  way  a  civilization  in  which  lusty 
pugnacity  and  greed  have  ceased  to  act 
as  selective  agents  and  have  begun  to 
obstruct  and  destroy,  rushes  downwards 
and  backwards  with  a  suddenness  that 
enables  an  observer  to  see  with  conster- 
nation the  upward  steps  of  many  cen- 
turies retraced  in  a  single  lifetime.  This 
has  often  occurred  even  within  the 
period  covered  by  history;  and  in  every 
instance  the  turning  point  has  been 
reached  long  before  the  attainment,  or 
even  the  general  advocacy  on  paper,  of 
the  levelling-up  of  the  mass  to  the 
highest  point  attainable  by  the  best 
nourished  and  cultivated  normal  indi- 
viduals. 

We  must  therefore  frankly  give  up  the 
notion  that  Man  as  he  exists  is  capable  of 
net  progress.  There  will  always  be  an 
illusion  of  progress,  because  wherever 
we  are  conscious  of  an  evil  we  remedy  it, 
and  therefore  always  seem  to  ourselves 
to  be  progressing,  forgetting  that  most 
of  the  evils  we  see  are  the  effects,  finally 
become  acute,  of  long-unnoticed  retro- 
gressions; that  our  compromising  re- 
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medies  seldom  fully  recover  the  lost 
ground;  above  all,  that  on  the  lines  along 
which  we  are  degenerating,  good  has 
become  evil  in  our  eyes,  and  is  being  un- 
done in  the  name  of  progress  precisely 
as  evil  is  undone  and  replaced  by  good 
on  the  lines  along  which  we  are  evolving. 
This  is  indeed  the  Illusion  of  Illusions; 
for  it  gives  us  infallible  and  appalling 
assurance  that  if  our  political  ruin  is  to 
come,  it  will  be  effected  by  ardent  re- 
formers and  supported  by  enthusiastic 
patriots  as  a  series  of  necessary  steps  in 
our  progress.  Let  the  Reformer,  the 
Progressive,  the  Meliorist  then  reconsider 
himself  and  his  eternal  ifs  and  ans  which 
never  become  pots  and  pans.  Whilst  Man 
remains  what  ne  is,  there  can  be  no  pro- 
gress beyond  the  point  already  attained 
.and  fallen  headlong  from  at  every  at- 
tempt at  civilization;  and  since  even  that 
point  is  but  a  pinnacle  to  which  a  few 
people  cling  in  giddy  terror  above  an 
abyss  of  squalor,  mere  progress  should 
no  longer  charm  us. 


VIII 

THE  CONCEIT  OF  CIVILIZATION 

After  all,  the  progress  illusion  is  not 
so  very  subtle.  We  begin  by  reading  the 
satires  of  our  fathers'  contemporaries; 
and  we  conclude  (usually  quite  ignor- 
antly)  that  the  abuses  exposed  by  them 
are  things  of  the  past.  We  see  also  that 
reforms  of  crying  evils  are  frequently 
produced  by  the  sectional  shifting  of 
political  power  from  oppressors  to 
oppressed.  The  poor  man  is  given  a  vote 
by  the  Liberals  in  the  hope  that  he  will 
cast  it  for  his  emancipators.  The  hope 
is  not  fulfilled;  but  the  lifelong  imprison- 
ment of  penniless  men  for  debt  ceases; 
Factory  Acts  are  passed  to  mitigate 
sweating;  schooling  is  made  free  and 
compulsory;  sanitary  by-laws  are  multi- 
plied; public  steps  are  taken  to  house  the 


masses  decently;  the  barefooted  get 
boots;  rags  become  rare;  and  bathrooms 
and  pianos,  smart  tweeds  and  starched 
collars,  reach  numbers  of  people  who 
once,  as  "the  unsoaped,"  played  the 
Jew's  harp  or  the  accordion  in  moleskins 
and  belchers.  Some  of  these  changes 
are  gains:  some  of  them  are  losses. 
Some  of  them  are  not  changes  at  all: 
all  of  them  are  merely  the  changes  that 
money  makes.  Still,  they  produce  an 
illusion  of  bustling  progress;  and  the 
reading  class  infers  from  them  that  the 
abuses  of  the  early  Victorian  period  no 
longer  exist  except  as  amusing  pages  in  the 
novels  of  Dickens.  But  the  moment  we 
look  for  a  reform  due  to  character  and 
not  to  money,  to  statesmanship  and  not 
to  interest  or  mutiny,  we  are  disillusioned. 
For  example,  we  remembered  the  mal- 
administration and  incompetence  re- 
vealed by  the  Crimean  War  as  part  of  a 
bygone  state  of  things  until  the  South 
African  war  shewed  that  the  nation  and 
the  War  Office,  like  those  poor  Bourbons 
who  have  been  so  impudently  blamed 
for  a  universal  characteristic,  had  learnt 
nothing  and  forgotten  nothing.  We  had 
hardly  recovered  from  the  fruitless  irri- 
tation of  this  discovery  when  it  trans- 
spired  that  the  officers'  mess  of  our  most 
select  regiment  included  a  flogging  club 
presided  over  by  the  senior  subaltern. 
The  disclosure  provoked  some  disgust 
at  the  details  of  this  schoolboyish  de- 
bauchery, but  no  surprise  at  the  apparent 
absence  of  any  conception  of  manly 
honor  and  virtue,  of  personal  courage 
and  self-respect,  in  the  front  rank  of  our 
chivalry.  In  civil  affairs  we  had  assumed 
that  the  sycophancy  and  idolatry  which 
encouraged  Charles  I  to  undervalue  the 
puritan  revolt  of  the  XVII  century  had 
been  long  outgrown;  but  it  has  needed 
nothing  but  favorable  circumstances  to 
revive,  with  added  abjectness  to  com- 
pensate for  its  lost  piety.  We  have  re- 
lapsed into  disputes  about  transubstantia- 
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tion  at  the  very  moment  when  the  dis- 
covery of  the  wide  prevalence  of  theo- 
phagy  as  a  tribal  custom  has  deprived  us 
of  the  last  excuse  for  believing  that  our 
official  religious  rites  differ  in  essentials 
from  those  of  barbarians.  The  Christian 
doctrine  of  the  uselessness  of  punish- 
ment and  the  wickedness  of  revenge  has 
not,  in  spite  of  its  simple  common  sense, 
found  a  single  convert  among  the 
nations:  Christianity  means  nothing  to 
the  masses  but  a  sensational  public 
execution  which  is  made  an  excuse  for 
other  executions.  In  its  name  we  take 
ten  years  of  a  thiePs  life  minute  by 
minute  in  the  slow  misery  and  degrada- 
tion of  modern  reformed  imprisonment 
with  as  little  remorse  as  Laud  and  his 
Star  Chamber  clipped  the  ears  of  Bast- 
wick  and  Burton.  We  dug  up  and 
mutilated  the  remains  of  the  Mahdi  the 
other  day  exactly  as  we  dug  up  and 
mutilated  the  remains  of  Cromwell  two 
centuries  ago.  We  have  demanded  the 
decapitation  of  the  Chinese  Boxer  princes 
as  any  Tartar  would  have  done;  and  our 
military  and  naval  expeditions  to  kill, 
burn,  and  destroy  tribes  and  villages  for 
knocking  an  Englishman  on  the  head 
are  so  common  a  part  of  our  Imperial 
routine  that  the  last  dozen  of  them  has 
not  called  forth  as  much  pity  as  can  be 
counted  on  by  any  lady  criminal.  The 
judicial  use  of  torture  to  extort  con- 
fession is  supposed  to  be  a  relic  of  darker 
ages;  but  whilst  these  pages  are  being 
written  an  English  judge  has  sentenced 
a  forger  to  twenty  years  penal  servitude 
with  an  open  declaration  that  the  sen- 
tence will  be  carried  out  in  full  unless  he 
confesses  where  he  has  hidden  the  notes 
he  forged.  And  no  comment  whatever 
is  made  either  on  this  or  on  a  telegram 
from  the  seat  of  war  in  Somaliland  men- 
tioning that  certain  information  has  been 
given  by  a  prisoner  of  war  "under 
punishment.'*  Even  if  these  reports  are 
false,  the  fact  that  they  are  accepted 


without  protest  as  indicating  a  natural 
and  proper  course  of  public  conduct 
shews  that  we  are  still  as  ready  to  resort 
to  torture  as  Bacon  was.  As  to  vindictive 
cruelty,  an  incident  in  the  South  African 
war,  when  the  relatives  and  friends  of 
a  prisoner  were  forced  to  witness  his 
execution,  betrayed  a  baseness  of  temper 
and  character  which  hardly  leaves  us  the 
right  to  plume  ourselves  on  our  superi- 
ority to  Edward  III  at  the  surrender  of 
Calais.  And  the  democratic  American 
officer  indulges  in  torture  in  the  Philip- 
pines just  as  the  aristocratic  English 
officer  did  in  South  Africa.  The  incidents 
of  the  white  invasion  of  Africa  in  search 
of  ivory,  gold,  diamonds,  and  sport, 
have  proved  that  the  modern  European 
is  the  same  beast  of  prey  that  formerly 
marched  to  the  conquest  of  new  worlds 
under  Alexander,  Antony,  and  Pizarro. 
Parliaments  and  vestries  are  just  what  they 
were  when  Cromwell  suppressed  them 
and  Dickens  derided  them.  The  demo- 
cratic politician  remains  exactly  as  Plato 
described  him;  the  physician  is  still  the 
credulous  impostor  and  petulant  scientific 
coxcomb  whom  Moliere  ridiculed;  the 
schoolmaster  remains  at  best  a  pedantic 
child  farmer  and  at  worst  a  flagello- 
maniac;  arbitrations  are  more  dreaded 
by  honest  men  than  lawsuits;  the  phil- 
anthropist is  still  a  parasite  on  misery  as 
the  doctor  is  on  disease;  the  miracles  of 
priestcraft  are  none  the  less  fraudulent 
and  mischievous  because  they  are  now 
called  scientific  experiments  and  con- 
ducted by  professors;  witchcraft,  in  the 
modern  form  of  patent  medicines  and 
prophylactic  inoculations,  is  rampant; 
the  landowner  who  is  no  longer  power- 
ful enough  to  set  the  mantrap  of  Rhamp- 
sinitis  improves  on  it  by  barbed  wire; 
the  modern  gentleman  who  is  too  lazy 
to  daub  his  face  with  vermilion  as  a 
symbol  of  bravery  employs  a  laundress 
to  daub  his  shirt  with  starch  as  a  symbol 
of  cleanliness;  we  shake  our  heads  at  the 
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dirt  of  the  middle  ages  in  cities  made 
grimy  with  soot  and  foul  and  disgusting 
with  shameless  tobacco  smoking;  holy 
water,  in  its  latest  form  of  disinfectant 
fluid,  is  more  widely  used  and  believed 
in  than  ever;  public  health  authorities 
deliberately  go  through  incantations  with 
burning  sulphur  (which  they  know  to 
be  useless)  because  the  people  believe 
in  it  as  devoutly  as  the  Italian  peasant 
believes  in  the  liquefaction  of  the  blood 
of  St  Januarius;  and  straightforward 
public  lying  has  reached  gigantic  develop- 
ments, there  being  nothing  to  choose  in 
this  respect  between  the  pickpocket  at 
the  police  station  and  the  minister  on  the 
treasury  bench,  the  editor  in  the  news- 
paper office,  the  city  magnate  adver- 
tizing bicycle  tires  that  do  not  side-slip, 
the  clergyman  subscribing  the  thirty- 
nine  articles,  and  the  vivisector  who 
pledges  his  knightly  honor  that  no  animal 
operated  on  in  the  physiological  labora- 
tory suffers  the  slightest  pain.  Hypocrisy 
is  at  its  worst;  for  we  not  only  persecute 
bigotedly  but  sincerely  in  the  name  of 
the  curemongering  witchcraft  we  do 
believe  in,  but  callously  and  hypocritic- 
ally in  the  name  of  the  Evangelical  creed 
that  our  rulers  privately  smile  at  as  the 
Italian  patricians  of  the  fifth  century 
smiled  at  Jupiter  and  Venus.  Sport  is,  as 
it  has  always  been,  murderous  excite- 
ment: the  impulse  to  slaughter  is  uni- 
versal; and  museums  are  set  up  through- 
out the  country  to  encourage  little 
children  and  elderly  gentlemen  to  make 
collections  of  corpses  preserved  in  al- 
cohol, and  to  steal  birds'  eggs  and  keep 
them  as  the  red  Indian  used  to  keep 
scalps.  Coercion  with  the  lash  is  as 
natural  to  an  Englishman  as  it  was  to 
Solomon  spoiling  Rehoboam:  indeed, 
the  comparison  is  unfair  to  the  Jews  in 
view  of  the  facts  that  the  Mosaic  law 
forbade  more  than  forty  lashes  in  the 
name  of  humanity,  and  that  floggings 
of  a  thousand  lashes  were  inflicted  on 


English  soldiers  in  the  XVIII  and  XIX 
centuries,  and  would  be  inflicted  still 
but  for  the  change  in  the  balance  of 
political  power  between  the  military 
caste  and  the  commercial  classes  and 
the  proletariat.  In  spite  of  that  change, 
flogging  is  still  an  institution  in  the 
public  school,  in  the  military  prison,  on 
the  training  ship,  and  in  that  school  of 
littleness  called  the  home.  The  lascivious 
clamor  of  the  flagellomaniac  for  more  of 
it,  constant  as  the  clamor  for  more  in- 
solence, more  war,  and  lower  rates,  is 
tolerated  and  even  gratified  because, 
having  no  moral  ends  in  view,  we  have 
sense  enough  to  see  that  nothing  but 
brute  coercion  can  impose  our  selfish 
will  on  others.  Cowardice  is  universal: 
patriotism,  public  opinion,  parental  duty, 
discipline,  religion,  morality,  are  only 
fine  names  for  intimidation;  and  cruelty, 
gluttony,  and  credulity  keep  cowardice 
in  countenance.  We  cut  the  throat  of  a 
calf  and  hang  it  up  by  the  heels  to  bleed 
to  death  so  that  our  veal  cutlet  may  be 
white;  we  nail  geese  to  a  board  and  cram 
them  with  food  because  we  like  the  taste 
of  liver  disease;  we  tear  birds  to  pieces 
to  decorate  our  women's  hats;  we 
mutilate  domestic  animals  for  no  reason 
at  all  except  to  follow  an  instinctively 
cruel  fashion;  and  we  connive  at  the  most 
abominable  tortures  in  the  hope  of  dis- 
covering some  magical  cure  for  our  own 
diseases  by  them. 

Now  please  observe  that  these  are  not 
exceptional  developments  of  our  ad- 
mitted vices,  deplored  and  prayed  against 
by  all  good  men.  Not  a  word  has  been 
said  here  of  the  excesses  of  our  Neros, 
of  whom  we  have  the  full  usual  per- 
centage. With  the  exception  of  the  few 
military  examples,  which  are  mentioned 
mainly  to  shew  that  the  education  and 
standing  of  a  gentleman,  reinforced  by 
the  strongest  conventions  of  honor, 
esprit  de  corps,  publicity  and  responsi- 
bility, afford  no  better  guarantees  of  con- 
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duct  than  the  passions  of  a  mob,  the 
illustrations  given  above  are  common- 
places taken  from  the  daily  practices  of 
our  best  citizens,  vehemently  defended 
in  our  newspapers  and  in  our  pulpits. 
The  very  humanitarians  who  abhor  them 
are  stirred  to  murder  by  them:  the  dagger 
of  Brutus  and  Ravaillac  is  still  active  in 
the  hands  of  Caserio  and  Luccheni;  and 
the  pistol  has  come  to  its  aid  in  the  hands 
of  Guiteau  and  Czolgosz.  Our  remedies 
are  still  limited  to  endurance  or  assassina- 
tion; and  the  assassin  is  still  judicially 
assassinated  on  the  principle  that  two 
blacks  make  a  white.  The  only  novelty  is 
in  our  methods:  through  the  discovery 
of  dynamite  the  overloaded  musket  of 
Hamilton  of  Bothwellhaugh  has  been 
superseded  by  the  bomb;  but  Ravachol's 
heart  burns  just  as  Hamilton's  did.  The 
world  will  not  bear  thinking  of  to  those 
who  know  what  it  is,  even  with  the 
largest  discount  for  the  restraints  of 
poverty  on  the  poor  and  cowardice  on 
the  rich. 

All  that  can  be  said  for  us  is  that  people 
must  and  do  live  and  let  live  up  to  a 
certain  point.  Even  the  horse,  with  his 
docked  tail  and  bitted  jaw,  finds  his 
slavery  mitigated  by  the  fact  that  a  total 
disregard  of  his  need  for  food  and  rest 
would  put  his  master  to  the  expense  of 
buying  a  new  horse  every  second  day: 
for  you  cannot  work  a  horse  to  death 
and  then  pick  up  another  one  for  nothing, 
as  you  can  a  laborer.  But  this  natural 
check  on  inconsiderate  selfishness  is  it- 
self checked,  partly  by  our  shortsighted- 
ness, and  partly  by  deliberate  calcula- 
tion; so  that  beside  the  man  who,  to  his 
own  loss,  will  shorten  his  horse's  life 
in  mere  stinginess,  we  have  the  tramway 
company  which  discovers  actuarially 
that  though  a  horse  may  live  from  24  to 
40  years,  yet  it  pays  better  to  work  him 
to  death  in  4  and  then  replace  him  by  a 
fresh  victim.  And  human  slavery,  which 
has  reached  its  worst  recorded  point 


within  our  own  time  in  the  form  of  free 
wage  labor,  has  encountered  the  same 
personal  and  commercial  limits  to  both 
its  aggravation  and  its  mitigation.  Now 
that  the  freedom  of  wage  labor  has  pro- 
duced a  scarcity  of  it,  as  in  South  Africa, 
the  leading  English  newspaper  and  the 
leading  English  weekly  review  have 
openly  and  without  apology  demanded 
a  return  to  compulsory  labor:  that  is,  to 
the  methods  by  which,  as  we  believe,  the 
Egyptians  built  the  pyramids.  We  know 
now  that  the  crusade  against  chattel 
slavery  in  the  XIX  century  succeeded 
solely  because  chattel  slavery  was  neither 
the  most  effective  nor  the  least  humane 
method  of  labor  exploitation;  and  the 
world  is  now  feeling  its  way  towards  a 
still  more  effective  system  which  shall 
abolish  the  freedom  of  the  worker  with- 
out again  making  his  exploiter  respon- 
sible for  him. 

Still,  there  is  always  some  mitigation: 
there  is  the  fear  of  revolt;  and  there  are 
the  effects  of  kindliness  and  affection. 
Let  it  be  repeated  therefore  that  no 
indictment  is  here  laid  against  the  world 
on  the  score  of  what  its  criminals  and 
monsters  do.  The  fires  of  Smithfield  and 
of  the  Inquisition  were  lighted  by 
earnestly  pious  people,  who  were  kind 
and  good  as  kindness  and  goodness  go. 
And  when  a  negro  is  dipped  in  kerosine 
and  set  on  fire  in  America  at  the  present 
time,  he  is  not  a  good  man  lynched  by 
ruffians:  he  is  a  criminal  lynched  by 
crowds  of  respectable,  charitable,  virtu- 
ously indignant,  high-minded  citizens, 
who,  though  they  act  outside  the  law, 
are  at  least  more  merciful  than  the  Ameri- 
can legislators  and  judges  who  not  so 
long  ago  condemned  men  to  solitary 
confinement  for  periods,  not  of  five 
months,  as  our  own  practice  is,  but  of 
five  years  and  more.  The  things  that  our 
moral  monsters  do  may  be  left  out  of 
account  with  St  Bartholomew  massacres 
and  other  momentary  outbursts  of  social 
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"disorder.  Judge  us  by  the  admitted  and 
respected  practice  of  our  most  reputable 
circles;  and,  if  you  know  the  facts  and 
are  strong  enough  to  look  them  in  the 
face,  you  must  admit  that  unless  we  are 
replaced  by  a  more  highly  evolved 
animal — in  short,  by  the  Superman — 
the  world  must  remain  a  den  of  danger- 
ous animals  among  whom  our  few 
accidental  supermen,  our  Shakespears, 
Goethes,  Shelleys,  and  their  like,  must 
live  as  precariously  as  lion  tamers  do, 
taking  the  humor  of  their  situation,  and 
the  dignity  of  their  superiority,  as  a 
set-off  to  the  horror  of  the  one  and  the 
loneliness  of  the  other. 


IX 

THE  VERDICT  OF  HISTORY 

It  may  be  said  that  though  the  wild 
beast  breaks  out  in  Man  and  casts  him 
back  momentarily  into  barbarism  under 
the  excitement  of  war  and  crime,  yet 
his  normal  life  is  higher  than  the  normal 
life  of  his  forefathers.  This  view  is  very 
acceptable  to  Englishmen,  who  always 
lean  sincerely  to  virtue's  side  as  long  as 
it  costs  them  nothing  either  in  money  or 
in  thought.  They  feel  deeply  the  in- 
justice of  foreigners,  who  allow  them  no 
credit  for  this  conditional  highminded- 
ness.  But  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose 
that  our  ancestors  were  less  capable  of  it 
than  we  are.  To  all  such  claims  for  the 
existence  of  a  progressive  moral  evolu- 
tion operating  visibly  from  grandfather 
to  grandson,  there  is  the  conclusive  reply 
that  a  thousand  years  of  such  evolution 
would  have  produced  enormous  social 
changes,  of  which  the  historical  evi- 
dence would  be  overwhelming.  But  not 
Macaulay  himself,  the  most  confident 
of  Whig  meliorists,  can  produce  any 
such  evidence  that  will  bear  cross- 
examination.  Compare  our  conduct  and 
our  codes  with  those  mentioned  con- 


temporarily in  such  ancient  scriptures 
and  classics  as  have  come  down  to  us, 
and  you  will  find  no  jot  of  ground  for  the 
belief  that  any  moral  progress  whatever 
has  been  made  in  historic  time,  in  spite 
of  all  the  romantic  attempts  of  his- 
torians to  reconstruct  the  past  on  that 
assumption.  Within  that  time  it  has 
happened  to  nations  as  to  private  families 
and  individuals  that  they  have  flourished 
and  decayed,  repented  and  hardened 
their  hearts,  submitted  and  protested, 
acted  and  reacted,  oscillated  between 
natural  and  artificial  sanitation  (the  oldest 
house  in  the  world,  unearthed  the  other 
day  in  Crete,  has  quite  modern  sanitary 
arrangements),  and  rung  a  thousand 
changes  on  the  different  scales  of  income 
and  pressure  of  population,  firmly  be- 
lieving all  the  time  that  mankind  was 
advancing  by  leaps  and  bounds  because 
men  were  constantly  busy.  And  the  mere 
chapter  of  accidents  has  left  a  small  ac- 
cumulation of  chance  discoveries,  such 
as  the  wheel,  the  arch,  the  safety  pin, 
gunpowder,  the  magnet,  the  Voltaic 
pile,  and  so  forth:  things  which,  unlike 
the  gospels  and  philosophic  treatises  of 
the  sages,  can  be  usefully  understood 
and  applied  by  common  men;  so  that 
steam  locomotion  is  possible  without  a 
nation  of  Stephensons,  although  national 
Christianity  is  impossible  without  a  nation 
of  Christs.  But  does  any  man  seriously 
believe  that  the  chauffeur  who  drives  a 
motor  car  from  Paris  to  Berlin  is  a  more 
highly  evolved  man  than  the  charioteer 
of  Achilles,  or  that  a  modern  Prime 
Minister  is  a  more  enlightened  ruler  than 
Caesar  because  he  rides  a  tricycle,  writes 
his  dispatches  by  the  electric  light,  and 
instructs  his  stockbroker  through  the 
telephone? 

Enough,  then,  of  this  goose-cackle 
about  Progress:  Man,  as  he  is,  never  will 
nor  can  add  a  cubit  to  his  stature  by  any 
of  its  quackeries,  political,  scientific, 
educational,  religious,  or  artistic.  What 
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is  likely  to  happen  when  this  conviction 
gets  into  the  minds  of  the  men  whose 
present  faith  in  these  illusions  is  the 
cement  of  our  social  system,  can  be 
imagined  only  by  those  who  know  how 
suddenly  a  civilization  which  has  long 
ceased  to  think  (or  in  the  old  phrase,  to 
watch  and  pray)  can  fall  to  pieces  when 
the  vulgar  belief  in  its  hypocrisies  and 
impostures  can  no  longer  hold  out 
against  its  failures  and  scandals.  When 
religious  and  ethical  formulas  become  so 
obsolete  that  no  man  of  strong  mind  can 
believe  them,  they  have  also  reached  the 
point  at  which  no  man  of  high  character 
will  profess  them;  and  from  that  moment 
until  they  are  formally  disestablished, 
they  stand  at  the  door  of  every  profession 
and  every  public  office  to  keep  out  every 
able  man  who  is  not  a  sophist  or  a  liar. 
A  nation  which  revises  its  parish  councils 
once  in  three  years,  but  will  not  revise  its 
articles  of  religion  once  in  three  hundred, 
even  when  those  articles  avowedly  began 
as  a  political  compromise  dictated  by  Mr 
Facing-Both-Ways,is  a  nation  that  needs 
remaking. 

Our  only  hope,  then,  is  in  evolution. 
We  must  replace  the  man  by  the  super- 
man. It  is  frightful  for  the  citizen,  as  the 
years  pass  him,  to  see  his  own  contem- 
poraries so  exactly  reproduced  by  the 
younger  generation,  that  his  companions 
of  thirty  years  ago  have  their  counter- 
parts in  every  city  crowd,  where  he  has 
to  check  himself  repeatedly  in  the  act  of 
saluting  as  an  old  friend  some  young 
man  to  whom  he  is  only  an  elderly 
stranger.  All  hope  of  advance  dies  in  his 
bosom  as  he  watches  them:  he  knows 
that  they  will  do  just  what  their  fathers 
did,  and  that  the  few  voices  which  will 
still,  as  always  before,  exhort  them  to  do 
something  else  and  be  something  better, 
might  as  well  spare  their  breath  to  cool 
their  porridge  (if  they  can  get  any).  Men 
like  Ruskin  and  Carlyle  will  preach  to 
Smith  and  Brown  for  the  sake  of  preach- 


ing, just  as  St  Francis  preached  to  the 
birds  and  St  Anthony  to  the  fishes.  But 
Smith  and  Brown,  like  the  fishes  and 
birds,  remain  as  they  are;  and  poets  who 
plan  Utopias  and  prove  that  nothing  is 
necessary  for  their  realization  but  that 
Man  should  will  them,  perceive  at  last, 
like  Richard  Wagner,  that  the  fact  to 
be  faced  is  that  Man  does  not  effectively 
will  them.  And  he  never  will  until  he  be- 
comes Superman. 

And  so  we  arrive  at  the  end  of  the 
Socialist's  dream  of  "the  socialization  of 
the  means  of  production  and  exchange," 
of  the  Positivist's  dream  of  moralizing 
the  capitalist,  and  of  the  ethical  pro- 
fessor's, legislator's,  educator's  dream  of 
putting  commandments  and  codes  and 
lessons  and  examination  marks  on  a  man 
as  harness  is  put  on  a  horse,  ermine  on  a 
judge,  pipeclay  on  a  soldier,  or  a  wig  on 
an  actor,  and  pretending  that  his  nature 
has  been  changed.  The  only  fundamental 
and  possible  Socialism  is  the  socialization 
of  the  selective  breeding  of  Man:  in  other 
terms,  of  human  evolution.  We  must 
eliminate  the  Yahoo,  or  his  vote  will 
wreck  die  commonwealth. 


THE  METHOD 

As  to  the  method,  what  can  be  said  as 
yet  except  that  where  there  is  a  will,  there 
is  a  way?  If  there  be  no  will,  we  are  lost. 
That  is  a  possibility  for  our  crazy  little 
empire,  if  not  for  the  universe;  and  as 
such  possibilities  are  not  to  be  entertained 
without  despair,  we  must,  whilst  we 
survive,  proceed  on  the  assumption  that 
we  have  still  energy  enough  to  not  only 
will  to  live,  but  to  will  to  live  better. 
That  may  mean  that  we  must  establish 
a  State  Department  of  Evolution,  with 
a  seat  in  the  Cabinet  for  its  chief,  and  a 
revenue  to  defray  the  cost  of  direct 
State  experiments,  and  provide  induce- 
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ments  to  private  persons  to  achieve  suc- 
cessful results.  It  may  mean  a  private 
society  or  a  chartered  company  for  the 
improvement  of  human  live  stock.  But 
for  the  present  it  is  far  more  likely 
to  mean  a  blatant  repudiation  of  such 
proposals  as  indecent  and  immoral,  with, 
nevertheless,  a  general  secret  pushing  of 
the  human  will  in  the  repudiated  direc- 
tion; so  that  all  sorts  of  institutions  and 
public  authorities  will  under  some  pre- 
text or  other  feel  their  way  furtively 
towards  the  Superman.  Mr  Graham 
Wallas  has  already  ventured  to  suggest, 
as  Chairman  of  the  School  Management 
Committee  of  the  London  School  Board, 
that  the  accepted  policy  of  the  Steriliza- 
tion of  the  Schoolmistress,  however  ad- 
ministratively convenient,  is  open  to 
criticism  from  the  national  stock-breed- 
ing point  of  view;  and  this  is  as  good  an 
example  as  any  of  the  way  in  which  the 
drift  towards  the  Superman  may  operate 
in  spite  of  all  our  hypocrisies.  One  thing 
at  least  is  clear  to  begin  with.  If  a  woman 
can,  by  careful  selection  of  a  father,  and 
nourishment  of  herself,  produce  a  citizen 
with  efficient  senses,  sound  organs,  and 
a  good  digestion,  she  should  clearly  be 
secured  a  sufficient  reward  for  that 
natural  service  to  make  her  willing  to 
undertake  and  repeat  it.  Whether  she 
be  financed  in  the  undertaking  by  her- 
self, or  by  the  father,  or  by  a  speculative 
capitalist,  or  by  a  new  department  of, 
say,  the  Royal  Dublin  Society,  or  (as 
at  present)  by  the  War  Office  maintain- 
ing her  "on  the  strength"  and  author- 
izing a  particular  soldier  to  marry  her, 
or  by  a  local  authority  under  a  by-law 
directing  that  women  may  under  certain 
circumstances  have  a  year's  leave  of 
absence  on  full  salary,  or  by  the  central 
government,  does  not  matter  provided 
the  result  be  satisfactory. 

It  is  a  melancholy  fact  that  as  the  vast 
majority  of  women  and  their  husbands 
have,  under  existing  circumstances,  not 


enough  nourishment,  no  capital,  no 
credit,  and  no  knowledge  of  science  or 
business,  they  would,  if  the  State  would 
pay  for  birth  as  it  now  pays  for  death,  be 
exploited  by  joint  stock  companies  for 
dividends,  just  as  they  are  in  ordinary 
industries.  Even  a  joint  stock  human 
stud  farm  (piously  disguised  as  a  re- 
formed Foundling  Hospital  or  something 
of  that  sort)  might  well,  under  proper 
inspection  and  regulation,  produce  better 
results  than  our  present  reliance  on 
promiscuous  marriage.  It  may  be  ob- 
jected that  when  an  ordinary  contractor 
produces  stores  for  sale  to  the  Govern- 
ment, and  the  Government  rejects  them 
as  not  up  to  the  required  standard,  the 
condemned  goods  are  either  sold  for 
what  they  will  fetch  or  else  scrapped: 
that  is,  treated  as  waste  material;  whereas 
if  the  goods  consisted  of  human  beings, 
all  that  could  be  done  would  be  to  let 
them  loose  or  send  them  to  the  nearest 
workhouse.  But  there  is  nothing  new  in 
private  enterprise  throwing  its  human 
refuse  on  the  cheap  labor  market  and 
the  workhouse;  and  the  refuse  of  the 
new  industry  would  presumably  be  better 
bred  than  the  staple  product  of  ordinary 
poverty.  In  our  present  happy-go-lucky 
industrial  disorder,  all  the  human  pro- 
ducts, successful  or  not,  would  have  to 
be  thrown  on  the  labor  market;  but  the 
unsuccessful  ones  would  not  entitle  the 
company  to  a  bounty  and  so  would  be  a 
dead  loss  to  it.  The  practical  commercial 
difficulty  would  be  the  uncertainty  and 
the  cost  in  time  and  money  of  the  first 
experiments.  Purely  commercial  capital 
would  not  touch  such  heroic  operations 
during  the  experimental  stage;  and  in  any 
case  the  strength  of  mind  needed  for  so 
momentous  a  new  departure  could  not 
be  fairly  expected  from  the  Stock  Ex- 
change. It  will  have  to  be  handled  by 
statesmen  with  character  enough  to  tell 
our  democracy  and  plutocracy  that  state- 
craft does  not  consist  in  flattering  their 


MAN  AND  SUPERMAN 


187 


follies  or  applying  their  suburban  stan- 
dards of  propriety  to  the  affairs  of  four 
continents.  The  matter  must  be  taken 
up  either  by  the  State  or  by  some  organ- 
ization strong  enough  to  impose  respect 
upon  the  State. 

The  novelty  of  any  such  experiment, 
however,  is  only  in  the  scale  of  it.  In  one 
conspicuous  case,  that  of  royalty,  the 
State  does  already  select  the  parents  on 
purely  political  grounds;  and  in  the  peer- 
age, though  the  heir  to  a  dukedom  is 
legally  free  to  marry  a  dairymaid,  yet  the 
social  pressure  on  him  to  confine  his 
choice  to  politically  and  socially  eligible 
mates  is  so  overwhelming  that  he  is 
really  no  more  free  to  marry  the  dairy- 
maid than  George  IV  was  to  marry  Mrs 
Fitzherbert;  and  such  a  marriage  could 
only  occur  as  a  result  of  extraordinary 
strength  of  character  on  the  part  of  the 
dairymaid  acting  upon  extraordinary 
weakness  on  the  part  of  the  duke.  Let 
those  who  think  the  whole  conception  of 
intelligent  breeding  absurd  and  scandal- 
ous ask  themselves  why  George  IV  was 
not  allowed  to  choose  his  own  wife 
whilst  any  tinker  could  marry  whom 
he  pleased?  Simply  because  it  did  not 
matter  a  rap  politically  whom  the  tinker 
married,  whereas  it  mattered  very  much 
whom  the  king  married.  The  way  in 
which  all  considerations  of  the  king's 
personal  rights,  of  the  claims  of  the  heart, 
of  the  sanctity  of  the  marriage  oath,  and 
of  romantic  morality  crumpled  up  before 
this  political  need  shews  how  negligible 
all  these  apparently  irresistible  prejudices 
are  when  they  come  into  conflict  with 
the  demand  for  quality  in  our  rulers. 
We  learn  the  same  lesson  from  the  case 
of  the  soldier,  whose  marriage,  when 
it  is  permitted  at  all,  is  despotically 
controlled  with  a  view  solely  to  military 
efficiency. 

Well,  nowadays  it  is  not  the  King  that 


rules,  but  the  tinker.  Dynastic  wars  are 
no  longer  feared,  dynastic  alliances  no 
longer  valued.  Marriages  in  royal  families 
are  becoming  rapidly  less  political,  and 
more  popular,  domestic,  and  romantic. 
If  all  the  kings  in  Europe  were  made  as 
free  tomorrow  as  King  Cophetua,  no- 
body but  their  aunts  and  chamberlains 
would  feel  a  moment's  anxiety  as  to  the 
consequences.  On  the  other  hand  a  sense 
of  the  social  importance  of  the  tinker's 
marriage  has  been  steadily  growing.  We 
have  made  a  public  matter  of  his  wife's 
health  in  the  month  after  her  confine- 
ment. We  have  taken  the  minds  of  his 
children  out  of  his  hands  and  put  them 
into  those  of  our  State  schoolmaster.  We 
shall  presently  make  their  bodily  nourish- 
ment independent  of  him.  But  they  are 
still  riff-raff;  and  to  hand  the  country 
over  to  riff-raff  is  national  suicide,  since 
riff-raff  can  neither  govern  nor  will  let 
anyone  else  govern  except  the  highest 
bidder  of  bread  and  circuses.  There  is  no 
public  enthusiast  alive  of  twenty  years' 
practical  democratic  experience  who  be- 
lieves in  the  political  adequacy  of  the 
electorate  or  of  the  bodies  it  elects.  The 
overthrow  of  the  aristocrat  has  created 
the  necessity  for  the  Superman. 

Englishmen  hate  Liberty  and  Equality 
too  much  to  understand  them.  But  every 
Englishman  loves  and  desires  a  pedigree. 
And  in  that  he  is  right.  King  Demos 
must  be  bred  like  all  other  Kings;  and 
with  Must  there  is  no  arguing.  It  is  idle 
for  an  individual  writer  to  carry  so  great 
a  matter  further  in  a  pamphlet.  A  con- 
ference on  the  subject  is  the  next  step 
needed.  It  will  be  attended  by  men  and 
women  who,  no  longer  believing  that 
they  can  live  for  ever,  are  seeking  for 
some  immortal  work  into  which  they 
can  build  the  best  of  themselves  before 
their  refuse  is  thrown  into  that  arch  dust 
destructor,  the  cremation  furnace. 
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MAXIMS  FOR  REVOLUTIONISTS 


THE   GOLDEN  RULE 

Do  not  do  unto  others  as  you  would 
that  they  should  do  unto  you.  Their 
tastes  may  not  be  the  same. 

Never  resist  temptation:  prove  all 
tilings:  hold  fast  that  which  is  good. 

Do  not  love  your  neighbor  as  your- 
self. If  you  are  on  good  terms  with  your- 
self it  is  an  impertinence;  if  on  bad,  an 
injury. 

The  golden  rule  is  that  there  are  no 
golden  rules. 

IDOLATRY 

The  art  of  government  is  the  organiza- 
tion of  idolatry. 

The  bureaucracy  consists  of  function- 
aries; the  aristocracy,  of  idols;  the  demo- 
cracy, of  idolaters. 

The  populace  cannot  understand  the 
bureaucracy:  it  can  only  worship  the 
national  idols. 

The  savage  bows  down  to  idols  of 
wood  and  stone:  the  civilized  man  to 
idols  of  flesh  and  blood. 

A  limited  monarchy  is  a  device  for 
combining  the  inertia  of  a  wooden  idol 
with  the  credibility  of  a  flesh  and  blood 
one. 

When  the  wooden  idol  does  not 
answer  the  peasant's  prayer,  he  beats  it: 
when  the  flesh  and  blood  idol  does  not 
satisfy  the  civilized  man,  he  cuts  its  head 
off. 

He  who  slays  a  king  and  he  who  dies 
for  him  are  alike  idolaters. 


ROYALTY 

Kings  are  not  born;  they  are  made  by 
artificial  hallucination  When  the  process 
is  interrupted  by  adversity  at  a  critical 
age,  as  in  the  case  of  Charles  II,  the  sub- 


|  ject  becomes  sane  and  never  completely 
recovers  his  kingliness.  ' 

The  Court  is  the  servants'  hall  of  the 
sovereign. 

Vulgarity  in  a  king  flatters  the  majority 
of  the  nation. 

The  flunkeyism  propagated  by  the 
throne  is  the  price  we  pay  for  its  political 


convenience. 


DEMOCRACY 


If  the  lesser  mind  could  measure  the 
greater  as  a  footrule  can  measure  a  pyra- 
mid, there  would  be  finality  in  universal 
suffrage.  As  it  is,  the  political  problem 
remains  unsolved. 

Democracy  substitutes  election  by  the 
incompetent  many  for  appointment  by 
the  corrupt  few. 

Democratic  republics  can  no  more  dis- 
pense with  national  idols  than  mon- 
archies with  public  functionaries. 

Government  presents  only  one  prob- 
lem: the  discovery  of  a  trustworthy 
anthropometric  method. 

IMPERIALISM 

Excess  of  insularity  makes  a  Briton  an 
Imperialist. 

Excess  of  local  self-assertion  makes  a 
colonist  an  Imperialist. 

A  colonial  Imperialist  is  one  who 
raises  colonial  troops,  equips  a  colonial 
squadron,  claims  a  Federal  Parliament 
sending  its  measures  to  the  Throne  in- 
stead of  to  the  Colonial  Office,  and,  being 
finally  brought  by  this  means  into  in- 
soluble conflict  with  the  insular  British 
Imperialist,  "cuts  the  painter"  and  breaks 
up  the  Empire. 

LIBERTY  AND   EQUALITY 

He  who  confuses  political  liberty  with 
freedom  and  political  equality  with  simi- 
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larity  has  never  thought  for  five  minutes 
about  either. 

Nothing  can  be  unconditional:  conse- 
quently nothing  can  be  free. 

Liberty  means  responsibility.  That  is 
why  most  men  dread  it. 

The  duke  inquires  contemptuously 
whether  his  gamekeeper  is  the  equal  of 
the  Astronomer  Royal;  but  he  insists 
that  they  shall  both  be  hanged  equally  if 
they  murder  him. 

The  notion  that  the  colonel  need  be  a 
better  man  than  the  private  is  as  con- 
fused as  the  notion  that  the  keystone 
need  be  stronger  than  the  coping  stone. 

Where  equality  is  undisputed,  so  also 
is  subordination. 

Equality  is  fundamental  in  every  de- 
partment of  social  organization. 

The  relation  of  superior  to  inferior  ex- 
cludes good  manners. 

EDUCATION 

When  a  man  teaches  something  he 
does  not  know  to  somebody  else  who 
has  no  aptitude  for  it,  and  gives  him  a 
certificate  of  proficiency,  the  latter  has 
completed  the  education  of  a  gentleman. 

A  fool's  brain  digests  philosophy  into 
folly,  science  into  superstition,  and  art 
into  pedantry.  Hence  University  educa- 
tion. 

The  best  brought-up  children  are  those 
who  have  seen  their  parents  as  they  are. 
Hypocrisy  is  not  the  parent's  first  duty. 

The  vilest  abortionist  is  he  who  at- 
tempts to  mould  a  child's  character. 

At  the  University  every  great  treatise 
is  postponed  until  its  author  attains  im- 
partial judgment  and  perfect  knowledge. 
If  a  horse  could  wait  as  long  for  its  shoes 
and  would  pay  for  them  in  advance, 
our  blacksmiths  would  all  be  college 
dons. 


He  who  can,  does.  He  who  cannot, 
teaches. 

rnan  is  an  i^fer  who  kills 
_  stilly-   Rpwarp  of  his  false 

knowledge:  it  is  more  dangerous  than 
ignorance. 

Activity  is  jhg^nlyTjpgdjo  knowledge. 

Every  fool  believes  what  his  teachers 
tell  him,  and  calls  his  credulity  science 
or  morality  as  confidently  as  his  father 
called  it  divine  revelation. 

No  man  fully  capable  of  his  own  lan- 
guage ever  masters  another. 

No  man  can  be  a4)urespeciaU.st_widi- 
out  being  in  thgjtrictjense  an  idiot. 

Do  not  give  your  children  moral  and 
religious  instruction  unless  you  are  quite 
sure  they  will  not  take  it  too  seriously. 
Better  be  the  mother  of  Henri  Quatre 
and  Nell  Gwynne  than  of  Robespierre 
and  Queen  Mary  Tudor. 

MARRIAGE 

Marriage  is  popular  because  it  com- 
bines the  maximum  of  temptation  with 
the  maximum  of  opportunity. 

Marriage  is  the  only  legal  contract 
which  abrogates  as  between  the  parties 
all  the  laws  that  safeguard  the  particular 
relation  to  which  it  refers. 

The  essential  function  of  marriage  is 
the  continuance  of  the  race,  as  stated  in 
the  Book  of  Common  Prayer. 

The  accidental  function  of  marriage  is 
the  gratification  of  the  amoristic  senti- 
ment of  mankind. 

The  artificial  sterilization  of  marriage 
makes  it  possible  for  marriage  to  fulfil  its 
accidental  function  whilst  neglecting  its 
essential  one. 

The  most  revolutionary  invention  of 
the  XIX  century  was  the  artificial  steril- 
ization of  marriage. 

Any  marriage  system  which  condemns 
a  majority  of  the  population  to  celibacy 
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will  be  violently  wrecked  on  the  pretext 
that  it  outrages  morality. 

Polygamy,  when  tried  under  modern 
democratic  conditions,  as  by  the  Mor- 
mons, is  wrecked  by  the  revolt  of  the 
mass  of  inferior  men  who  are  condemned 
to  celibacy  by  it;  for  the  maternal  in- 
stinct leads  a  woman  to  prefer  a  tenth 
share  in  a  first  rate  man  to  the  exclusive 
possession  of  a  third  rate  one.  Polyandry 
has  not  been  tried  under  these  conditions. 

The  minimum  of  national  celibacy 
(ascertained  by  dividing  the  number  of 
males  in  the  community  by  the  number 
of  females,  and  taking  the  quotient  as  the 
number  of  wives  or  husbands  permitted 
to  each  person)  is  secured  in  England 
(where  the  quotient  is  i)  by  the  institu- 
tion of  monogamy. 

The  modern  sentimental  term  for  the 
national  minimum  of  celibacy  is  Purity. 

Marriage,  or  any  other  form  of  pro- 
miscuous amoristic  monogamy,  is  fatal 
to  large  States  because  it  puts  its  ban 
on  the  deliberate  breeding  of  man  as  a 
political  animal. 

CRIME   AND   PUNISHMENT 

All  scoundrelism  is  summed  up  in  the 
phrase  "Que  Messieurs  les  Assassins  com- 
mencent!" 

The  man  who  has  graduated  from  the 
flogging  block  at  Eton  to  the  bench  from 
which  he  sentences  the  garotter  to  be 
flogged  is  the  same  social  product  as  the 
garotter  who  has  been  kicked  by  his 
father  and  cuffed  by  his  mother  until  he 
has  grown  strong  enough  to  throttle 
and  rob  the  rich  citizen  whose  money 
he  desires. 

Imprisonment  is  as  irrevocable  as 
death. 

Criminals  do  not  die  by  the  hands  of 
the  law.  They  die  by  the  hands  of  other 
men. 

The  assassin   Czolgosz   made  Presi- 


dent McKinley  a  hero  by  assassinating 
him.  The  United  States  of  America  made 
Czolgosz  a  hero  by  the  same  process. 

Assassination  on  the  scaffold  is  the 
worst  form  of  assassination,  because 
there  it  is  invested  with  the  approval  of 
society. 

It  is  the  deed  that  teaches,  not  the 
name  we  give  it.  Murder  and  capital 
punishment  are  not  opposites  that  cancel 
one  another,  but  similars  that  breed  their 
kind. 

Crime  is  only  the  retail  department  of 
what,  in  wholesale,  we  call  penal  law. 

When  a  man  wants  to  murder  a  tiger 
he  calls  it  sport:  when  the  tiger  wants  to 
murder  him  he  calls  it  ferocity.  The  dis- 
tinction between  Crime  and  Justice  is  no 
greater. 

Whilst  we  have  prisons  it  matters 
little  which  of  us  occupy  the  cells. 

The  most  anxious  man  in  a  prison  is 
the  governor. 

It  is  not  necessary  10  replace  a  guillo- 
tined criminal:  it  is  necessary  to  replace 
a  guillotined  social  system, 


Titles  di 


TITLES 


enerirT^I 


Great  men  refuse  titles  because  they 
are  jealous  of  them. 

HONOR 

There  are  no  perfectly  honorable  men; 
but  every  true  man  has  one  main  point 
of  honor  and  a  few  minor  ones. 

You  cannot  believe  in  honor  until 
you  have  achieved  it.  Better  keep  your- 
self clean  and  bright:  you  are  the  window 
through  which  you  must  see  the  world. 

Your  word  can  never  be  as  good  as 
your  bond,  because  your  memory  can 
never  be  as  trustworthy  as  your  honor.. 
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PROPERTY 


Property,  said  Proudhon,  is  theft. 
This  is  the  only  perfect  truism  that  has 
been  uttered  on  the  subject. 

SERVANTS 

When  domestic  servants  are  treated  as 
human  beings  it  is  not  worth  while  to 
keep  them. 

The  relation  of  master  and  servant 
is  advantageous  only  to  masters  who  do 
not  scruple  to  abuse  their  authority,  and 
to  servants  who  do  not  scruple  to  abuse 
their  trust. 

The  perfect  servant,  when  his  master 
makes  humane  advances  to  him,  feels 
that  his  existence  is  threatened,  and 
hastens  to  change  his  place. 

Masters  and  servants  are  both  tyranni- 
cal; but  the  masters  are  the  more  de- 
pendent of  the  two. 

A  man  enjoys  what  he  uses,  not  what 
his  servants  use. 

Man  is  the  only  animal  which  esteems 
itself  rich  in  proportion  to  the  number 
and  voracity  of  its  parasites. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen  are  permitted 
to  have  friends  in  the  kennel,  but  not  in 
the  kitchen. 

Domestic  servants,  by  making  spoiled 
children  of  their  masters,  are  forced  to 
intimidate  them  in  order  to  be  able  to 
live  with  them. 

In  a  slave  state,  the  slaves  rule:  in 
Mayfair,  the  tradesman  rules. 

HOW  TO   BEAT  CHILDREN 

If  you  strike  a  child,  take  care  that  you 
strike  it  in  anger,  even  at  the  risk  of 
maiming  it  for  life.  A  blow  in  cold  blood 
neither  can  nor  should  be  forgiven. 

If  you  beat  children  for  pleasure,  avow 
your  object  frankly,  and  play  the  game 
according  to  the  rules,  as  a  fox-hunter 
does;  and  you  will  do  comparatively 
little  harm.  No  fox-hunter  is  such  a  cad 


as  to  pretend  that  he  hunts  the  fox  to 
teach  it  not  to  steal  chickens,  or  that  he 
suffers  more  acutely  than  the  fox  at  the 
death.  Remember  that  even  in  child- 
beating  there  is  the  sportsman's  way  and 
the  cad's  way. 

RELIGION 

Beware  of  the  man  whose  god  is  in  the 
skies. 

What  a  man  believes  may  be  ascer- 
tained, not  from  his  creed,  but  from  the 
assumptions  on  which  he  habitually  acts. 

VIRTUES  AND   VICES 

No  specific  virtue  or  vice  in  a  man  im- 
plies the  existence  of  any  other  specific 
virtue  or  vice  in  him,  however  closely 
the  imagination  may  associate  them. 

Virtue  consists,  not  in  abstaining  from 
vice,  but  in  not  desiring  it. 

Self-denial  is  not  a  virtue:  it  is  only 
the  effect  of  prudence  on  rascality. 

Obedience  simulates  subordination  as 
fear  of  the  police  simulates  honesty. 

Disobedience,  the  rarest  and  most 
courageous  of  the  virtues,  is  seldom  dis- 
tinguished from  neglect,  the  laziest  and 
commonest  of  the  vices. 

Vice  is  waste  of  life.  Poverty,  obedi- 
ence, and  celibacy  are  the  canonical  vices. 

Economy  is  the  art  of  making  the  most 
of  life. 

The  love  of  economy  is  the  root  of  all 
virtue. 

FAIRPLAY 

The  love  of  fairplay  is  a  spectator's 
virtue,  not  a  principal's. 

GREATNESS 

Greatness  is  only  one  of  the  sensations 
of  littleness. 

In  heaven  an  angel  is  nobody  in  par- 
ticular. 

Greatness   is   the   secular   name  for 
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Divinity:  both  mean  simply  what  lies 
beyond  us. 

If  a  great  man  could  make  us  under- 
stand him,  we  should  hang  him. 

We  admit  that  when  the  divinity  we 
worshipped  made  itself  visible  and  com- 
prehensible we  crucified  it. 

To  a  mathematician  the  eleventh 
means  only  a  single  unit:  to  the  bushman 
who  cannot  count  further  than  his  ten 
fingers  it  is  an  incalculable  myriad. 

The  difference  between  the  shallowest 
routineer  and  the  deepest  thinker  appears, 
to  the  latter,  trifling;  to  the  former,  in- 
finite. 

In  a  stupid  nation  the  man  of  genius 
becomes  a  god:  everybody  worships  him 
and  nobody  does  his  will. 

BEAUTY  AND  HAPPINESS,  ART  AND  RICHES 

Happiness  and  Beauty  are  by-pro- 
ducts. 

Folly  is  the  direct  pursuit  of  Happiness 
and  Beauty. 

Riches  and  Art  are  spurious  receipts 
for  the  production  of  Happiness  and 
Beauty. 

He  who  desires  a  lifetime  of  happiness 
with  a  beautiful  woman  desires  to  enjoy 
the  taste  of  wine  by  keeping  his  mouth 
always  full  of  it. 

The  most  intolerable  pain  is  produced 
by  prolonging  the  keenest  pleasure. 

The  man  with  toothache  thinks  every- 
one happy  whose  teeth  are  sound.  The 
poverty  stricken  man  makes  the  same 
mistake  about  the  rich  man. 

The  more  a  man  possesses  over  and 
above  what  he  uses,  the  more  careworn 
he  becomes. 

The  tyranny  that  forbids  you  to  make 
the  road  with  pick  and  shovel  is  worse 
than  that  which  prevents  you  from  loll- 
ing along  it  in  a  carriage  and  pair. 

In  an  ugly  and  unhappy  world  the 


richest  man  can  purchase  nothing  but 
ugliness  and  unhappiness. 

In  his  efforts  to  escape  from  ugliness 
and  unhappiness  the  rich  man  intensifies 
both.  Every  new  yard  of  West  End 
creates  a  new  acre  of  East  End. 

The  XIX  century  was  the  Age  of 
Faith  in  Fine  Art.  The  results  are  before 


us. 


THE  PERFECT  GENTLEMAN 


The  fatal  reservation  of  the  gentleman 
is  that  he  sacrifices  everything  to  his 
honor  except  his  gentility. 

A  gentleman  of  our  days  is  one  who 
has  money  enough  to  do  what  every  fool 
would  do  if  he  could  afford  it:  that  is, 
consume  without  producing. 

The  true  diagnostic  of  modern  gen- 
tility is  parasitism. 

No  elaboration  of  physical  or  moral 
accomplishment  can  atone  for  the  sin  of 
parasitism. 

A  modern  gentleman  is  necessarily  the 
enemy  of  his  country.  Even  in  war  he 
does  not  fight  to  defend  it,  but  to  prevent 
his  power  of  preying  on  it  from  passing 
to  a  foreigner.  Such  combatants  are 
patriots  in  the  same  sense  as  two  dogs 
fighting  for  a  bone  are  lovers  of  animals. 

The  North  American  Indian  was  a 
type  of  the  sportsman  warrior  gentle- 
man. The  Periclean  Athenian  was  a  type 
of  the  intellectually  and  artistically  culti- 
vated gentleman.  Both  were  political 
failures.  The  modern  gentleman,  with- 
out the  hardihood  of  the  one  or  the 
culture  of  the  other,  has  the  appetite  of 
both  put  together.  He  will  not  succeed 
where  they  failed. 

He  who  believes  in  education,  crim- 
inal law,  and  sport,  needs  only  property 
to  make  him  a  perfect  modern  gentleman. 

MODERATION 

Moderation  is  never  applauded  for  its 
own  sake. 
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A  moderately  honest  man  with  a  mod- 
erately faithful  wife,  moderate  drinkers 
both,  in  a  moderately  healthy  house:  that 
is  the  true  middle  class  unit. 

THE  UNCONSCIOUS   SELF 

The  unconscious  self  is  the  real  genius. 
Your  breathing  goes  wrong  the  moment 
your  conscious  self  meddles  with  it. 

Except  during  the  nine  months  before 
he  draws  his  first  breath,  no  man  manages 
his  affairs  as  well  as  a  tree  does., 

7 

REASON          <~^-^' 

The  reasonable  man  adapts  himself  to 
the  world:  the  unreasonable  one  persists 
in  trying  to  adapt  the  world  to  himself. 
Therefore  all  progress  depends  on  the 
unreasonable  man. 

The  man  who  listens  to  Reason  is  lost: 
Reason  enslaves  all  whose  minds  are 
not  strong  enough  to  master  her. 

DECENCY 

Decency  is  Indecency's  Conspiracy  of 
Silence. 

EXPERIENCE 

Men  are  wise  in  proportion,  not  to 
their  experience,  but  to  their  capacity  for 
experience. 

If  we  could  learn  from  mere  experi- 
ence, the  stones  of  London  would  be 
wiser  than  its  wisest  men. 

TIME'S  REVENGES 

Those  whom  we  called  brutes  had 
their  revenge  when  Darwin  shewed  us 
that  they  are  our  cousins. 

The  thieves  had  their  revenge  when 
Marx  convicted  the  bourgeoisie  of  theft. 

GOOD    INTENTIONS 

Hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions, 
not  with  bad  ones. 

All  men  mean  well. 


NATURAL  RIGHTS 


The  Master  of  Arts,  by  proving  that 
no  man  has  any  natural  rights,  compels 
himself  to  take  his  own  for  granted. 

The  right  to  live  is  abused  whenever 
it  is  not  constantly  challenged. 

FAUTE   DE   MIEUX 

In  my  childhood  I  demurred  to  the 
description  of  a  certain  young  lady  as 
"the  pretty  Miss  So  and  So."  My  aunt 
rebuked  me  by  saying  "Remember  al- 
ways that  the  least  plain  sister  is  the 
family  beauty." 

No  age  or  condition  is  without  its 
heroes.  The  least  incapable  general  in  a 
nation  is  its  Csesar,  the  least  imbecile 
statesman  its  Solon,  the  least  confused 
thinker  its  Socrates,  the  least  common- 
place poet  its  Shakespear. 
r  ^^  r 

CHARITY 

Charity  is  the  most  mischievous  sort 
of  pruriency. 

Those  who  minister  to  poverty  and 
disease  are  accomplices  in  the  two  worst 
of  all  the  crimes. 

He  who  gives  money  he  has  not  earned 
is  generous  with  other  people's  labor. 

Every  genuinely  benevolent  person 
loathes  almsgiving  and  mendicity. 

FAME 

Life  levels  all  men:  death  reveals  the 
eminent. 

DISCIPLINE 

Mutiny  Acts  are  needed  only  by 
officers  who  command  without  authority. 
Divine  right  needs  no  whip. 

WOMEN   IN  THE  HOME 

Home  is  the  girl's  prison  and  the 
woman's  workhouse. 

CIVILIZATION 
Civilization  is  a  disease  produced  by 
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the  practice  of  building  societies  with 
rotten  material. 

Those  who  admire  modern  civiliza- 
tion usually  identify  it  with  the  steam 
engine  and  the  electric  telegraph. 

Those  who  understand  die  steam 
engine  and  the  electric  telegraph  spend 
their  lives  in  trying  to  replace  them  with 
something  better. 

The  imagination  cannot  conceive  a 
viler  criminal  than  he  who  should  build 
another  London  like  the  present  one, 
nor  a  greater  benefactor  than  he  who 
should  destroy  it. 

GAMBLING 

The  most  popular  method  of  dis- 
tributing wealth  is  the  method  of  the 
roulette  table. 

The  roulette  table  pays  nobody  except 
him  that  keeps  it.  Nevertheless  a  passion 
for  gaming  is  common,  though  a  passion 
for  keeping  roulette  tables  is  unknown. 

Gambling  promises  the  poor  what 
Property  performs  for  the  rich:  that  is 
why  the  bishops  dare  not  denounce  it 
fundamentally. 

THE  SOCIAL  QUESTION 

Do  not  waste  your  time  on  Social 
Questions.  What  is  the  matter  with  the 
poor  is  Poverty:  what  is  the  matter  with 
the  rich  is  Uselessness. 

STRAY  SAYINGS 

We  are  told  that  when  Jehovah  created 
the  world  he  saw  that  it  was  good.  What 
would  he  say  now? 

The  conversion  of  a  savage  to  Christi- 
anity is  the  conversion  of  Christianity  to 
savagery. 

No  man  dares  say  so  much  of  what  he 
thinks  as  to  appear  to  himself  an  ex- 
tremist. 

Mens  sana  in  corpore  sano  is  a  foolish 
saying.  The  sound  body  is  a  product  of 
the  sound  mind. 


Decadence  can  find  agents  only  when 
it  wears  the  mask  of  progress. 

In  moments  of  progress  the  noble 
succeed,  because  things  are  going  their 
way:  in  moments  of  decadence  the  base 
succeed  for  the  same  reason:  hence  the 
world  is  never  without  the  exhilaration 
of  contemporary  success. 

The  reformer  for  whom  the  world  is 
not  good  enough  finds  himself  shoulder 
to  shoulder  with  him  that  is  not  good 
enough  for  the  world. 

Every  man  over  forty  is  a  scoundrel. 

Youth,  which  is  forgiven  everything, 
forgives  itself  nothing:  age,  which  for- 
gives itself  everything,  is  forgiven  no- 
thing. 

When  we  learn  to  sing  that  Britons 
never  will  be  masters  we  shall  make  an 
end  of  slavery. 

Do  not  mistake  your  objection  to  de- 
feat for  an  objection  to  fighting,  your 
objection  to  being  a  slave  for  an  objec- 
tion to  slavery,  your  objection  to  not 
being  as  rich  as  your  neighbor  for  an 
objection  to  poverty.  The  cowardly, 
the  insubordinate,  and  the  envious  share 
your  objections. 

Take  care  to  get  what  you  like  or  you 
will  be  forced  to  like  what  you  get. 
Where  there  is  no  ventilation  fresh  air  is 
declared  unwholesome.  Where  there  is 
no  religion  hypocrisy  becomes  good 
taste.  Where  there  is  no  knowledge 
ignorance  calls  itself  science. 

If  the  wicked  flourish  and  the  fittest  sur- 
vive, Nature  must  be  the  God  of  rascals. 

If  history  repeats  itself,  and  the  un- 
expected always  happens,  how  incapable 
must  Man  be  of  learning  from  experi- 
ence! 

Compassion  is  the  fellow-feeling  of 
the  unsound. 

Those  who  understand  evil  pardon  it: 
those  who  resent  it  destroy  it. 
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Acquired  notions  of  propriety  are 
stronger  than  natural  instincts.  It  is  easier 
to  recruit  for  monasteries  and  convents 
than  to  induce  an  Arab  woman  to  un- 
cover her  mouth  in  public,  or  a  British 
officer  to  walk  through  Bond  Street  in 
a  golfing  cap  on  an  afternoon  in  May. 

It  is  dangerous  to  be  sincere  unless  you 
are  also  stupid. 

The  Chinese  tame  fowls  by  clipping 
their  wings,  and  women  by  deforming 
their  feet.  A  petticoat  round  the  ankles 
serves  equally  well. 

Political  Economy  and  Social  Eco- 
nomy are  amusing  intellectual  games; 
but  Vital  Economy  is  the  Philosopher's 
Stone. 

When  a  heretic  wishes  to  avoid 
martyrdom  he  speaks  of  "Orthodoxy, 
True  and  False"  and  demonstrates  that 
the  True  is  his  heresy. 

Beware  of  the  man  who  does  not  re- 
turn your  blow:  he  neither  forgives  you 
nor  allows  you  to  forgive  yourself. 


If  you  injure  your  neighbor,  better 
not  do  it  by  halves. 

Sentimentality  is  the  error  of  suppos- 
ing that  quarter  can  be  given  or  taken  in 
moral  conflicts. 

Two  starving  men  cannot  be  twice  as 
hungry  as  one;  but  two  rascals  can  be  ten 
times  as  vicious  as  one. 

Make  your  cross  your  crutch;  but 
when  you  see  another  man  do  it,  beware 
of  him. 

SELF-SACRIFICE 

Self-sacrifice  enables  us  to  sacrifice 
other  people  without  blushing. 

If  you  begin  by  sacrificing  yourself  to 
those  you  love,  you  will  end  by  hating 
those  to  whom  you  have  sacrificed  your- 
self. 

POSTSCRIPT  1933.  The  evolutionary 
theme  of  the  third  act  of  Man  and  Super- 
man was  resumed  by  me  twenty  years 
later  in  the  preface  to  Back  to  Methuselah, 
where  it  is  developed  as  the  basis  of  the 
religion  of  the  near  future. 
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FROM  MOLlfeRE  TO   BRIEUX 


Since  the  death  of  Ibsen,  Brieux  con- 
fronts Europe  as  the  most  important 
dramatist  west  of  Russia.  In  that  kind  of 
comedy  which  is  so  true  to  life  that  we 
have  to  call  it  tragi-comedy,  and  which  is 
not  only  an  entertainment  but  a  history 
and  a  criticism  of  contemporary  morals, 
he  is  incomparably  the  greatest  writer 
France  has  produced  since  Moliere.  The 
French  critics  who  take  it  for  granted 
that  no  contemporary  of  theirs  could 
possibly  be  greater  than  Beaumarchais  are 
really  too  modest.  They  have  never  read 
Beaumarchais,  and  therefore  do  not  know 
how  very  little  of  him  there  is  to  read, 
and  how,  out  of  the  two  variations  he 
wrote  on  his  once  famous  theme,  the 
second  is  only  a  petition  in  artistic  and 
intellectual  bankruptcy.  Had  the  French 
theatre  been  capable  of  offering  a  field  to 
Balzac,  my  proposition  might  have  to  be 
modified.  But  as  it  was  no  more  able  to 
do  that  than  the  English  theatre  was  to 
enlist  the  genius  of  Dickens,  I  may  say 
confidently  that  in  that  great  comedy 
which  Balzac  called  "the  comedy  of 
humanity,"  to  be  played  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  gods  rather  than  for  that  of 
the  French  public,  there  is  no  summit  in 
the  barren  plain  that  stretches  from  Mount 
Moliere  to  our  own  times  until  we  reach 
Brieux. 

HOW  THE  XIX  CENTURY  FOUND 
ITSELF   OUT 

It  is  reserved  for  some  great  critic  to 
give  us  a  study  of  the  psychology  of  the 
XIX  century.  Those  of  us  who  as  adults 
saw  it  face  to  face  in  that  last  moiety  of  its 
days  when  one  fierce  hand  after  another 
— Marx's,  Zola's,  Ibsen's,  Strindberg's, 
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Turgenieff 's,  Tolstoy's  —  stripped  its 
masks  off  and  revealed  it  as,  on  the  whole, 
perhaps  the  most  villainous  page  of  re- 
corded human  history,  can  also  recall  the 
strange  confidence  with  which  it  regarded 
itself  as  the  very  summit  of  civilization, 
and  talked  of  the  past  as  a  cruel  gloom 
that  had  been  dispelled  for  ever  by  the 
railway  and  the  electric  telegraph.  But 
centuries,  like  men,  begin  to  find  them- 
selves out  in  middle  age.  The  youthful 
conceit  of  the  nineteenth  had  a  splendid 
exponent  in  Macaulay,  and,  for  a  time,  a 
gloriously  jolly  one  during  the  nonage  of 
Dickens.  There  was  certainly  nothing 
morbid  in  the  air  then:  Dickens  and 
Macaulay  are  as  free  from  morbidity  as 
Dumas  p&re  and  Guizot.  Even  Stendhal 
and  Prosper  Merimee,  though  by  no 
means  burgess  optimists,  are  quite  sane. 
When  you  come  to  Zcla  and  Maupassant, 
Flaubert  and  the  Goncourts,  to  Ibsen 
and  Strindberg,  to  Aubrey  Beardsley 
and  George  Moore,  to  D'Annunzio  and 
Echegaray,  you  are  in  a  new  and  morbid 
atmosphere.  French  literature  up  to  the 
middle  of  the  XIX  century  was  still  all  of 
one  piece  with  Rabelais,  Montaigne,  and 
Moliere.  Zola  breaks  that  tradition  com- 
pletely: he  is  as  different  as  Karl  Marx 
from  Turgot  or  Darwin  from  Cuvier. 

In  this  new  phase  we  see  the  bour- 
geoisie, after  a  century  and  a  half  of  com- 
placent vaunting  of  its  own  probity  and 
modest  happiness  (begun  by  Daniel 
Defoe  in  Robinson  Crusoe's  praises  of 
"the  middle  station  of  life"),  suddenly 
turning  bitterly  on  itself  with  accusations 
of  hideous  sexual  and  commercial  corrup- 
tion. Thackeray's  campaign  against  snob- 
bery and  Dickens's  against  hypocrisy 
were  directed  against  the  vices  of  respect- 
able men;  but  now  even  the  respectability 
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was  passionately  denied:  the  bourgeois 
was  depicted  as  a  thief,  a  tyrant,  a 
sweater,  a  selfish  voluptuary  whose  mar- 
riages were  simple  legalizations  of  un- 
bridled licentiousness.  Sexual  irregulari- 
ties began  to  be  attributed  to  the  sym- 
pathetic characters  in  fiction  not  as  the 
blackest  spots  in  their  portraits,  but  posi- 
tively as  redeeming  humanities  in  them. 

JACK  THE  RIPPER 

I  am  by  no  means  going  here  either  to 
revive  the  old  outcry  against  this  school 
of  iconoclasts  and  disillusioners,  or  to 
join  the  new  reaction  against  it.  It  told  the 
world  many  truths:  it  brought  romance 
back  to  its  senses.  Its  very  repudiation  of 
the  graces  and  enchantments  of  fine  art 
was  necessary;  for  the  artistic  morbidezza 
of  Byron  and  Victor  Hugo  was  too 
imaginative  to  allow  the  Victorian  bour- 
geoisie to  accept  them  as  chroniclers  of 
real  facts  and  real  people.  The  justifica- 
tion of  Zola's  comparative  coarseness  is 
that  his  work  could  not  have  been  done 
in  any  other  way.  If  Zola  had  had  a  sense 
of  humor,  or  a  great  artist's  delight  in 
playing  with  his  ideas,  his  materials,  and 
his  readers,  he  would  have  become  either 
as  unreadable  to  the  very  people  he  came 
to  wake  up  as  Anatole  France  is,  or  as 
incredible  as  Victor  Hugo  was.  He  would 
also  have  incurred  the  mistrust  and  hatred 
of  the  majority  of  Frenchmen,  who,  like 
the  majority  of  men  of  all  nations,  are  not 
merely  incapable  of  fine  art,  but  resent  it 
furiously.  A  wit  is  to  them  a  man  who  is 
laughing  at  them:  an  artist  is  a  man  of 
loose  character  who  lives  by  telling  lying 
stories  and  pandering  to  the  voluptuous 
passions.  What  they  like  to  read  is  the 
police  intelligence,  especially  the  murder 
cases  and  divorce  cases.  The  invented 
murders  and  divorces  of  the  novelists  and 
playwrights  do  not  satisfy  them,  because 
they  cannot  believe  in  them;  and  belief 
that  the  horror  or  scandal  actually  oc- 
curred, that  real  people  are  shedding  real 


blood  and  real  tears,  is  indispensable  to 
their  enjoyment.  To  produce  this  belief 
by  works  of  fiction,  the  writer  must  dis- 
guise and  even  discard  the  arts  of  the  man 
of  letters  and  assume  the  style  of  the  de- 
scriptive reporter  of  the  criminal  courts. 
As  an  example  of  how  to  cater  for  such 
readers,  we  may  take  Zola's  Bete  Hu- 
maine.  It  is  in  all  its  essentials  a  simple 
and  touching  story,  like  Provost's  Manon 
Lescaut.  But  into  it  Zola  has  violently 
thrust  the  greatest  police  sensation  of  the 
XIX  century:  the  episode  of  Jack  the 
Ripper.  Jack's  hideous  neurosis  is  no 
more  a  part  of  human  nature  than  Caesar's 
epilepsy  or  Gladstone's  missing  finger. 
One  is  tempted  to  accuse  Zola  of  having 
borrowed  it  from  the  newspapers  to 
please  his  customers  just  as  Shakespear 
used  to  borrow  stories  of  murder  and 
jealousy  from  the  tales  and  chronicles  of 
his  time,  and  heap  them  on  the  head 
of  convivial  humorists  like  lago  and 
Richard  III,  or  gentle  poets  like  Macbeth 
and  Hamlet.  Without  such  allurements, 
Shakespear  could  not  have  lived  by  his 
plays.  And  if  he  had  been  rich  enough  to 
disregard  this  consideration,  he  would 
still  have  had  to  provide  sensation  enough 
to  induce  people  to  listen  to  what  he  was 
inspired  to  say.  It  is  only  the  man  who  has 
no  message  who  is  too  fastidious  to  beat 
the  drum  at  the  door  of  his  booth. 

RISE    OF   THE    SCIENTIFIC    SPIRIT 

Still,  the  Shakespearian  murders  were 
romantic  murders:  the  Zolaesque  ones 
were  police  reports.  The  old  mad  hero- 
ines, the  Ophelias  and  Lucies  of  Lammer- 
moor,  were  rhapsodists  with  flowers  in 
their  hands:  the  new  ones  were  clinical 
studies  of  mental  disease.  The  new  note 
was  as  conspicuous  in  the  sensational 
chapters  as  in  the  dull  chapters,  of  which 
there  were  many.  This  was  the  punish- 
ment of  the  middle  class  for  hypocrisy.  It 
had  carried  the  conspiracy  of  silence 
which  we  call  decorum  to  such  lengths 
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that  when  young  men  discovered  the 
suppressed  truths,  they  felt  bound  to 
shout  them  in  the  streets.  I  well  remember 
how  when  I  was  a  youth  in  my  teens  I 
happened  to  obtain  access  to  the  papers 
of  an  Irish  crown  solicitor  through  a 
colleague  who  had  some  clerical  work  to 
do  upon  them.  The  county  concerned 
was  not  one  of  the  crimeless  counties: 
there  was  a  large  camp  in  it;  and  the 
soldier  of  that  day  was  not  the  respectable, 
rather  pious,  and  very  low-spirited  youth 
who  now  makes  the  King's  uniform  what 
the  curate's  black  coat  was  then.  There 
were  not  only  cases  which  were  tried  and 
not  reported:  there  were  cases  which 
could  not  even  be  tried,  the  offenders 
having  secured  impunity  by  pushing  their 
follies  to  lengths  too  grotesque  to  be 
bearable  even  in  a  criminal  court — also 
because  of  the  silly  ferocity  of  the  law, 
which  punished  the  negligible  indecencies 
of  drunken  young  soldiers  as  atrocious 
crimes.  The  effect  produced  by  these 
revelations  on  my  raw  youth  was  a  sense 
of  heavy  responsibility  for  conniving  at 
their  concealment.  I  felt  that  if  camp  and 
barrack  life  involved  these  things,  they 
ought  to  be  known.  I  had  been  caught  by 
the  great  wave  of  scientific  enthusiasm 
which  was  then  passing  over  Europe  as  a 
result  of  the  discovery  of  Natural  Selec- 
tion by  Darwin,  and  of  the  blow  it  dealt 
to  the  vulgar  Bible  worship  and  redemp- 
tion mongering  which  had  hitherto 
passed  among  us  for  religion.  I  wanted  to 
get  at  the  facts.  I  was  prepared  for  the 
facts  being  unflattering:  had  I  not  already 
faced  the  fact  that  instead  of  being  a  fallen 
angel  I  was  first  cousin  to  a  monkey? 
Long  afterwards,  when  I  was  a  well- 
known  writer,  I  said  that  what  we  wanted 
as  the  basis  of  our  plays  and  novels  was 
not  romance,  but  a  really  scientific  natural 
history.  Scientific  natural  history  is  not 
compatible  with  taboo;  and  as  everything 
connected  with  sex  was  tabooed,  I  felt  the 
need  for  mentioning  the  forbidden  sub- 


jects, not  only  because  of  their  own  im- 
portance, but  for  the  sake  of  destroying 
taboo  by  giving  it  the  most  violent  pos- 
sible shocks.  The  same  impulse  is  unmis- 
takeably  active  in  Zola  and  his  contem- 
poraries. He  also  wanted,  not  works  of 
literary  art,  but  stories  he  could  believe  in 
as  records  of  things  that  really  happen. 
He  imposed  Jack  the  Ripper  on  his  idyll 
of  the  railwayman's  wife  to  make  it 
scientific.  To  all  artists  and  Platonists  he 
made  it  thereby  very  unreal;  for  to  the 
Platonist  all  accidents  are  unreal  and 
negligible;  but  to  the  people  he  wanted 
to  get  at — the  anti-artistic  people — he 
made  it  readable. 

The  scientific  spirit  was  unintelligible 
to  the  Philistines  and  repulsive  to  the 
dilettanti,  who  said  to  Zola:  "If  you  must 
tell  us  stories  about  agricultural  laborers, 
why  tell  us  dirty  ones?"  But  Zola  did  not 
want,  like  the  old  romancers,  to  tell  a 
story.  He  wanted  to  tell  the  world  the 
scientific  truth  about  itself.  His  view  was 
that  if  you  were  going  to  legislate  for 
agricultural  laborers,  or  deal  with  them 
or  their  business  in  any  way,  you  had 
better  know  what  they  are  really  like; 
and  in  supplying  you  with  the  necessary 
information  he  did  not  tell  you  what 
you  already  knew,  which  included  pretty 
nearly  all  that  could  be  decorously  men- 
tioned, but  what  you  did  not  know, 
which  was  that  part  of  the  truth  that  was 
tabooed.  For  the  same  reason,  when  he 
found  a  generation  whose  literary  notions 
of  Parisian  cocotterie  were  founded  on 
Marguerite  Gauthier,  he  felt  it  to  be  a 
duty  to  shew  them  Nana.  And  it  was  a 
very  necessary  thing  to  do.  If  some  Irish 
writer  of  the  seventies  had  got  himself 
banished  from  all  decent  society,  and 
perhaps  convicted  of  obscene  libel,  by 
writing  a  novel  shewing  the  side  of  camp 
life  that  was  never  mentioned  except  in 
the  papers  of  the  Crown  Solicitor,  we 
should  be  nearer  to  a  rational  military 
system  than  we  are  today. 
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ZOLAISM  AS  A  SUPERSTITION 

It  is,  unfortunately,  much  easier  to 
throw  the  forces  of  art  into  a  reaction 
than  to  recall  them  when  the  reaction  has 
gone  far  enough.  A  case  which  came 
under  my  own  notice  years  ago  illustrates 
the  difficulty.  The  wife  of  an  eminent 
surgeon  had  some  talent  for  drawing.  Her 
husband  wrote  a  treatise  on  cancer;  and 
she  drew  the  illustrations.  It  was  the  first 
time  she  had  used  her  gift  for  a  serious 
purpose;  and  she  worked  hard  enough  at 
it  to  acquire  considerable  skill  in  depict- 
ing cancerous  proliferation.  The  book 
being  finished  and  published,  she  resumed 
her  ordinary  practice  of  sketching  for 
pleasure.  But  all  her  work  now  had  an 
uncanny  look.  When  she  drew  a  land- 
scape, it  was  like  a  cancer  that  accident- 
ally looked  like  a  landscape.  She  had 
acquired  a  cancerous  technique;  and  she 
could  not  get  rid  of  it. 

This  happens  as  easily  in  literature  as 
in  the  other  arts.  The  men  who  trained 
themselves  as  writers  by  dragging  the 
unmentionable  to  light,  presently  found 
that  they  could  do  that  so  much  better 
than  anything  else  that  they  gave  up  deal- 
ing with  the  other  subjects.  Even  their 
quite  mentionable  episodes  had  an  un- 
mentionable air.  Their  imitators  assumed 
that  unmentionability  was  an  end  in  it- 
self— that  to  be  decent  was  to  be  out  of 
the  movement.  Zola  and  Ibsen  could  not, 
of  course,  be  confined  to  mere  reaction 
against  taboo.  Ibsen  was  to  the  last  fasci- 
nating and  full  of  a  strange  moving 
beauty;  and  Zola  often  broke  into  senti- 
mental romance.  But  neither  Ibsen  nor 
Zola,  after  they  once  took  in  hand  the 
work  of  unmasking  the  idols  of  the  bour- 
geoisie, ever  again  wrote  a  happy  or 
pleasant  play  or  novel.  Ibsen's  suicides 
and  catastrophes  at  last  produced  the  cry 
of  "People  dont  do  such  things,"  which 
he  ridiculed  through  Judge  Brack  in 
Hedda  Gabler.  This  was  easy  enough: 


Brack  was  so  far  wrong  that  people  do 
do  such  things  occasionally.  But  on  the 
whole  Brack  was  right.  The  tragedy  of 
Hedda  in  real  life  is  not  that  she  commits 
suicide  but  that  she  continues  to  live.  If 
such  acts  of  violent  rebellion  as  those  of 
Hedda  and  Nora  and  Rebecca  and  the 
rest  were  the  inevitable  or  even  the  prob- 
able consequences  of  their  unfitness  to  be 
wives  and  mothers,  or  of  their  contracting 
repugnant  marriages  to  avoid  being  left 
on  the  shelf,  social  reform  would  be  very 
rapid;  and  we  should  hear  less  nonsense 
as  to  women  like  Nora  and  Hedda  being 
mere  figments  of  Ibsen's  imagination. 
Our  real  difficulty  is  the  almost  boundless 
docility  and  submission  to  social  conven- 
tion which  is  characteristic  of  the  human 
race.  What  balks  the  social  reformer 
everywhere  is  that  the  victims  of  social 
evils  do  not  complain,  and  even  strongly 
resent  being  treated  as  victims.  The  more 
a  dog  suffers  from  being  chained  the 
more  dangerous  it  is  to  release  him:  he 
bites  savagely  at  the  hand  that  dares 
touch  his  collar.  Our  Rougon-Macquart 
families  are  usually  enormously  proud 
of  themselves;  and  though  they  have  to 
put  up  with  their  share  of  drunkards 
and  madmen,  they  do  not  proliferate 
into  Jack-the-Rippers.  Nothing  that  is 
admittedly  and  unmistakeably  horrible 
matters  very  much,  because  it  frightens 
people  into  seeking  a  remedy:  the  serious 
horrors  are  those  which  seem  entirely 
respectable  and  normal  to  respectable  and 
normal  men.  Now  the  formula  of  tragedy 
had  come  down  to  the  nineteenth  century 
from  days  in  which  this  was  not  recog- 
nized, and  when  life  was  so  thoroughly 
accepted  as  a  divine  institution  that  in 
order  to  make  it  seem  tragic,  something 
dreadful  had  to  happen  and  somebody 
had  to  die.  But  the  tragedy  of  modern 
life  is  that  nothing  happens,  and  that  the 
resultant  dulness  does  not  kill.  Mau- 
passant's Une  Vie  is  infinitely  more 
tragic  than  the  death  of  Juliet. 
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In  Ibsen's  works  we  find  the  old  tradi- 
tions and  the  new  conditions  struggling 
in  the  same  play,  like  a  gudgeon  half 
swallowed  by  a  pike.  Almost  all  the 
sorrow  and  the  weariness  which  make 
his  plays  so  poignant  are  the  sorrow  and 
weariness  of  the  mean  dull  life  in  which 
nothing  happens;  but  none  the  less  he 
provides  a  final  catastrophe  of  the  ap- 
proved fifth-act-blank-verse  type.  Hed- 
wig  and  Hedda  shoot  themselves:  Rosmer 
and  Rebecca  throw  themselves  into  the 
mill-race:  Solness  and  Rubeck  are  dashed 
to  pieces:  Borkman  dies  of  acute  stage 
tragedy  without  discoverable  lesions.  I 
will  not  again  say,  as  I  have  said  before, 
that  these  catastrophes  are  forced,  because 
a  fortunate  performance  often  makes 
them  seem  inevitable;  but  I  do  submit 
that  the  omission  of  them  would  leave 
the  play  sadder  and  more  convincing. 

THE   PASSING   OF  THE  TRAGIC  CATA- 
STROPHE AND   THE  HAPPY  ENDING 

Not  only  is  the  tradition  of  the  cata- 
strophe unsuitable  to  modern  studies  of 
life:  the  tradition  of  an  ending,  happy  or 
the  reverse,  is  equally  unworkable.  The 
moment  the  dramatist  gives  up  accidents 
and  catastrophes,  and  takes  "slices  of 
life"  as  his  material,  he  finds  himself  com- 
mitted to  plays  that  have  no  endings.  The 
curtain  no  longer  comes  down  on  a  hero 
slain  or  married:  it  comes  down  when  the 
audience  has  seen  enough  of  the  life  pre- 
sented to  it  to  draw  the  moral,  and  must 
either  leave  the  theatre  or  miss  its  last 
train. 

The  man  who  faced  France  with  a 
drama  fulfilling  all  these  conditions  was 
Brieux.  He  was  as  scientific,  as  conscien- 
tious, as  unflinching  as  Zola  without 
being  in  the  least  morbid.  He  was  no 
more  dependent  on  horrors  than  Moliere, 
and  as  sane  in  his  temper.  He  threw  over 
the  traditional  forced  catastrophe  uncom- 
promisingly. You  do  not  go  away  from  a 
Brieux  play  with  the  feeling  that  the  affair 


is  finished  or  the  problem  solved  for  you 
by  the  dramatist.  Still  less  do  you  go 
away  in  "that  happy,  easy,  ironically 
indulgent  frame  of  mind  that  is  the  true 
test  of  comedy/5  as  Mr  Walkley  put  it  in 
The  Times  of  the  ist  October  1909.  You 
come  away  with  a  very  disquieting  sense 
that  you  are  involved  in  the  affair,  and 
must  find  the  way  out  of  it  for  yourself 
and  everybody  else  if  civilization  is  to  be 
tolerable  to  your  sense  of  honor. 

THE   DIFFERENCE   BETWEEN   BRIEUX 
AND   MOLIERE   OR  SHAKESPEAR 

Brieux's  task  is  thus  larger  than  Mo- 
liere's.  Moliere  destroyed  the  prestige  of 
those  conspiracies  against  society  which 
we  call  the  professions,  and  which  thrive 
by  the  exploitation  of  idolatry.  He  un- 
masked the  doctor,  the  philosopher,  the 
fencing  master,  the  priest.  He  ridiculed 
their  dupes:  the  hypochondriac,  the  aca- 
demician, the  devotee,  the  gentleman  in 
search  of  accomplishments.  He  exposed 
the  snob:  he  shewed  the  gentleman  as  the 
butt  and  creature  of  his  valet,  emphasizing 
thus  the  inevitable  r.lation  between  the 
man  who  lives  by  unearned  money  and 
the  man  who  lives  by  weight  of  service. 
Beyond  bringing  this  la  ter  point  up  to  a 
later  date  Beaumarchais  did  nothing.  But 
Moliere  never  indicted  society.  Burke  said 
that  you  cannot  bring  an  indictment 
against  a  nation;  yet  within  a  generation 
from  that  utterance  men  began  to  draw 
indictments  against  whole  epochs,  especi- 
ally against  the  capitalistic  epoch.  It  is 
true  that  Moliere,  like  Shakespear,  in- 
dicted human  nature,  which  would  seem 
to  be  a  broader  attack;  but  such  attacks 
only  make  thoughtful  men  melancholy 
and  hopeless,  and  practical  men  cynical 
or  murderous.  Le  Misanthrope,  which 
seems  to  me,  as  a  foreigner  perhaps,  to  be 
Moliere' s  dullest  and  worst  play,  is  like 
Hamlet  in  two  respects.  The  first,  which 
is  that  it  would  have  been  much  better  if 
it  had  been  written  in  prose,  is  merely 
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technical  and  need  not  detain  us.  The 
second  is  that  the  author  does  not  clearly 
know  what  he  is  driving  at.  Le  Festin  de 
Pierre,  Moliere's  best  philosophic  play,  is 
as  brilliant  and  arresting  as  Le  Misan- 
thrope is  neither  the  one  nor  the  other; 
but  here  again  there  is  no  positive  side: 
the  statue  is  a  hollow  creature  with  no- 
thing to  say  for  himself;  and  Don  Juan 
makes  no  attempt  to  take  advantage  of 
his  weakness.  The  reason  why  Shakespear 
and  Moliere  are  always  well  spoken  of 
and  recommended  to  the  young  is  that 
their  quarrel  is  really  a  quarrel  with  God 
for  not  making  men  better.  If  they  had 
quarrelled  with  a  specified  class  of  per- 
sons with  incomes  of  four  figures  for  not 
doing  their  work  better,  or  for  doing  no 
work  at  all,  they  would  be  denounced  as 
seditious,  impious,  and  profligate  cor- 
rupters  of  morality. 

Brieux  wastes  neither  ink  nor  indigna- 
tion on  Providence.  The  idle  despair  that 
shakes  its  fist  impotently  at  the  skies, 
uttering  sublime  blasphemies,  such  as 

"As  flies  to  wanton  boys  are  we  to  the  gods: 
They  kill  us  for  their  sport/' 

does  not  amuse  Brieux.  His  fisticuffs  are 
not  aimed  heavenward:  they  fall  on 
human  noses  for  the  good  of  human 
souls.  When  he  sees  human  nature  in 
conflict  with  a  political  abuse,  he  does  not 
blame  human  nature,  knowing  that  such 
blame  is  the  favorite  trick  of  those  who 
wish  to  perpetuate  the  abuse  without 
being  able  to  defend  it.  He  does  not  even 
blame  the  abuse:  he  exposes  it,  and  then 
leaves  human  nature  to  tackle  it  with  its 
eyes  open.  And  his  method  of  exposure  is 
the  dramatic  method.  He  is  a  born  drama- 
tist, differing  from  the  ordinary  drama- 
tists only  in  that  he  has  a  large  mind  and 
a  scientific  habit  of  using  it.  As  a  dramatist 
his  theme  is  necessarily  a  conflict  of  some 
sort.  As  a  dramatist  of  large  mind  he 
cannot  be  satisfied  with  the  trumpery 
conflicts  of  the  Divorce  Court  and  the 


Criminal  Court:  of  the  husband  with  the 
seducer,  of  the  policeman  with  the  mur- 
derer. Having  the  scientific  conscience  in 
a  higher  degree  than  Zola  (he  has  a  better 
head),  he  could  not  be  interested  in 
imaginary  conflicts  which  he  himself 
would  have  had  to  invent  like  a  child  at 
play.  The  conflict  which  inspires  his 
dramatic  genius  must  be  a  big  one  and  a 
real  one.  To  ask  an  audience  to  spend 
three  hours  hanging  on  the  question  of 
which  particular  man  some  particular 
woman  shall  mate  with  does  not  strike 
him  as  a  reasonable  proceeding;  and  if  the 
audience  does  not  agree  with  him,  why, 
it  can  go  to  some  fashionable  dramatist  of 
the  boulevard  who  does  agree  with  it. 

BRIEUX   AND   THE   BOULEVARD 

This  involves  Brieux  in  furious  conflict 
with  the  boulevard.  Up  to  quite  recent 
times  it  was  impossible  for  an  English- 
man to  mention  Brieux  to  a  Parisian  as 
the  only  French  playwright  who  really 
counted  in  Europe  without  being  met 
with  astonished  assurances  that  Brieux  is 
not  a  playwright  at  all;  that  his  plays  are 
not  plays;  that  he  is  not  (in  Sarcey's  sense 
of  the  phrase)  "du  theatre";  that  he  is  a 
mere  pamphleteer  without  even  literary 
style.   And  when  you  expressed  your 
natural  gratification  at  learning  that  the 
general  body  of  Parisian  dramatists  were 
so  highly  gifted  that  Brieux  counted  for 
nothing  in  Paris — when  you  respectfully 
asked  for  the  names  of  a  few  of  the  most 
prominent    of   the    geniuses   who    had 
eclipsed  him,  you  were  given  three  or 
four  of  which  you  had  never  heard,  and 
one  or  two  known  to  you  as  those  of 
cynically  commercial  manipulators  of  the 
mlnage  a  trois,  the  innocent  wife  dis- 
covered at  the  villain's  rooms  at  midnight 
(to  beg  him  to  spare  the  virtue  of  a  sister, 
the  character  of  a  son,  or  the  life  of  a 
father),  the  compromising  letter,  the  duel, 
and  all  the  rest  of  the  claptraps  out  of 
which  dramatic  playthings  can  be  manu- 
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factured  for  the  amusement  of  grown-up 
children.  Not  until  the  Academic  Fran- 
£aise  elected  Brieux  did  it  occur  to  the 
boulevardiers  that  the  enormous  differ- 
ence between  him  and  their  pet  authors 
was  a  difference  in  which  the  superiority 
lay  with  Brieux. 

THE  PEDANTRY   OF   PARIS 

Indeed  it  is  difficult  for  the  Englishman 
to  understand  how  bigotedly  the  Paris- 
ians cling  to  the  claptrap  theatre.  The 
English  do  not  care  enough  about  the 
theatre  to  cling  to  its  traditions  or  perse- 
cute anyone  for  their  sake;  but  the  French 
do.  Besides,  in  fine  art,  France  is  a  nation 
of  born  pedants.  The  vulgar  English 
painter  paints  vulgar  pictures,  and  gener- 
ally sells  them.  But  the  vulgar  French 
painter  paints  classical  ones,  though 
whether  he  sells  them  or  not  I  do  not 
know:  I  hope  not.  The  corresponding 
infatuation  in  the  theatre  is  for  dramas  in 
alexandrines;  and  alexandrines  are  far 
worse  than  English  blank  verse,  which  is 
saying  a  good  deal.  Racine  and  Corneille, 
who  established  the  alexandrine  tradition, 
deliberately  aimed  at  classicism,  taking 
the  Greek  drama  as  their  model.  Even  a 
foreigner  can  hear  the  music  of  their 
verse.  Corneille  wrote  alexandrines  as 
Dryden  wrote  heroic  couplets,  in  a  virile, 
stately,  handsome  and  withal  human  way; 
and  Racine  had  tenderness  and  beauty  as 
well.  This  drama  of  Racine  and  Corneille, 
with  the  music  of  Gluck,  gave  the  French 
in  the  XVII  and  XVIII  centuries  a  body 
of  art  which  was  very  beautiful,  very 
refined,  very  delightful  for  cultivated 
people,  and  very  tedious  for  the  ignorant. 
When,  through  the  spread  of  elementary 
education,  the  ignorant  invaded  the 
theatre  in  overwhelming  numbers,  this 
exquisite  body  of  art  became  a  dead  body, 
and  was  practised  by  nobody  except  the 
amateurs — the  people  who  love  what  has 
been  already  done  in  art  and  loathe  the 
real  life  out  of  which  living  art  must  con- 


tinually grow  afresh.  In  their  hands  it 
passed  from  being  a  commercial  failure 
to  being  an  obsolete  nuisance. 

Commercially,  the  classic  play  was 
supplanted  by  a  nuisance  which  was  not 
a  failure:  to  wit,  the  "well  made  play"  of 
Scribe  and  his  school.  The  manufacture 
of  well  made  plays  is  not  an  art:  it  is  an 
industry.  It  is  not  at  all  hard  for  a  literary 
mechanic  to  acquire  it:  the  only  difficulty 
is  to  find  a  literary  mechanic  who  is  not 
by  nature  too  much  of  an  artist  for  the 
job;  for  nothing  spoils  a  well  made  play 
more  infallibly  than  the  least  alloy  of 
high  art  or  the  least  qualm  of  conscience 
on  the  part  of  the  writer.  "Art  for  art's 
sake"  is  the  formula  of  the  well  made 
play,  meaning  in  practice  "Success  for 
money's  sake."  Now  great  art  is  never 
produced  for  its  own  sake.  It  is  too  diffi- 
cult to  be  worth  the  effort.  All  the  great 
artists  enter  into  a  terrible  struggle  with 
the  public,  often  involving  bitter  poverty 
and  personal  humiliation,  and  always  in- 
volving calumny  and  persecution,  be- 
cause they  believe  they  are  apostles  doing 
what  used  to  be  called  the  Will  of  God, 
and  is  now  called  by  many  prosaic  names, 
of  which  "public  work"  is  the  least  con- 
troversial. And  when  these  artists  have 
travailed  and  brought  forth,  and  at  last 
forced  the  public  to  associate  keen  pleas- 
ure and  deep  interest  with  their  methods 
and  morals,  a  crowd  of  smaller  men — art 
confectioners,  we  may  call  them — hasten 
to  make  pretty  entertainments  out  of 
scraps  and  crumbs  from  the  masterpieces. 
Offenbach  laid  hands  on  Beethoven's 
Seventh  Symphony  and  produced  J'aime 
les  militaires,  to  the  disgust  of  Schumann, 
who  was  nevertheless  doing  precisely  the 
same  thing  in  a  more  pretentious  way. 
And  these  confectioners  are  by  no  means 
mere  plagiarists.  They  bring  all  sorts  of 
engaging  qualities  to  their  work:  love  of 
beauty,  desire  to  give  pleasure,  tender- 
ness, humor,  everything  except  the  high 
republican  conscience,  the  identification 
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of  the  artist's  purpose  with  the  purpose  of 
the  universe,  which  alone  makes  an  artist 
great. 

But  the  well  made  play  was  not  con- 
fectionery: it  had  not  even  the  derived 
virtue  of  being  borrowed  from  the  great 
playwrights.  Its  formula  grew  up  in  the 
days  when  the  spread  of  elementary 
schooling  produced  a  huge  mass  of  play- 
goers sufficiently  educated  to  want  plays 
instead  of  dog-fights,  but  not  educated 
enough  to  enjoy  or  understand  the 
masterpieces  of  dramatic  art.  Besides, 
education  or  no  education,  one  cannot 
live  on  masterpieces  alone,  not  only 
because  there  are  not  enough  of  them, 
but  because  new  plays  as  well  as  great 
plays  are  needed,  and  there  are  not  enough 
Molieres  and  Shakespears  in  the  world  to 
keep  the  demand  for  novelty  satisfied. 
Hence  it  has  always  been  necessary  to 
have  some  formula  by  which  men  of 
mediocre  talent  and  no  conscience  can 
turn  out  plays  for  the  theatrical  market. 
Such  men  have  written  melodramas  since 
the  theatre  existed.  It  was  in  the  XIX 
century  that  the  demand  for  manufac- 
tured plays  was  extended  to  drawing 
room  plays  in  which  the  Forest  of  Bondy 
and  the  Auberge  des  Adrets,  the  Red  Barn 
and  the  Cave  at  Midnight,  had  to  be  re- 
placed by  Lord  Blank's  flat  in  Whitehall 
Court  and  the  Great  Hall,  Chevy  Chace. 
Playgoers,  being  by  that  time  mostly 
poor  playgoers,  wanted  to  see  how  the 
rich  live;  wanted  to  see  them  actually 
drinking  champagne  and  wearing  real 
fashionable  dresses  and  trousers  with  a 
neatly  ironed  crease  down  the  knee. 

HOW  TO   WRITE  A  POPULAR  PLAY 

The  formula  for  the  well  made  play  is 
so  easy  that  I  give  it  for  the  benefit  of  any 
reader  who  feels  tempted  to  try  his  hand 
at  making  the  fortune  that  awaits  all 
successful  manufacturers  in  this  line. 
First,  you  "have  an  idea"  for  a  dramatic 
situation.  If  it  strikes  you  as  a  splendidly 


original  idea  whilst  it  is  in  fact  as  old  as 
the  hills,  so  much  the  better.  For  instance, 
the  situation  of  an  innocent  person  con- 
victed by  circumstances  of  a  crime  may 
always  be  depended  on.  If  the  person  is 
a  woman,  she  must  be  convicted  of 
adultery.  If  a  young  officer,  he  must  be 
convicted  of  selling  information  to  the 
enemy,  though  it  is  really  a  fascinating 
female  spy  who  has  ensnared  him  and 
stolen  the  incriminating  document.  If  the 
innocent  wife,  banished  from  her  home, 
suffers  agonies  through  her  separation 
from  her  children,  and,  when  one  of  them 
is  dying  (of  any  disease  the  dramatist 
chooses  to  inflict),  disguises  herself  as  a 
nurse  and  attends  it  through  its  dying 
convulsion  until  the  doctor,  who  should 
be  a  serio-comic  character,  and  if  possible 
a  faithful  old  admirer  of  the  lady's, 
simultaneously  announces  the  recovery 
of  the  child  and  the  discovery  of  the 
wife's  innocence,  the  success  of  the  play 
may  be  regarded  as  assured  if  the  writer 
has  any  sort  of  knack  for  his  work. 
Comedy  is  more  difficult,  because  it  re- 
quires a  sense  of  humor  and  a  good  deal 
of  vivacity;  but  the  process  is  essentially 
the  same:  it  is  the  manufacture  of  a  mis- 
understanding. Having  manufactured  it, 
you  place  its  culmination  at  the  end  of 
the  last  act  but  one,  which  is  the  point  at 
which  the  manufacture  of  the  play  be- 
gins. Then  you  make  your  first  act  out  of 
the  necessary  introduction  of  the  char- 
acters to  the  audience,  after  elaborate 
explanations,  mostly  conducted  by  ser- 
vants, solicitors,  and  other  low  life  per- 
sonages (the  principals  must  all  be  dukes 
and  colonels  and  millionaires),  of  how 
the  misunderstanding  is  going  to  come 
about.  Your  last  act  consists,  of  course, 
of  clearing  up  the  misunderstanding,  and 
generally  getting  the  audience  out  of  the 
theatre  as  best  you  can. 

Now  please  do  not  misunderstand  me 
as  pretending  that  this  process  is  so 
mechanical  that  it  offers  no  opportunity 
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for  the  exercise  of  talent.  On  the  contrary, 
it  is  so  mechanical  that  without  very 
conspicuous  talent  nobody  can  make 
much  reputation  by  doing  it,  though  they 
can  and  do  make  a  living  at  it.  And  this 
often  leads  the  cultivated  classes  to  sup- 
pose that  all  plays  are  written  by  authors 
of  talent.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  majority 
of  those  who  in  France  and  England 
make  a  living  by  writing  plays  are  un- 
known and,  as  to  education,  all  but  illit- 
erate. Their  names  are  not  worth  putting 
on  the  playbill,  because  their  audiences 
neither  know  nor  care  who  the  author  is, 
and  often  believe  that  the  actors  impro- 
vise the  whole  piece,  just  as  they  in  fact 
do  sometimes  improvise  die  dialogue.  To 
rise  out  of  this  obscurity  you  must  be 
a  Scribe  or  a  Sardou,  doing  essentially 
the  same  thing,  it  is  true,  but  doing  it 
wittily  and  ingeniously,  at  moments  al- 
most poetically,  and  giving  the  persons  of 
the  drama  some  touches  of  real  observed 
character. 

WHY  THE   CRITICS  ARE   ALWAYS 
WRONG 

Now  it  is  these  strokes  of  talent  that  set 
the  critics  wrong.  For  the  talent,  being  all 
expended  on  the  formula,  at  last  conse- 
crates the  formula  in  the  eyes  of  the  critics. 
Nay,  they  become  so  accustomed  to  the 
formula  that  at  last  they  cannot  relish  or 
understand  a  play  that  has  grown  natur- 
ally, just  as  they  cannot  admire  the  Venus 
of  Milo  because  she  has  neither  a  corset 
nor  high  heeled  shoes.  They  are  like  the 
peasants  who  are  so  accustomed  to  food 
reeking  with  garlic  that  when  food  is 
served  to  them  without  it  they  declare 
that  it  has  no  taste  and  is  not  food  at  all. 

This  is  the  explanation  of  the  refusal  of 
the  critics  of  all  nations  to  accept  great 
original  dramatists  like  Ibsen  and  Brieux 
as  real  dramatists,  or  their  plays  as  real 
plays.  No  writer  of  the  first  order  needs 
the  formula  any  more  than  a  sound  man 
needs  a  crutch.  In  his  simplest  mood, 


when  he  is  only  seeking  to  amuse,  he 
does  not  manufacture  a  plot:  he  tells  a 
story.  He  finds  no  difficulty  in  setting 
people  on  the  stage  to  talk  and  act  in  an 
amusing,  exciting,  or  touching  way.  His 
characters  have  adventures  and  ideas 
which  are  interesting  in  themselves,  and 
need  not  be  fitted  into  the  Chinese  puzzle 
of  a  plot. 

THE   INTERPRETER  OF  LIFE 

But  the  great  dramatist  has  something 
better  to  do  than  to  amuse  either  himself 
or  his  audience.  He  has  to  interpret  life. 
This  sounds  a  mere  pious  phrase  of  liter- 
ary criticism;  but  a  moment's  considera- 
tion will  discover  its  meaning  and  its 
exactitude.  Life  as  it  appears  to  us  in  our 
daily  experience  is  an  unintelligible  chaos 
of  happenings.  You  pass  Othello  in  the 
bazaar  in  Aleppo,  lago  on  the  jetty  in 
Cyprus,  and  Desdemona  in  the  nave  of 
St  Mark's  in  Venice  without  the  slightest 
clue  to  their  relations  to  one  another.  The 
man  you  see  stepping  into  a  chemist's 
shop  to  buy  the  means  of  committing 
murder  or  suicide,  may,  for  all  you  know, 
want  nothing  but  a  liver  pill  or  a  tooth- 
brush. The  statesman  who  has  no  other 
object  than  to  make  you  vote  for  his 
party  at  the  next  election  may  be  starting 
you  on  an  incline  at  the  foot  of  which  lies 
war,  or  revolution,  or  a  smallpox  epi- 
demic, or  five  years  off  your  lifetime.  The 
horrible  murder  of  a  whole  family  by  the 
father  who  finishes  by  killing  himself,  or 
the  driving  of  a  young  girl  on  to  the 
streets,  may  be  the  result  of  your  discharg- 
ing an  employee  in  a  fit  of  temper  a 
month  before.  To  attempt  to  understand 
life  from  merely  looking  on  at  it  as  it 
happens  in  the  streets  is  as  hopeless  as 
trying  to  understand  public  questions  by 
studying  snapshots  of  public  demonstra- 
tions. If  we  possessed  a  series  of  cine- 
matographs of  all  the  executions  during 
the  Reign  of  Terror,  they  might  be 
exhibited  a  thousand  times  without  en- 
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lightening  the  audiences  in  the  least  as  to 
the  meaning  of  the  Revolution:  Robes- 
pierre would  perish  as  "un  monsieur" 
and  Marie  Antoinette  as  "une  femme." 
Life  as  it  occurs  is  senseless:  a  policeman 
may  watch  it  and  work  in  it  for  thirty 
years  in  the  streets  and  courts  of  Paris 
without  learning  as  much  of  it  or  from  it 
as  a  child  or  a  nun  may  learn  from  a  single 
play  by  Brieux.  For  it  is  the  business  of 
Brieux  to  pick  out  the  significant  inci- 
dents from  the  chaos  of  daily  happenings, 
and  arrange  them  so  that  their  relation 
to  one  another  becomes  significant,  thus 
changing  us  from  bewildered  spectators 
of  a  monstrous  confusion  to  men  intelli- 
gently conscious  of  the  world  and  its 
destinies.  This  is  the  highest  function  that 
man  can  perform — the  greatest  work  he 
can  set  his  hand  to;  and  this  is  why  the 
great  dramatists  of  the  world,  from  Euri- 
pides and  Aristophanes  to  Shakespear  and 
Moliere,  and  from  them  to  Ibsen  and 
Brieux,  take  that  majestic  and  pontifical 
rank  which  seems  so  strangely  above  all 
the  reasonable  pretensions  of  mere  stroll- 
ing actors  and  theatrical  authors. 

HOW  THE   GREAT  DRAMATISTS 
TORTURE  THE   PUBLIC 

Now  if  the  critics  are  wrong  in  suppos- 
ing that  the  formula  of  the  well  made  play 
is  not  only  indispensable  in  good  play- 
wrighting,  but  is  actually  the  essence  of 
the  play  itself — if  their  delusion  is  re- 
buked and  confuted  by  the  practice  of 
every  great  dramatist  even  when  he  is 
only  amusing  himself  by  story  telling, 
what  must  happen  to  their  poor  formula 
when  it  impertinently  offers  its  services 
to  a  playwright  who  has  taken  on  his 
supreme  function  as  the  Interpreter  of 
Life?  Not  only  has  he  no  use  for  it;  but 
he  must  attack  and  destroy  it;  for  one  of 
the  very  first  lessons  he  has  to  teach  to  a 
play-ridden  public  is  that  the  romantic 
conventions  on  which  the  formula  pro- 
ceeds are  all  false,  and  are  doing  incal- 


culable harm  in  these  days  when  every- 
body reads  romances  and  goes  to  the 
theatre.  Just  as  the  historian  can  teach  no 
real  history  until  he  has  cured  his  readers 
of  the  romantic  delusion  that  the  great- 
ness of  a  queen  consists  in  her  being  a 
pretty  woman  and  having  her  head  cut 
off;  so  the  playwright  of  the  first  order 
can  do  nothing  with  his  audiences  until 
he  has  cured  them  of  looking  at  the  stage 
through  the  keyhole  and  sniffing  round 
the  theatre  as  prurient  people  sniff  round 
the  divorce  court.  The  cure  is  not  a 
popular  one.  The  public  suffers  from  it 
exactly  as  a  drunkard  or  a  snuff  taker 
suffers  from  an  attempt  to  conquer  the 
habit.  The  critics  especially,  who  are 
forced  by  their  profession  to  indulge 
immoderately  in  plays  adulterated  with 
falsehood  and  vice,  suffer  so  acutely  when 
forced  to  abstain  for  a  whole  evening, 
that  they  hurl  disparagements  and  even 
abuse  and  insult  at  the  merciless  dramatist 
who  is  torturing  them.  To  a  bad  play  of 
the  kind  they  are  accustomed  to  they  can 
be  cruel  through  superciliousness,  irony, 
impatience,  contempt,  or  even  a  Roche- 
foucauldian  pleasure  in  a  friend's  mis- 
fortune. But  the  hatred  provoked  by 
deliberately  inflicted  pain,  the  frantic 
denials  as  of  a  prisoner  at  the  bar  accused 
of  a  disgraceful  crime,  the  clamor  for 
vengeance  thinly  disguised  as  artistic 
justice,  the  suspicion  that  the  dramatist 
is  using  private  information  and  making 
a  personal  attack:  all  these  are  to  be  found 
only  when  the  playwright  is  no  mere 
marchand  de  plaisir,  but,  like  Brieux,  a 
ruthless  revealer  of  hidden  truth  and  a 
mighty  destroyer  of  idols. 

BRIEUX'S  CONQUEST   OF   LONDON 

So  well  does  Brieux  know  this  that  he 
has  written  a  play,  La  Foi,  shewing  how 
terrible  truth  is  to  men,  and  how  false 
religions  (theatrical  romance,  by  the  way, 
is  the  falsest  and  most  fantastically  held  of 
all  the  false  religions)  are  a  necessity  to 
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them.  With  this  play  he  achieved,  for  the 
first  time  on  record,  the  feat  of  winning 
a  success  in  a  fashionable  London  theatre 
with  a  cold-blooded  thesis  play.  Those 
who  witnessed  the  performance  of  False 
Gods  at  His  Majesty's  Theatre  this  year 
were  astonished  to  see  that  exceptionally 
large  theatre  filled  with  strangely  attent- 
ive ordinary  playgoers,  to  whose  cus- 
tomary requirements  and  weaknesses  no 
concession  was  made  for  a  moment  by 
the  playwright.   They  were  getting  a 
lesson  and  nothing  else.  The  same  famous 
acting,  the  same  sumptuous  mise  en  scene, 
had  not  always  saved  other  plays  from 
failure.  There  was  no  enthusiasm:  one 
might  almost  say  there  was  no  enjoyment. 
The  audience  for  once  had  something 
better  to  do  than  to  amuse  themselves. 
The  old  playgoers  and  the  critics,  who, 
on  the  first  night,  had  politely  regretted 
an  inevitable  failure  after  waiting,  like  the 
maturer  ladies  at  the  sack  of  Ismail  in 
Byron's  poem,  for  the  adultery  to  begin, 
asked  one  another  incredulously  whether 
there  could  really  be  money  in  this  sort  of 
thing.  Such  feats  had  been  performed 
before  at  coterie  theatres  where  the  ex- 
penses were  low  and  where  the  plays  were 
seasoned  with  a  good  deal  of  ordinary 
amusing  comedy;  but  in  this  play  there 
was  not  a  jest  from  beginning  to  end; 
and  the  size  of  the  theatre  and  the  ex- 
penses of  production  were  on  a  princely 
scale.  Yet  La  Foi  held  its  own.  The  feat 
was   quite  unprecedented;   and   that  it 
should  have  been  achieved  for  the  first 
time  by  a  Frenchman  is  about  a  million 
times  more  remarkable  than  that  the  first 
man  to  fly  across  the  channel  (the  two 
events  were  almost  simultaneous)  should 
also  have  been  a  Frenchman. 

PARISIAN  STUPIDITY 

And  here  I  must  digress  for  a  moment 
to  remark  that  though  Paris  is  easily  the 
most  prejudiced,  old-fashioned,  obsolete- 
minded  city  in  the  west  of  Europe,  yet 


when  she  produces  great  men  she  cer- 
tainly does  not  do  it  by  halves.  Unfortun- 
ately, there  is  nothing  she  hates  more  than 
a  Frenchman  of  genius.  When  an  Eng- 
lishman says  that  you  have  to  go  back  to 
Michael  Angelo  to  find  a  sculptor  who 
can  be  mentioned  in  the  same  breath  as 
Rodin  without  manifest  absurdity,  the 
Parisians  indignantly  exclaim  that  only 
an  ignorant  foreigner  could  imagine  that 
a  man  who  was  not  a  pupil  at  the  Beaux 
Arts  could  possibly  be  a  sculptor  at 
all.  And  I  have  already  described  how 
they  talk  about  Brieux,  the  only  French 
dramatist  whose  fame  crosses  frontiers 
and  channels,  and  fills  the  continent.  To 
be  quite  frank,  I  cannot  to  this  day  under- 
stand why  they  made  him  an  Academician 
instead  of  starving  him  to  death  and  then 
giving  him  a  statue.  Can  it  be  that  in  his 
early  days,  before  he  could  gain  his  living 
by  the  theatre,  he  wrote  a  spelling  book, 
or  delivered  a  course  of  lectures  on  the 
use  of  pure  line  in  Greek  design?  To 
suppose  that  they  did  it  because  he  is  a 
great  man  is  to  imply  that  they  know 
a  great  Frenchman  when  they  see  him, 
which  is  contrary  to  all  experience.  They 
never  know  until  die  English  tell  them. 

BRIEUX  AND  THE  ENGLISH  THEATRE 

In  England  our  knowledge  of  Brieux 
has  been  delayed  by  the  childishness  of 
our  theatre.  This  childishness  is  by  no 
means  to  be  deplored:  it  means  that  the 
theatre  is  occupied  with  the  elementary 
education  of  the  masses  instead  of  with 
the  higher  education  of  the  classes.  Those 
who  desire  dramatic  performances  of  the 
higher  sort  have  to  provide  for  them- 
selves by  forming  clubs,  hiring  theatres, 
engaging  performers,  and  selecting  plays 
for  themselves.  After  1889,  when  Ibsen 
first  became  known  in  London  through 
A  Doll's  House,  a  succession  of  these 
clubs  kept  what  may  be  called  the  serious 
adult  drama  fitfully  alive  until  1904,  when 
Messrs  Vedrenne  and  Barker  took  the 
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field  with  a  regular  theatrical  enterprise 
devoted  to  this  class  of  work,  and  main- 
tained it  until  the  National  Theatre  pro- 
ject was  set  on  foot,  and  provisional  reper- 
tory schemes  were  announced  by  estab- 
lished commercial  managements.  It  was 
through  one  of  these  clubs,  the  Stage 
Society,  that  Brieux  reached  the  English 
stage  with  his  Bienfaiteurs.  Then  the  first 
two  plays  in  this  volume  were  performed, 
and,  later  on,  Les  Hannetons.  The  first  of 
these  performances  settled  for  us  the 
question  of  Brieux's  rank  among  modern 
playwrights.  After  that  his  Robe  Rouge 
introduced  the  ordinary  playgoers  to  him; 
and  he  is  now  no  longer  one  of  the 
curiosities  of  the  coterie  theatre,  as  even 
Ibsen  to  some  extent  still  is,  but  one  of 
the  conquerors  of  the  general  British 
public. 

THE  CENSORSHIP   IN  FRANCE  AND 
ENGLAND 

Unfortunately,  he  has  not  yet  been  able 
to  conquer  our  detestable,  discredited,  but 
still  all-powerful  Censorship.  In  France  he 
was  attacked  by  the  Censorship  just  as  in 
England;  but  in  France  the  Censorship 
broke  itself  against  him  and  perished.  The 
same  thing  would  probably  have  occurred 
here  but  for  the  fact  that  our  Censor,  by 
a  grotesque  accident  of  history — to  be 
precise,  because  Henry  VIII  began  the 
Censorship  of  the  theatre  by  appointing 
an  officer  of  his  own  household  to  do 
the  work — remains  part  of  the  King's 
retinue;  and  his  abolition  involves  the 
curtailment  of  that  retinue  and  therefore 
the  reduction  of  the  King's  State,  always 
a  very  difficult  and  delicate  matter  in  a 
monarchical  country.  In  France  the  Cen- 
sorship was  exercised  by  the  Minister  of 
Fine  Arts  (a  portfolio  that  does  not  exist 
in  our  Cabinet)  and  was  in  the  hands  of 
two  or  three  examiners  of  plays,  who 
necessarily  behaved  exactly  like  our  Mr 
Red  ford;  for,  as  I  have  so  often  pointed 
out,  the  evils  of  censorship  are  made 


compulsory  by  the  nature  of  the  office, 
and  are  not  really  the  fault  of  the  individ- 
ual Censor.  These  gentlemen,  then,  pro- 
hibited the  performance  of  Brieux's  best 
and  most  useful  plays  just  as  Mr  Redford 
did  here.  But  as  the  French  parliament, 
having  nobody  to  consider  but  them- 
selves and  the  interests  of  the  nation, 
presently  refused  to  vote  the  salaries  of 
the  Censors,  the  institution  died  a  natural 
death.  We  have  no  such  summary  remedy 
here.  Our  Censor's  salary  is  part  of  the 
King's  civil  list,  and  is  therefore  sacred. 
Years  ago,  our  Playgoers'  Club  asked  me 
how  the  Censorship  could  be  abolished.  I 
replied,  to  the  great  scandal  of  that  loyal 
body:  You  must  begin  by  abolishing  the 
monarchy. 

BRIEUX  AND  THE  ENGLISH 
CENSORSHIP 

Nevertheless,  Brieux  has  left  his  mark 
even  on  the  English  Censorship.  This  year 
(1909)  the  prohibition  of  his  plays  was 
one  of  the  strongest  items  in  the  long 
list  of  grievances  by  which  the  English 
playwrights  compelled  the  Government 
to  appoint  a  Select  Committee  of  both 
houses  of  Parliament  to  inquire  into  the 
working  of  the  Censorship.  The  report  of 
that  Committee  admits  the  charge  brought 
against  the  Censor  of  systematically  sup- 
pressing plays  dealing  seriously  with 
social  problems  whilst  allowing  frivolous 
and  even  pornographic  plays  to  pass  un- 
challenged. It  advises  that  the  submission 
of  plays  to  the  Censor  shall  in  future  be 
optional,  though  it  does  not  dare  to  omit 
the  customary  sycophantic  recommenda- 
tion that  the  Lord  Chamberlain  shall  still 
retain  his  privilege  of  licensing  plays;  and 
it  proposes  that  the  authors  and  managers 
of  plays  so  licensed,  though  not  exempt 
from  prosecution,  shall  enjoy  certain  im- 
munities denied  in  the  case  of  unlicensed 
plays.  There  are  many  other  conditions 
which  need  not  be  gone  into  here;  but  to 
a  Frenchman  the  main  fact  that  stands  out 
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is  that  the  accident  which  has  made  the 
Censor  an  officer  of  the  King's  House- 
hold has  prevented  a  parliamentary  com- 
mittee from  recommending  the  abolition 
of  his  control  over  the  theatre  in  a  report 
which  not  only  has  not  a  word  to  say  in 
his  defence,  but  expressly  declares  that  his 
license  affords  the  public  no  guarantee 
that  the  plays  he  approves  are  decent,  and 
that  authors  of  serious  plays  need  protec- 
tion against  his  unenlightened  despotism. 

TABOO 

We  may  therefore  take  it  on  the 
authority  of  the  Select  Committee  that 
the  prohibition  by  the  English  Censorship 
of  the  public  performances  of  the  three 
plays  in  this  book  does  not  afford  the 
smallest  reasonable  ground  for  condemn- 
ing them  as  improper — rather  the  con- 
trary. As  a  matter  of  fact,  most  men,  if 
asked  to  guess  the  passages  to  which  the 
Censor  took  exception,  would  guess 
wrongly.  Certainly  a  Frenchman  would. 
The  reason  is  that  though  in  England  as 
in  France  what  is  called  decency  is  not  a 
reasoned  discrimination  between  what 
needs  to  be  said  and  what  ought  not  to  be 
said,  but  simply  the  observance  of  a  set  of 
taboos,  these  taboos  are  not  the  same  in 
England  as  in  France.  A  Frenchman  of 
scrupulously  correct  behavior  will  some- 
times quite  innocently  make  an  English 
lady  blush  by  mentioning  something  that 
is  unmentionable  in  polite  society  in  Eng- 
land though  quite  mentionable  in  France. 
To  take  a  simple  illustration,  an  English- 
man, when  he  first  visits  France,  is  always 
embarrassed,  and  sometimes  shocked,  on 
finding  that  the  person  in  charge  of  a 
public  lavatory  for  men  is  a  woman.  I 
cannot  give  reciprocal  instances  of  the 
ways  in  which  Englishmen  shock  the 
French  nation,  because  I  am  happily  un- 
conscious of  all  the  cochonneries  of  which 
I  am  no  doubt  guilty  when  I  am  in 
France.  But  that  I  do  occasionally  shock 
the  brave  French  bourgeois  to  the  very 


marrow  of  his  bones  by  my  indelicacy,  I 
have  not  the  smallest  doubt.  There  is  only 
one  epithet  in  universal  use  for  foreigners. 
That  epithet  is  "dirty/* 

THE  ATTITUDE  OF  THE  PEOPLE  TO 
THE  LITERARY  ARTS 

These  differences  between  nation  and 
nation  also  exist  between  class  and  class 
and  between  town  and  country.  I  will 
not  here  go  into  the  vexed  question  of 
whether  the  peasant's  way  of  blowing  his 
nose  or  the  squire's  is  the  more  cleanly 
and  hygienic,  though  my  experience  as  a 
municipal  councillor  of  the  way  in  which 
epidemics  are  spread  by  laundries  make 
me  incline  to  the  side  of  the  peasant. 
What  is  beyond  all  question  is  that  each 
seems  disgusting  to  the  other.  And  when 
we  come  from  physical  facts  to  moral 
views  and  ethical  opinions  we  find  the 
same  antagonism.  To  a  great  section — 
perhaps  the  largest  section — of  the  people 
of  England  and  France,  all  novels,  plays, 
and  songs  are  licentious;  and  the  habit  of 
enjoying  them  is  a  sign  of  a  worthless 
character.  To  these  people  the  distinctions 
made  by  the  literary  classes  between 
books  fit  for  young  girls  to  read  and 
improper  books — between  Paul  and  Vir- 
ginia and  Mademoiselle  de  Maupin  or 
Une  Vie,  between  Mrs  Humphry  Ward 
and  Ouida — have  no  meaning:  all  writers 
of  love  stories  and  all  readers  of  them  are 
alike  shameless.  Cultivated  Paris,  culti- 
vated London,  are  apt  to  overlook  people 
who,  as  they  seldom  read  and  never  write, 
have  no  means  of  making  themselves 
heard.  But  such  simple  people  heavily 
outnumber  the  cultivated;  and  if  they 
could  also  outwit  them,  literature  would 
perish.  Yet  their  intolerance  of  fiction  is 
as  nothing  to  their  intolerance  of  fact.  I 
lately  heard  an  English  gentleman  state 
a  very  simple  fact  in  these  terms:  "I  never 
could  get  on  with  my  mother:  she  did 
not  like  me;  and  I  did  not  like  her:  my 
brother  was  her  pet."  To  an  immense 
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number  of  living  English  and  French 
people  tnis  speech  would  suggest  that  its 
utterer  ought  to  be  burned  alive,  though 
the  substitution  of  stepmother  for  mother 
and  of  half-brother  for  brother  would 
suffice  to  make  it  seem  quite  probable  and 
natural.  And  this,  observe,  not  in  the  least 
because  all  these  horrified  people  adore 
and  are  adored  by  their  mothers,  but 
simply  because  they  have  a  fixed  conven- 
tion that  the  proper  name  of  the  relation 
between  mother  and  son  is  love.  However 
bitter  and  hostile  it  may  in  fact  be  in 
some  cases,  to  call  it  by  any  other  name  is 
a  breach  of  convention;  and  by  the  in- 
stinctive logic  of  timidity  they  infer  that 
a  man  to  whom  convention  is  not  sacred 
is  a  dangerous  man.  To  them  the  ten 
commandments  are  nothing  but  arbitrary 
conventions;  and  the  man  who  says  today 
that  he  does  not  love  his  mother  may, 
they  conclude,  tomorrow  steal,  rob, 
murder,  commit  adultery,  and  bear  false 
witness  against  his  neighbor. 

THE  DREAD   OF  THE   ORIGINAL 
THINKER 

This  is  the  real  secret  of  the  terror 
inspired  by  an  original  thinker.  In  re- 
pudiating convention  he  is  repudiating 
that  on  which  his  neighbors  are  relying 
for  their  sense  of  security.  But  he  is 
usually  also  doing  something  even  more 
unpopular.  He  is  proposing  new  obliga- 
tions to  add  to  the  already  heavy  burden 
of  duty.  When  the  boy  Shelley  elabor- 
ately and  solemnly  cursed  his  father  for 
the  entertainment  of  his  friends,  he  only 
shocked  us.  But  when  the  man  Shelley 
told  us  that  we  should  feed,  clothe,  and 
educate  all  the  children  in  the  country  as 
carefully  as  if  they  were  our  immediate 
own,  we  lost  our  tempers  with  him  and 
deprived  him  of  the  custody  of  his  own 
children. 

It  is  useless  to  complain  that  the  con- 
ventional masses  are  unintelligent.  To 
.begin  with,  they  are  not  unintelligent  ex- 


cept in  the  sense  in  which  all  men  are  un- 
intelligent in  matters  in  which  they  are 
not  experts.  I  object  to  be  called  unin- 
telligent merely  because  I  do  not  know 
enough  about  mechanical  construction  to 
be  able  to  judge  whether  a  motor  car  of 
new  design  is  an  improvement  or  not, 
and  therefore  prefer  to  buy  one  of  the  old 
type  to  which  I  am  accustomed.  The 
brave  bourgeois  whom  Brieux  scandal- 
izes must  not  be  dismissed  with  ridicule 
by  the  man  of  letters  because,  not  being 
an  expert  in  morals,  he  prefers  the  old 
ways  and  mistrusts  the  new.  His  position 
is  a  very  reasonable  one.  He  says,  in 
effect,  "If  I  am  to  enjoy  any  sense  of 
security,  I  must  be  able  to  reckon  on 
other  people  behaving  in  a  certain  ascer- 
tained way.  Never  mind  whether  it  is  the 
ideally  right  way  or  the  ideally  wrong 
way:  it  will  suit  me  well  enough  if  only  it 
is  convenient  and,  above  all,  unmistake- 
able.  Lay  it  down  if  you  like  that  people 
are  not  to  pay  debts  and  are  to  murder 
one  another  whenever  they  get  a  chance. 
In  that  case  I  can  refuse  to  give  credit  and 
can  carry  weapons  and  learn  to  use  them 
to  defend  myself.  On  the  other  hand,  if 
you  settle  that  debts  are  to  be  enforced 
and  the  peace  kept  by  the  police,  I  will 
give  credit  and  renounce  the  practice  of 
arms.  But  the  one  thing  that  I  cannot 
stand  is  not  knowing  what  the  social 
contract  is." 

THE  JUSTIFICATION   OF  CON- 
VENTIONALITY 

It  is  a  cherished  tradition  in  English 
politics  that  at  a  meeting  of  Lord  Mel- 
bourne's Cabinet  in  the  early  days  of 
Queen  Victoria,  the  Prime  Minister, 
when  the  meeting  threatened  to  break  up 
in  confusion,  put  his  back  to  the  door  and 
said,  in  the  cynically  profane  manner  then 
fashionable:  "Gentlemen:  we  can  tell  the 
House  the  truth  or  we  can  tell  it  a  lie:  I 
do  not  care  a  damn  which.  All  I  insist  on 
is  that  we  shall  all  tell  the  same  lie;  and 
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you  shall  not  leave  the  room  until  you 
have  settled  what  it  is  to  be."  Just  so  does 
the  bourgeois  perceive  that  the  essential 
thing  is  not  whether  a  convention  is  right 
or  wrong,  but  that  everybody  shall  know 
what  it  is  and  observe  it.  His  cry  is 
always:  "I  want  to  know  where  I  stand." 
Tell  him  what  he  may  do  and  what  he 
may  not  do;  and  make  him  feel  that  he 
may  depend  on  other  people  doing  or  not 
doing  the  same;  and  he  feels  secure, 
knowing  where  he  stands  and  where 
other  people  stand.  His  dread  and  hatred 
of  revolutions  and  heresies  and  men  with 
original  ideas  is  his  dread  of  disorienta- 
tion  and  insecurity.  Those  who  have  felt 
earthquakes  assure  us  that  there  is  no 
terror  like  the  terror  of  the  earth  swaying 
under  the  feet  that  have  always  depended 
on  it  as  the  one  immovable  thing  in  the 
world.  That  is  just  how  the  ordinary 
respectable  man  feels  when  some  man  of 
genius  rocks  the  moral  ground  beneath 
him  by  denying  the  validity  of  a  conven- 
tion. The  popular  phrases  by  which  such 
innovators  are  described  are  always  of  the 
same  kind.  The  early  Christians  were 
called  men  who  wished  to  turn  the  world 
upside  down.  The  modern  critics  of 
morals  are  reproached  for  "standing  on 
their  heads."  There  is  no  pretence  of 
argument,  or  of  any  understanding  of  the 
proposals  of  the  reformers:  there  is  simply 
panic  and  a  demand  for  suppression  at  all 
costs.  The  reformer  is  not  forbidden  to 
advance  this  or  that  definite  opinion, 
because  his  assailants  are  too  frightened 
to  know  or  care  what  his  opinions  are:  he 
is  forbidden  simply  to  speak  in  an  un- 
usual way  about  morals  and  religion,  or 
to  mention  any  subject  that  is  not  usually 
mentioned  in  public. 

This  is  the  terror  which  the  English 
Censorship,  like  all  other  Censorships, 
gives  effect  to.  It  explains  what  puzzles 
most  observers  of  the  Censorship  so 
much:  namely,  its  scandalous  laxity  to- 
wards and  positive  encouragement  of  the 


familiar  and  customary  pornographic  side 
of  theatrical  art  simultaneously  with  its 
intolerance  of  the  higher  drama,  which  is 
always  unconventional  and  superbour- 
geois  in  its  ethics.  To  illustrate,  let  me 
cite  the  point  on  which  the  English  Cen- 
sorship came  into  conflict  with  Brieux, 
when  Les  Hannetons  was  first  performed 
by  the  Stage  Society. 

WHY  LES  HANNETONS  WAS  CENSORED 

Les  Hannetons  is  a  very  powerful  and 
convincing  demonstration  of  the  delusive- 
ness of  that  sort  of  freedom  which  men 
try  to  secure  by  refusing  to  marry,  and 
living  with  a  mistress  instead.  The  play  is 
a  comedy:  the  audience  laughs  through- 
out; but  the  most  dissolute  man  present 
leaves  the  theatre  convinced  that  the  un- 
fortunate hero  had  better  have  been 
married  ten  times  over  than  fallen  into 
such  bondage  as  his  liaison  has  landed 
him  in.  To  witness  a  performance  might 
very  wisely  be  made  part  of  the  curri- 
culum of  every  university  college  and 
polytechnic  in  the  country. 

Now  those  who  do  not  know  the  ways 
of  the  Censorship  may  jump  to  the  con- 
clusion that  the  objection  of  the  Censor 
was  to  the  exhibition  on  the  stage  of  two 
persons  living  together  in  immoral  rela- 
tions. They  would  be  greatly  mistaken. 
The  Censor  made  no  difficulty  whatever 
about  that.  Even  the  funny  but  ruthless 
scene  where  the  woman  cajoles  the  man 
by  kissing  him  on  a  certain  susceptible 
spot  on  his  neck — a  scene  from  which 
our  shamed  conscience  shrinks  as  from 
a  branding  iron — was  licensed  without 
a  word  of  remonstrance.  But  there  is  a 
searching  passage  in  the  play  where  the 
woman  confesses  to  a  girl  friend  that  one 
of  the  lies  by  which  she  induced  the  man 
to  enter  into  relations  with  her  was  that 
he  was  not  her  first  lover.  The  friend  is 
simple  enough  to  express  surprise,  think- 
ing that  this,  far  from  being  an  induce- 
ment, would  have  roused  jealousy  and 
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disgust.  The  woman  replies  that,  on  the 
contrary,  no  man  likes  to  face  the  respon- 
sibility of  tempting  a  girl  to  her  first  step 
from  the  beaten  path,  and  that  girls  take 
care  accordingly  not  to  let  them  know  it. 
This  is  one  of  those  terrible  stripping 
strokes  by  which  a  master  of  realism 
suddenly  exposes  a  social  sore  which  has 
been  plastered  over  with  sentimental 
nonsense  about  erring  Magdalens,  vicious 
nonsense  about  gaiety,  or  simply  prudish 
silence.  No  young  man  or  young  woman 
hearing  it,  however  anarchical  their  opin- 
ions may  be  as  to  sexual  conduct,  can 
possibly  imagine  afterwards  that  the 
relation  between  "les  hannetons"  is 
honest,  charming,  sentimentally  interest- 
ing, or  pardonable  by  the  self-respect 
of  either.  It  is  felt  instinctively  to  have 
something  fundamentally  dishonorable 
in  it,  in  spite  of  the  innocence  of  the 
natural  affection  of  the  pair  for  one 
another.  Yet  this  is  precisely  the  passage 
that  the  Censor  refused  to  pass.  All  the 
rest  was  duly  licensed.  The  exhibition  of 
the  pretty,  scheming,  lying,  sensual  girl 
fixing  herself  with  triumphant  success  on 
the  meanly  prudent  sensual  man,  and 
having  what  many  women  would  con- 
sider rather  a  good  time  of  it,  was  allowed 
and  encouraged  by  the  court  certificate 
of  propriety.  But  the  deadly  touch  that 
made  it  impossible  for  even  the  most 
thoughtless  pair  in  the  audience  to  go 
and  do  likewise  without  loathing  them- 
selves, was  forbidden. 

MISADVENTURE   OF  A  FRENCHMAN  IN 
WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 

In  short,  the  censorship  did  what  it 
always  does:  it  left  the  poison  on  the 
table  and  carefully  locked  up  the  antidote. 
And  it  did  this,  not  from  a  fiendish  design 
to  destroy  the  souls  of  the  people,  but 
simply  because  the  passage  involved  a 
reference  by  a  girl  to  her  virginity,  which 
is  unusual  and  therefore  tabooed.  The 
Censor  never  troubled  himself  as  to  the 


meaning  or  effect  of  the  passage.  It  repre- 
sented the  woman  as  doing  an  unusual 
tiling:  therefore  a  dangerous,  possibly 
subversive  thing.  In  England,  when  we 
are  scandalized  and  can  give  no  direct 
reason  why,  we  exclaim  "What  next?" 
That  is  the  continual  cry  of  the  Censor's 
soul.  If  a  girl  may  refer  to  her  virginity  on 
the  stage,  what  may  she  not  refer  to?  This 
instinctive  regard  to  consequences  was 
once  impressed  painfully  on  a  pious 
Frenchman  who,  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
knelt  down  to  pray.  The  verger,  who  had 
never  seen  such  a  thing  happen  before, 
promptly  handed  him  over  to  the  police 
and  charged  him  with  "brawling."  For- 
tunately, the  magistrate  had  compassion 
on  the  foreigner's  ignorance;  and  even 
went  the  length  of  asking  why  he  should 
not  be  allowed  to  pray  in  church.  The 
reply  of  the  verger  was  simple  and  ob- 
vious. "If  we  allowed  that,"  he  said,  "we 
should  have  people  praying  all  over  the 
place."  And  to  this  day  the  rule  in  West- 
minster Abbey  is  that  you  may  stroll 
about  and  look  at  the  monuments;  but 
you  must  not  on  any  account  pray.  Simi- 
larly, on  the  stage  you  may  represent 
murder,  gluttony,  sexual  vice,  and  all  the 
crimes  in  the  calendar  and  out  of  it;  but 
you  must  not  say  anything  unusual  about 
them. 

MARRIAGE  AND   MALTHUS 

If  Brieux  found  himself  blocked  by  the 
Censorship  when  he  was  exposing  the 
vice  of  illicit  unions,  it  will  surprise  no 
one  to  learn  that  his  far  more  urgently 
needed  exposures  of  the  intemperance 
and  corruption  of  marriage  itself  was 
fiercely  banned.  The  vulgar,  and  conse- 
quently the  official,  view  of  marriage  is 
that  it  hallows  all  the  sexual  relations  of 
the  parties  to  it.  That  it  may  mask  all  the 
vices  of  the  coarsest  libertinage  with 
added  elements  of  slavery  and  cruelty  has 
always  been  true  to  some  extent;  but 
during  the  last  forty  years  it  has  become 
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so  serious  a  matter  that  conscientious 
dramatists  have  to  vivisect  legal  unions  as 
ruthlessly  as  illegal  ones.  For  it  happens 
that  just  about  forty  years  ago  the  propa- 
ganda of  Neo-Malthusianism  changed  the 
bearing  of  children  from  an  involuntary 
condition  of  marriage  to  a  voluntary  one. 
From  the  moment  this  momentous  dis- 
covery was  made,  childless  marriage 
became  available  to  male  voluptuaries  as 
the  cheapest  way  of  keeping  a  mistress, 
and  to  female  ones  as  the  most  convenient 
and  respectable  way  of  being  kept  in  idle 
luxury  by  a  man.  The  effects  of  this  have 
already  been  startling,  and  will  yet  be 
revolutionary  as  far  as  marriage  is  con- 
cerned, both  in  law  and  custom.  The 
work  of  keeping  the  populations  of 
Europe  replenished  received  a  sudden 
check,  amounting  in  France  and  Eng- 
land to  a  threat  of  actual  retrogression. 
The  appointment  of  a  Royal  Commis- 
sion to  inquire  into  the  decline  of  the 
birthrate  in  the  very  sections  of  the  popu- 
lation which  most  need  to  be  maintained, 
is  probably  not  very  far  off:  the  more  far- 
seeing  of  those  who  know  the  facts  have 
prophesied  such  a  step  for  a  long  time 
past.  The  expectation  of  the  Neo-Mal- 
thusians  that  the  regulation  of  births  in 
our  families  would  give  the  fewer  chil- 
dren born  a  better  chance  of  survival  in 
greater  numbers  and  in  fuller  health  and 
efficiency  than  the  children  of  the  old 
unrestricted  families  and  of  the  mother 
exhausted  by  excessive  childbearing  has 
no  doubt  been  fulfilled  in  some  cases;  but, 
on  the  whole,  artificial  sterility  seems  to 
be  beating  natural  fertility;  for  as  far  as 
can  be  judged  by  certain  sectional  but 
typical  private  censuses,  the  average 
number  of  children  produced  is  being 
dragged  down  to  one  and  a  half  per 
family  by  the  large  proportion  of  inten- 
tionally childless  marriages,  and  the 
heavy  pressure  of  the  cost  of  private 
childbearing  on  the  scanty  incomes  of  the 
masses. 


That  this  will  force  us  to  a  libereJ 
State  endowment  of  parentage,  direct  or 
indirect,  is  not  now  doubted  by  people 
who  understand  the  problem:  in  fact,  as  I 
write,  the  first  open  step  has  already  been 
taken  by  the  Government's  proposal  to 
exempt  parents  from  the  full  burden  of 
taxation  borne  by  the  childless.  There 
has  also  begun  a  change  in  public  opinion 
as  to  the  open  abuse  of  marriage  as  a 
mere  means  by  which  any  pair  can  pro- 
cure a  certificate  of  respectability  by  pay- 
ing for  it,  which  may  quite  possibly  end 
in  the  disuse  of  the  ceremony  for  all 
except  fertile  unions.  From  the  point  of 
view  of  the  Church,  it  is  a  manifest  pro- 
fanation that  couples  whose  only  aim  is. 
a  comfortable  domesticity  should  obtain 
for  it  the  sacrament  of  religious  marriage 
on  pretence  of  unselfish  and  publicly 
important  purposes  which  they  have  not 
the  smallest  intention  of  carrying  out. 
From  the  secular  point  of  view  there  is 
no  reason  why  couples  who  do  not  in- 
tend to  have  children  should  be  allowed 
to  enslave  one  another  by  all  the  com- 
plicated legal  restrictions  of  their  liberty 
and  property  which  are  attached  to 
marriage  solely  to  secure  the  responsi- 
bility of  parents  to  the  State  for  their 
children. 

BRIEUX  AND   THE   RESPECTABLE 
MARRIED   MAN 

All  these  by  no  means  remote  pros- 
pects, familiar  though  they  are  to  the 
statesman  and  sociologist,  are  amazing 
to  the  bourgeois  even  when  he  is  person- 
ally implicated  in  the  change  of  practice 
that  is  creating  the  necessity  for  a  change 
in  law  and  in  opinions.  He  has  changed 
his  practice  privately,  without  talking 
about  it  except  in  secret,  or  in  passages  of 
unprintable  Rabelaisian  jocosity  with  his 
friends;  and  he  is  not  only  unable  to  see 
why  anyone  else  should  talk  publicly 
about  the  change,  but  terrified  lest  what 
he  is  doing  furtively  and  hypocritically 
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should  be  suddenly  dragged  into  the 
light,  and  his  own  case  recorded,  per- 
haps, in  public  statistics  in  support  of 
innovations  which  vaguely  suggest  to 
him  the  destruction  of  morals  and  the 
break-up  of  the  family.  But  both  his  pru- 
deries and  his  terrors  must  give  way 
before  the  absolute  necessity  for  re- 
examining  the  foundations  of  our  social 
structure  after  the  shock  they  have  re- 
ceived from  the  discovery  of  artificial 
sterilization,  and  their  readjustment  to 
the  new  strains  they  have  to  bear  as  a 
consequence  of  that  discovery. 

Tolstoy,  with  his  Kreutzer  Sonata, 
was  the  first  to  carry  the  war  into  the 
enemy's  country  by  shewing  that  mar- 
riage intensified  instead  of  eliminating 
every  element  of  evil  in  sensual  relations; 
but  Brieux  was  the  first  dramatist  to  see 
not  only  the  hard  facts  of  the  situation, 
but  its  political  importance.  He  has  seen 
in  particular  that  a  new  issue  has  arisen 
in  that  eternal  conflict  of  the  sexes  which 
is  created  by  the  huge  difference  between 
the  transient  pleasure  of  the  man  and  the 
prolonged  suffering  of  the  woman  in 
maintaining  the  population.  Malthusi- 
anism,  when  it  passed  from  being  the 
speculation  of  an  economist  to  being  the 
ardent  faith  of  a  devoted  band  of  propa- 
gandists, touched  our  feelings  mainly  as 
a  protest  against  the  burden  of  excessive 
childbearing  imposed  on  married  women. 
It  was  not  then  foreseen  that  the  triumph 
of  the  propaganda  might  impose  a  still 
worse  burden  on  them:  the  burden  of 
enforced  sterility.  Before  Malthus  was 
born,  cases  were  familiar  enough  in 
which  wives  who  had  borne  two  or 
three  children  as  an  inevitable  conse- 
quence of  their  conjugal  relations  had 
thereupon  rebelled  against  further  travail 
and  discontinued  the  relations  by  such  a 
lesolute  assertion  of  selfishness  as  is  not 
easy  to  an  amiable  woman  and  practically 
not  possible  to  a  loving  or  a  jealous  wife. 
But  the  case  of  a  man  refusing  to  fulfil 


his  parental  function  and  thereby  denying 
the  right  of  his  wife  to  motherhood  was 
unknown.  Yet  it  immediately  and  in- 
evitably arose  the  moment  men  became 
possessed  of  the  means  of  doing  this 
without  self-denial.  A  wife  could  thus  be 
put  in  a  position  intolerable  to  a  woman 
of  honor  as  distinguished  from  a  frank 
voluptuary.  She  could  be  condemned  to 
barren  bodily  slavery  without  remedy. 
To  keep  silence  about  so  monstrous  a 
wrong  as  this  merely  because  the  subject 
is  a  tabooed  one  was  not  possible  to 
Brieux.  Censorship  or  no  Censorship,  it 
had  to  be  said,  and  indeed  shouted  from 
the  housetops  if  nothing  else  would  make 
people  attend,  that  this  infamy  existed 
and  must  be  remedied.  And  Brieux 
touched  the  evil  at  its  worst  spot  :n  that 
section  of  the  middle  class  in  which  the 
need  for  pecuniary  prudence  has  almost 
swallowed  up  every  more  human  feeling. 
In  this  most  wretched  of  all  classes  there 
is  no  employment  for  women  except  the 
employment  of  wife  and  mother,  and  no 
provision  for  women  without  employ- 
ment. The  fathers  are  too  poor  to  provide. 
The  daughter  must  marry  whom  she  can 
get:  if  the  first  chance,  which  she  dares 
not  refuse,  is  not  that  of  a  man  whom  she 
positively  dislikes,  she  may  consider  her- 
self fortunate.  Her  real  hope  of  affection 
and  self-respect  lies  in  her  children.  And 
yet  she  above  all  women  is  subject  to  the 
danger  that  the  dread  of  poverty  which  is 
the  ruling  factor  in  her  husband's  world 
may  induce  him  to  deny  her  right  and 
frustrate  her  function  of  motherhood, 
using  her  simply  as  a  housekeeper  and  a 
mistress  without  paying  her  the  market 
price  of  such  luxuries  or  forfeiting  his 
respectability.  To  make  us  understand 
what  this  horror  means,  Brieux  wrote 
Les  Trois  Filles  de  Monsieur  Dupont, 
or,  in  equivalent  English,  The  Three 
Daughters  of  Mr  Smith.  Mr  Smith,  in 
the  person  of  the  Censor,  immediately 
shrieked  "You  must  not  mention  such 
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things.1'  Mr  Smith  was  wrong:  they  are 
just  the  things  that  must  be  mentioned, 
and  mentioned  again  and  yet  again,  until 
they  are  set  right.  Surely,  of  all  the  an- 
omalies of  our  marriage  law,  there  is 
nothing  more  mischievously  absurd  than 
that  a  woman  can  divorce  a  man  for  in- 
voluntary, but  not  for  voluntary  sterility. 
And  a  man  cannot  divorce  a  woman  for 
sterility  at  all,  although  she  now  has  the 
same  power  as  he  of  frustrating  the 
public  purpose  of  all  marriages. 

BRIEUX   SHEWS  THE   OTHER   SIDE 

But  Brieux  is  not,  as  the  ordinary  man 
mostly  is,  a  mere  reactionist  against  the 
latest  oversights  and  mistakes,  becoming 
an  atheist  at  every  flaw  discovered  in 
popular  theology,  and  recoiling  into  the 
grossest  superstition  when  some  Jesuit 
who  happens  by  exception  to  be  a  clever 
and  subtle  man  (about  the  last  thing,  by 
the  way,  that  a  real  live  Jesuit  ever  is) 
shews  him  that  popular  atheism  is  only 
theology  without  mind  or  purpose.  The 
ordinary  man,  when  Brieux  makes  him 
aware  of  the  fact  that  Malthusianism  has 
produced  an  unexpected  and  revolting 
situation,  instantly  conceives  a  violent 
prejudice  against  it,  pointing  to  the  de- 
clining population  as  evidence  that  it  is 
bringing  ruin  on  the  human  race,  and 
clamoring  for  the  return  of  the  conjugal 
morality  of  his  grandmother,  as  Theo- 
dore Roosevelt  did  when  he  was  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States  of  America.  It 
therefore  became  necessary  for  Brieux  to 
head  him  off  in  his  frantic  flight  by  writ- 
ing another  play,  Maternity,  to  remind 
him  of  the  case  of  Malthusianism,  and  to 
warn  him — if  he  is  capable  of  the  warn- 
ing— that  progress  is  not  achieved  by 
panic-stricken  rushes  back  and  forward 
between  one  folly  and  another,  but  by 
sifting  all  movements  and  adding  what 
survives  the  sifting  to  the  fabric  of  our 
morality.  For  the  fact  that  Malthusianism 
has  made  new  crimes  possible  should  not 


discredit  it,  and  cannot  stop  it,  because 
every  step  gained  by  man  in  his  continu- 
ous effort  to  control  Nature  necessarily 
does  the  same.  Flying,  for  instance,  which 
has  become  practical  as  a  general  human 
art  for  the  first  time  this  year,  is  capable 
of  such  alarming  abuse  that  we  are  on  the 
eve  of  a  clamor  for  its  restriction,  and 
even  for  its  prohibition,  that  will  speedily 
make  the  present  clamor  against  motor 
cars  as  completely  forgotten  as  the  clamor 
against  bicycles  was  when  motor  cars 
appeared.  But  the  motor  car  cannot  be 
suppressed:  it  is  improving  our  roads,  im- 
proving the  manners  and  screwing  up 
the  capacity  and  conduct  of  all  who  use 
them,  improving  our  regulation  of  traffic, 
improving  both  locomotion  and  char- 
acter as  every  victory  over  Nature  finally 
improves  the  world  and  the  race.  Mal- 
thusianism is  no  exception  to  the  rule: 
its  obvious  abuses,  and  the  new  need  for 
protecting  marriage  from  being  made  a 
mere  charter  of  libertinage  and  slavery 
by  its  means,  must  be  dealt  with  by  im- 
provements in  conduct  and  law,  and  not 
by  a  hopeless  attempt  to  turn  the  clock 
back  to  the  time  of  Mrs  Gamp.  The 
tyranny  which  denies  to  the  wife  the 
right  to  become  a  mother  has  become 
possible  through  the  discovery  of  the 
means  of  escape  from  the  no  less  unbear- 
able tyranny  which  compelled  her  to  set 
another  child  at  the  table  round  which 
those  she  had  already  borne  were  starving 
because  there  was  not  enough  food  for 
them.  When  the  French  Government, 
like  Colonel  Roosevelt,  could  think  of 
no  better  cure  for  the  new  tyranny  than  a 
revival  of  the  old,  Brieux  added  a  play  on 
the  old  tyranny  to  his  play  on  the  new 
tyranny. 

This  is  the  explanation  of  what  stupid 
people  call  the  inconsistencies  of  those 
modern  dramatists  who,  like  Ibsen  and 
Brieux,  are  prophets  as  well  as  play- 
wrights. Ibsen  did  not  write  The  Wild 
Duck  to  ridicule  the  lesson  he  had  al- 
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ready  taught  in  Pillars  of  Society  and  An 
Enemy  of  the  People:  he  did  it  to  head 
off  his  disciples  when,  in  their  stampede 
from  idealism,  they  forgot  the  need  of 
ideals  and  illusions  to  men  not  strong 
enough  to  bear  the  truth.  Brieux's  La  Foi 
has  virtually  the  same  theme.  It  is  not  an 
ultramontane  tract  to  defend  the  Church 
against  the  sceptic.  It  is  a  solemn  warn- 
ing that  you  have  not,  as  so  many  modern 
sceptics  assume,  disposed  of  the  doctrine 
when  you  have  proved  that  it  is  false. 
The  miracle  of  St  Januarius  is  worked, 
not  by  men  who  believe  in  it,  but  by  men 
who  know  it  to  be  a  trick,  but  know  also 
that  men  cannot  be  governed  by  the 
truth  unless  they  are  capable  of  the  truth, 
and  yet  must  be  governed  somehow, 
truth  or  no  truth.  Maternity  and  The 
Three  Daughters  of  Mr  Smith  are  not 
contradictory:  they  are  complementary, 
like  An  Enemy  of  the  People  and  The 
Wild  Duck.  I  myself  have  had  to  intro- 
duce into  one  of  my  plays  a  scene  in 
which  a  young  man  defends  his  vices  on 
the  ground  that  he  is  one  of  my  disciples. 
I  did  so  because  the  incident  had  actually 
occurred  in  a  criminal  court,  where  a 
young  prisoner  gave  the  same  reason  and 
was  sentenced  to  six  months  imprison- 
ment, less,  I  fear,  for  the  offence  than  for 
the  attempt  to  justify  it. 

THE  MOST  UNMENTIONABLE   OF  ALL 
SUBJECTS 

Finally,  Brieux  attacked  the  most  un- 
mentionable subject  of  all:  the  subject  of 
the  diseases  that  dog  profligacy  in  great 
cities  and  undermine  high  civilizations. 
The  conspiracy  of  silence  in  this  matter 
has  long  been  intolerable  to  those  who 
know  the  situation.  It  has  not  yet  been 
generally  realized  that  a  startling  change 
in  the  urgency  of  the  question  has  been 
produced  by  recent  advances  in  patho- 
logy. Briefly  stated,  the  facts  of  the 
change  are  as  follows.  In  the  boyhood  of 
those  of  us  who  are  now  of  middle  age, 


the  diseases  in  question  were  known  as 
mainly  of  two  kinds.  One,  admittedly 
very  common,  was  considered  transient, 
easily  curable,  harmless  to  future  genera- 
tions, and,  to  everyone  but  the  sufferer, 
dismissible  as  a  ludicrous  incident.  The 
other  was  admittedly  one  of  the  most 
formidable  scourges  of  mankind,  capable 
at  its  worst  of  hideous  disfigurement  and 
ruinous  hereditary  transmission,  but  not 
at  all  so  common  as  the  more  trifling 
ailment,  and  fortunately  shewing  signs 
of  dying  out  like  typhus  or  plague.  That 
is  the  belief  still  entertained  by  the  elderly 
section  of  the  community  and  those 
whom  it  has  instructed. 

This  easy-going  estimate  of  the  situ- 
ation was  alarmingly  upset  in  1879  by 
Neisser's  investigation  of  the  supposedly 
lighter  form  of  the  disease,  and  the  asso- 
ciation with  it  of  a  newly  discovered 
micro-organism  called  the  gonococcus, 
a  pathogenic  germ  of  appalling  malignity. 
It  is  said  to  be  the  commonest  cause  of 
blindness:  it  is  transmitted  from  father 
to  mother,  from  mother  to  child,  from 
child  to  nurse,  producing  evils  from 
which  the  individual  attacked  never  gets 
securely  free.  A  marriage  contracted  by 
a  person  actively  affected  in  this  way  is 
perhaps  the  worst  crime  that  can  be 
committed  in  a  civilized  community  with 
legal  impunity.  The  danger  of  becoming 
the  victim  of  such  a  crime  is  the  worst 
danger  that  lurks  in  marriage  for  men 
and  women,  and  in  domestic  service  for 
nurses.  And  this  affection,  remember,  is 
not  the  comparatively  rare  and  receding 
scourge  which  used  to  be  dreaded,  but 
the  frightfully  common  one  of  which  all 
the  men  over  forty  now  living  were 
taught  to  make  light. 

Stupid  people  who  are  forced  by  these 
facts  to  admit  that  the  simple  taboo 
which  forbids  the  subject  to  be  mentioned 
at  all  is  ruinous,  still  fall  back  on  the  plea 
that  though  the  public  ought  to  be  warned, 
the  theatre  is  not  the  proper  place  for  the 
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warning.  When  we  ask  them  "What, 
then,  is  the  proper  place?"  they  plead 
that  the  proper  place  is  out  of  hearing  of 
the  general  public:  that  is,  not  in  a  school, 
not  in  a  church,  not  in  a  newspaper,  not  in 
a  public  meeting,  but  in  medical  text- 
books which  are  read  only  by  medical 
students.  This,  of  course,  is  the  taboo 
over  again,  only  sufficiently  ashamed  of 
itself  to  resort  to  subterfuge.  The  com- 
mon sense  of  the  matter  is  that  a  public 
danger  needs  a  public  warning;  and  the 
more  public  the  place  the  more  effective 
the  warning.  But  beyond  this  general 
consideration  there  is  a  special  need  for 
the  warning  in  die  theatre. 

WHY  THE  UNMENTIONABLE  MUST  BE 
MENTIONED 

The  best  friends  of  the  theatre  cannot 
deny,  and  need  not  seek  to  deny,  that  a 
considerable  proportion  of  our  theatrical 
entertainments  stimulate  the  sexual  in- 
stincts of  the  spectators.  Indeed  this  is  so 
commonly  the  case  that  the  play  which 
contains  no  sexual  appeal  is  quite  openly 
and  commonly  written  of,  even  by  pro- 
fessional critics  of  high  standing,  as 
being  "undramatic,"  or  "not  a  play  at  all." 
This  is  the  basis  of  the  prejudices  against 
the  theatre  shewn  by  that  section  of 
English  society  in  which  sex  is  regarded 
as  original  sin,  and  the  theatre,  conse- 
quently, as  the  gate  of  hell.  The  pre- 
judice is  thoughtless:  sex  is  a  necessary 
and  healthy  instinct;  and  its  nurture  and 
education  is  one  of  the  most  important 
uses  of  all  art,  and,  for  the  present  at  all 
events,  the  chief  use  of  the  theatre. 

Now  it  may  be  an  open  question 
whether  the  theatre  has  proved  itself 
worthy  of  being  entrusted  with  so  serious 
a  function.  I  can  conceive  a  community 
passing  a  law  forbidding  dramatic  authors 
to  deal  with  sex  as  a  motive  at  all.  Al- 
though such  a  law  would  consign  the 
great  bulk  of  existing  dramatic  literature 
to  the  waste  paper  basket,  it  would 


neither  destroy  it  wholly  nor  paralyze  all 
future  playwrights.  The  bowdlerization 
of  Moliere  and  Shakespear  on  the  basis 
of  such  a  law  would  leave  a  surprising 
quantity  of  their  work  intact.  The  novels 
of  Dickens  and  his  contemporaries  are 
before  us  to  prove  how  independent  the 
imaginative  writer  is  of  the  theme  so 
often  assumed  to  be  indispensable  in 
fiction.  The  works  in  which  it  is  dragged 
in  by  the  ears  on  this  false  assumption 
are  far  more  numerous  than  the  tales  and 
plays — Manon  Lescaut  is  an  example — 
of  which  it  forms  the  entire  substance. 
Just  as  the  European  dramatist  is  able 
to  write  plays  without  introducing  an 
accouchement,  which  is  regarded  as 
indispensable  in  all  sympathetic  Chinese 
plays,  he  can,  if  he  is  put  to  it,  dispense 
with  any  theme  that  law  or  custom  could 
conceivably  forbid,  and  still  find  himself 
rich  in  dramatic  material.  Let  us  grant 
therefore  that  love  might  be  ruled  out  by 
a  written  law  as  effectually  as  cholera  is 
ruled  out  by  an  unwritten  one  without 
utterly  ruining  the  theatre. 

But  what  is  none  the  less  beyond  all 
question  by  any  reasonable  and  thought- 
ful person  is  that  if  we  tolerate  any 
subject  on  the  stage  we  must  not  tolerate 
it  by  halves.  It  may  be  questioned 
whether  we  should  allow  war  on  the 
stage;  but  it  cannot  sanely  be  questioned 
that,  if  we  do,  we  must  allow  its  horrors 
to  be  represented  as  well  as  its  glories. 
Destruction  and  murder,  pestilence  and 
famine,  demoralization  and  cruelty,  rob- 
bery and  jobbery,  must  be  allowed  to 
contend  with  patriotism  and  military 
heroism  on  the  boards  as  they  do  in 
actual  war:  otherwise  the  stage  might 
inflame  national  hatreds  and  lead  to  their 
gratification  with  a  recklessness  that 
would  make  a  cockpit  of  Europe.  Again, 
if  unscrupulous  authors  are  to  be  allowed 
to  make  the  stage  a  parade  of  champagne 
bottles,  syphons,  and  tantaluses,  scrupu- 
lous ones  must  be  allowed  to  write  such 
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plays  as  L'Assommoir,  which  has,  as  a 
matter  of  simple  fact,  effectively  deterred 
many  young  men  from  drunkenness. 
Nobody  disputes  the  reasonableness  of 
this  freedom  to  present  both  sides.  But 
when  we  come  to  sex,  the  taboo  steps  in, 
with  the  result  that  all  the  allurements  of 
sex  may  be  exhibited  on  the  stage  height- 
ened by  every  artifice  that  the  imagination 
of  the  voluptuary  can  devize,  but  not  one 
of  its  dangers  and  penalties.  You  may 
exhibit  seduction  on  the  stage:  but  you 
must  not  even  mention  illegitimate  con- 
ception and  criminal  abortion.  We  may, 
and  do,  parade  prostitution  to  the  point 
of  intoxicating  every  young  person  in 
die  theatre:  yet  no  young  person  may  hear 
a  word  as  to  the  diseases  that  follow 
prostitution  and  avenge  the  prostitute  to 
the  third  and  fourth  generation  of  them 
that  buy  her.  Our  shops  and  business 
offices  are  full  of  young  men  living  in 
lonely  lodgings,  whose  only  artistic  re- 
creation is  the  theatre.  In  theatre  we 
practise  upon  them  every  art  that  can 
make  their  loneliness  intolerable  and 
heighten  the  charm  of  the  bait  in  the 
snares  of  the  street  as  they  go  home.  But 
when  a  dramatist  is  enlightened  enough 
to  understand  the  danger,  and  sympa- 
thetic enough  to  come  to  the  rescue  with 
a  play  to  expose  the  snare  and  warn  the 
victim,  we  forbid  the  manager  to  per- 
form it  on  pain  of  ruin,  and  denounce  the 
author  as  a  corrupter  of  morals.  One 
hardly  knows  whether  to  laugh  or  cry  at 
such  perverse  stupidity. 

BRIEUX  AND  VOLTAIRE 

It  is  a  noteworthy  fact  that  when 
Brieux  wrote  Les  Avaries  (Damaged 
Goods)  his  experience  with  it  recalled  in 
one  particular  that  of  Voltaire. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Voltaire, 
whose  religious  opinions  were  almost 
exactly  those  of  most  English  Noncon- 
formists today,  took  refuge  from  the  Es- 
tablished Church  of  France  near  Geneva, 


the  city  of  Calvin,  where  he  established 
himself  as  the  first  and  the  greatest  of 
modern  Nonconformist  philanthropists. 
The  Genevese  ministers  found  his  theo- 
logy so  much  to  their  taste  that  they 
were  prevented  from  becoming  open  Vol- 
taireans  only  by  the  scandal  he  gave  by 
his  ridicule  of  the  current  Genevese  idol- 
atry of  the  Bible,  from  which  he  was  as 
free  as  any  of  our  prominent  Baptists  and 
Congregationalists.  In  the  same  way, 
when  Brieux,  having  had  his  Les  Avaries 
condemned  by  the  now  extinct  French 
Censorship,  paid  a  visit  to  Switzerland,  he 
was  invited  by  a  Swiss  minister  to  read 
the  play  from  the  pulpit;  and  though  the 
reading  actually  took  place  in  a  secular 
building,  it  was  at  the  invitation  and 
under  the  auspices  of  the  minister.  The 
minister  knew  what  the  Censor  did  not 
know:  that  what  Brieux  says  in  Les 
Avaries  needs  saying.  The  minister  be- 
lieved that  when  a  thing  needs  saying,  a 
man  is  in  due  course  inspired  to  say  it, 
and  that  such  inspiration  gives  him  a 
divine  right  to  be  heard.  And  this  ap- 
pears to  be  the  simple  truth  of  the  matter 
in  terms  of  the  minister's  divinity.  For 
most  certainly  Brieux  had  every  worldly 
inducement  to  refrain  from  writing  this 
play,  and  no  motive  for  disregarding 
these  inducements  except  the  motive  that 
made  Luther  tear  up  the  Pope's  Bull,  and 
Mahomet  tell  the  idolatrous  Arabs  of 
Mecca  that  they  were  worshipping  stones. 
The  reader  will  now  understand  why 
these  three  great  plays  have  forced  them- 
selves upon  us  in  England  as  they  forced 
themselves  upon  Brieux's  own  country- 
men. Just  as  Brieux  had  to  write  them, 
cost  what  it  might,  so  we  have  had  to 
translate  them  and  perform  them  and 
finally  publish  them  for  those  to  read  who 
are  out  of  reach  of  the  theatre.  The  evils 
they  deal  with  are  as  rampant  in  England 
and  America  as  they  are  in  France.  The 
gonococcus  is  not  an  exclusively  French 
microbe:  the  possibility  of  sterilizing  mar- 
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riage  is  not  bounded  by  the  Channel,  the 
Rhine,  or  the  Alps.  The  furious  revolt  of 
poor  women  against  bringing  into  the 
world  more  mouths  to  eat  the  bread  that 
is  already  insufficient  for  their  firstborn, 
rages  with  us  exactly  as  it  does  in  the  final 
scene  of  Maternity.  Therefore  these  three 
plays  are  given  to  the  English-speaking 
peoples  first.  There  are  others  to  follow  of 
like  importance  to  us.  And  there  are  some 
like  La  Franchise,  which  we  may  read 
more  light-heartedly  when  we  have  learnt 
the  lesson  of  the  rest.  In  La  Fran$aise  an 
American  (who  might  just  as  well  be  an 
Englishman)  has  acquired  his  ideas  of 
France  and  French  life,  not  from  the 
plays  of  Brieux,  but  from  the  conven- 
tional plays  and  romances  which  have 
only  one  theme:  adultery.  Visiting  France, 
he  is  received  as  a  friend  in  an  ordinary 
respectable  French  household,  where  he 
conceives  himself  obliged,  as  a  gallant 
man  of  the  world,  to  invite  his  hostess 
to  commit  with  him  the  adultery  which 
he  imagines  to  be  a  matter  of  course  in 
every  French  menage.  The  ignominious 
failure  of  his  enterprise  makes  it  much 
better  comedy  than  his  success  would 
have  made  it  in  an  ordinary  fashionable 
play. 

AS   GOOD   FISH   IN  THE   SEA 

The  total  number  of  plays  produced  by 
Brieux  up  to  the  date  on  which  I  write 
these  lines  is  fifteen.  The  earliest  dates  as 


far  back  as  1890.  It  is  therefore  high  time 
for  us  to  begin  to  read  him,  as  we  have 
already  begun  to  act  him.  The  most  piti- 
ful sort  of  ignorance  is  ignorance  of  the 
few  great  men  who  are  men  of  our  own 
time.  Most  of  us  die  without  having  heard 
of  those  contemporaries  of  ours  for  our 
opportunities  of  seeing  and  applauding 
whom  posterity  will  envy  us.  Imagine 
meeting  the  ghost  of  an  Elizabethan 
cockney  in  heaven,  and,  on  asking  him 
eagerly  what  Shakespear  was  like,  being 
told  either  that  the  cockney  had  never 
heard  of  Shakespear,  or  knew  of  him 
vaguely  as  an  objectionable  writer  of 
plays  full  of  regrettable  errors  of  taste.  To 
save  our  own  ghosts  from  disgracing 
themselves  in  this  manner  when  they  are 
asked  about  Brieux,  is  one  of  the  second- 
ary uses  of  this  first  instalment  of  his 
works  in  English. 

POSTSCRIPT  1933.  The  war  of  1914-18 
broke  down  the  obscurantism  as  to  ven- 
ereal disease  which  led  to  the  disablement 
of  so  many  soldiers;  and  since  then  the 
work  of  Marie  Stopes  in  England  and  of 
Margaret  Sanger  in  America  has  carried 
the  propaganda  of  Birth  Control  into 
broader  daylight  and  even  established 
clinics  to  inculcate  and  teach  its  practice. 
Also  the  Church  of  England  has  for  the 
first  time  flinched  from  condem^rng  :*\ 
But  as  far  as  the  law  is  concerned  the  situa- 
tion is  unchanged. 


IX 

MRS.  WARREN'S  PROFESSION 

1894 


Mrs  Warren's  Profession  was  written  in 
1894  to  draw  attention  to  the  truth  that 
prostitution  is  caused,  not  by  female 
depravity  and  male  licentiousness,  but 
simply  by  underpaying,  undervaluing, 
and  overworking  women  so  shamefully 
that  the  poorest  of  them  are  forced  to 
resort  to  prostitution  to  keep  body  and 
soul  together.  Indeed  all  attractive  un- 
propertied  women  lose  money  by  being 
infallibly  virtuous  or  contracting  mar- 
riages that  are  not  more  or  less  venal.  If 
on  the  large  social  scale  we  get  what  we 
call  vice  instead  of  what  we  call  virtue 
it  is  simply  because  we  are  paying  more 
for  it.  No  normal  woman  would  be  a 
professional  prostitute  if  she  could  better 
herself  by  being  respectable,  nor  marry 
for  money  if  she  could  afford  to  marry 
for  love. 

Also  I  desired  to  expose  the  fact  that 
prostitution  is  not  only  carried  on  with- 
out organization  by  individual  enter- 
prise in  the  lodgings  of  solitary  women, 
each  her  own  mistress  as  well  as  every 
customer's  mistress,  but  organized  and 
exploited  as  a  big  international  com- 
merce for  the  profit  of  capitalists  like  any 
other  commerce,  and  very  lucrative  to 
great  city  estates,  including  Church 
estates,  through  the  rents  of  the  houses  in 
which  it  is  practised. 

I  could  not  have  done  anything  more 
injurious  to  my  prospects  at  the  outset 
of  my  career.  My  play  was  immediately 
stigmatized  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 
who  by  Act  of  Parliament  has  despotic 
and  even  supermonarchical  power  over 
our  theatres,  as  "immoral  and  otherwise 
improper  for  the  stage."  Its  performance 
was  prohibited,  I  myself  being  branded 
by  implication,  to  my  great  damage,  as 
an  unscrupulous  and  blackguardly  author. 


True,  I  have  lived  this  defamation  down, 
and    am    apparently    none    the    worse. 
True  too  that  the  stage  under  the  Censor- 
ship became  so  licentious  after  the  war 
that  the  ban  on  a  comparatively  prudish 
play  like  mine  became  ridiculous  and 
had  to  be  lifted.  Also  I  admit  that  my 
career  as  a  revolutionary  critic  of  our 
most  respected  social  institutions  kept 
me  so  continually  in  hot  water  that  the 
addition   of  another  jugful   of  boiling 
fluid  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain  troubled 
me  too  little  to  entitle  me  to  personal 
commiseration,   especially   as    the   play 
greatly  strengthened  my  repute  among 
serious   readers.    Besides,   in    1894    the 
ordinary  commercial  theatres  would  have 
nothing  to  say  to  me,  Lord  Chamber- 
lain or  no  Lord  Chamberlain.  None  the 
less  the  injury  done  me,  now  admittedly 
indefensible,  was  real  and  considerable, 
and  the  injury  to  society  much  greater; 
for  when  the  White  Slave  Traffic,  as 
Mrs   Warren's   profession   came   to   be 
called,  was  dealt  with  legislatively,  all 
that  Parliament  did  was  to  enact  that 
prostitutes'    male   bullies   and   parasites 
should  be  flogged,  leaving  Mrs  Warren 
in  complete  command  of  the  situation, 
and    its    true    nature    more    effectually 
masked  than  ever.  It  was  the  fault  of 
the  Censorship  that  our  legislators  and 
journalists  were  not  better  instructed. 

In  1902  the  Stage  Society,  technically 
a  club  giving  private  performances  for 
the  entertainment  of  its  own  members, 
and  therefore  exempt  from  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  jurisdiction,  resolved  to 
perform  the  play.  None  of  the  public 
theatres  dared  brave  his  displeasure  (he 
has  absolute  power  to  close  them  if  they 
offend  him)  by  harboring  the  perform- 
ance; but  another  club  which  had  a  little 
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stage,  and  which  rather  courted  a  pleas- 
antly scandalous  reputation,  opened  its 
doors  for  one  night  and  one  afternoon. 
Some  idea  of  the  resultant  sensation  may 
be  gathered  from  the  following  polemic, 
which  appeared  as  a  preface  to  a  special 
edition  of  the  play,  and  was  headed 

THE  AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY 

Mrs  Warren's  Profession  has  been  per- 
formed at  last,  after  a  delay  of  only  eight 
years;  and  I  have  once  more  shared 
with  Ibsen  the  triumphant  amusement  of 
startling  all  but  the  strongest-headed  of 
the  London  theatre  critics  clean  out 
of  the  practice  of  their  profession.  No 
author  who  has  ever  known  the  exulta- 
tion of  sending  the  Press  into  an  hysteri- 
cal tumult  of  protest,  of  moral  panic, 
of  involuntary  and  frantic  confession  of 
sin,  of  a  horror  of  conscience  in  which 
the  power  of  distinguishing  between  the 
work  of  art  on  the  stage  and  the  real  life 
of  the  spectator  is  confused  and  over- 
whelmed, will  ever  care  for  the  stereo- 
typed compliments  which  every  success- 
ful farce  or  melodrama  elicits  from  the 
newspapers.  Give  me  that  critic  who 
rushed  from  my  play  to  declare  furiously 
that  Sir  George  Crofts  ought  to  be 
kicked.  What  a  triumph  for  the  actor, 
thu;  to  reduce  a  jaded  London  journalist 
to  the  condition  of  the  simple  sailor  in 
the  Wapping  gallery,  who  shouts  exe- 
crations at  lago  and  warnings  to  Othello 
not  to  believe  him!  But  dearer  still  than 
such  simplicity  is  that  sense  of  the  sudden 
earthquake  shock  to  the  foundations  of 
morality  which  sends  a  pallid  crowd  of 
critics  into  the  street  shrieking  that  the 
pillars  of  society  are  cracking  and  the 
ruin  of  the  State  at  hand.  Even  the  Ibsen 
champions  of  ten  years  ago  remonstrate 
with  me  just  as  the  veterans  of  those 
brave  days  remonstrated  with  them. 
Mr  Grein,  the  hardy  iconoclast  who 
first  launched  my  plays  on  the  stage 
alongside  Ghosts  and  The  Wild  Duck, 


exclaims  that  I  have  shattered  his  ideals. 
Actually  his  ideals!  What  would  Dr 
Helling  say?  And  Mr  William  Archer  him- 
self disowns  me  because  I  "cannot  touch 
pitch  without  wallowing  in  it."  Truly  my 
play  must  be  more  needed  than  I  knew; 
and  yet  I  thought  I  knew  how  little  the 
others  know. 

Do  not  suppose,  however,  that  the 
consternation  of  the  Press  reflects  any 
consternation  among  the  general  public. 
Anybody  can  upset  the  theatre  critics,  in 
a  turn  of  the  wrist,  by  substituting  for  the 
romantic  commonplaces  of  the  stage  the 
moral  commonplaces  of  the  pulpit,  the 
platform,  or  the  library.  Play  Mrs  War- 
ren's Profession  to  an  audience  of  clerical 
members  of  the  Christian  Social  Union 
and  of  women  well  experienced  in  Rescue,. 
Temperance,  and  Girls'  Club  work,  and 
no  moral  panic  will  arise:  every  man  and 
woman  present  will  know  that  as  long  as 
poverty  makes  virtue  hideous  and  the 
spare  pocket-money  of  rich  bachelordom 
makes  vice  dazzling,  their  daily  hand- 
to-hand  fight  against  prostitution  with 
prayer  and  persuasion,  shelters  and  scanty 
alms,  will  be  a  losing  one.  There  was  a 
time  when  they  were  able  to  urge  that 
though  "the  white-lead  factory  where 
Anne  Jane  was  poisoned"  may  be  a  far 
more  terrible  place  than  Mrs  Warren's 
house,  yet  hell  is  still  more  dreadful.  Now- 
adays they  no  longer  believe  in  hell;  and 
the  girls  among  whom  they  are  working 
know  that  they  do  not  believe  in  it,  and 
would  laugh  at  them  if  they  did.  So  well 
have  the  rescuers  learnt  that  Mrs  Warren's 
defence  of  herself  and  indictment  of  so- 
ciety is  the  thing  that  most  needs  saying, 
that  those  who  know  me  personally  re- 
proach me,  not  for  writing  this  play,  but 
for  wasting  my  energies  on  "pleasant 
plays"  for  the  amusement  of  frivolous 
people,  when  I  can  build  up  such  excellent 
stage  sermons  on  their  own  work.  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession  is  the  one  play  of 
mine  which  I  could  submit  to  a  censor- 
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ship  without  doubt  of  the  result;  only,  it 
must  not  be  the  censorship  of  the  minor 
theatre  critic,  nor  of  an  innocent  court 
official  like  the  Lord  Chamberlain's  Ex- 
aminer, much  less  of  people  who  consci- 
ously profit  by  Mrs  Warren's  profession, 
or  who  personally  make  use  of  it,  or  who 
hold  the  widely  whispered  view  that  it  is 
an  indispensable  safety-valve  for  the  pro- 
tection of  domestic  virtue,  or,  above  all, 
who  are  smitten  with  a  sentimental  affec- 
tion for  our  fallen  sister,  and  would  "take 
her  up  tenderly,  lift  her  with  care, 
fashioned  so  slenderly,  young,  and  so 
fair."  Nor  am  I  prepared  to  accept  the 
verdict  of  the  medical  gentlemen  who 
would  compulsorily  examine  and  register 
Mrs  Warren,  whilst  leaving  Mrs  Warren's 
patrons,  especially  her  military  patrons, 
free  to  destroy  her  health  and  anybody 
else's  without  fear  of  reprisals.  But  I 
should  be  quite  content  to  have  my  play 
judged  by,  say,  a  joint  committee  of  the 
Central  Vigilance  Society  and  the  Salva- 
tion Army.  And  the  sterner  moralists  the 
members  of  the  committee  were,  the 
better. 

Some  of  the  journalists  I  have  shocked 
reason  so  unnpely  that  they  will  gather 
nothing  from  this  but  a  confused  notion 
that  I  am  accusing  the  National  Vigilance 
Association  and  the  Salvation  Army  of 
complicity  in  my  own  scandalous  im- 
morality. It  will  seem  to  them  that  people 
who  would  stand  this  play  would  stand 
anything.  They  are  quite  mistaken.  Such 
an  audience  as  I  have  described  would  be 
revolted  by  many  of  our  fashionable 
plays.  They  would  leave  the  theatre  con- 
vinced that  the  Plymouth  Brother  who 
still  regards  the  playhouse  as  one  of  the 
gates  of  hell  is  perhaps  the  safest  adviser 
on  the  subject  of  which  he  knows  so 
little.  If  I  do  not  draw  the  same  conclu- 
sion, it  is  not  because  I  am  one  of  those 
who  claim  that  art  is  exempt  from  moral 
obligations,  and  deny  that  the  writing  or 
performance  of  a  play  is  a  moral  act,  to  be 


treated  on  exactly  the  same  footing  as 
theft  or  murder  if  it  produces  equally 
mischievous  consequences.   I   am  con- 
vinced that  fine  art  is  the  subtlest,  the 
most  seductive,  the  most  effective  instru- 
ment of  moral  propaganda  in  the  world, 
excepting  only  the  example  of  personal 
conduct;  and  I  waive  even  this  exception 
in  favor  of  the  art  of  the  stage,  because  it 
works   by  exhibiting  examples  of  per- 
sonal conduct  made  intelligible  and  mov- 
ing to  crowds  of  unobservant  unreflecting 
people  to  whom  real  life  means  nothing. 
I  have  pointed  out  again  and  again  that 
the  influence  of  the  theatre  in  England  is 
growing  so  great  that  private  conduct, 
religion,  law,  science,  politics,  and  morals 
are  becoming  more  and  more  theatrical, 
whilst  the  theatre  itself  remains  imper- 
vious to  common  sense,  religion,  science, 
politics,  and  morals.  That  is  why  I  fight 
the  theatre,  not  with  pamphlets  and  ser- 
mons and  treatises,  but  with  plays;  and  so 
effective  do  I  find  the  dramatic  method 
that  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  at  last  per- 
suade even  London  to  take  its  conscience 
and  its  brains  with  it  when  it  goes  to  the 
theatre,  instead  of  leaving  them  at  home 
with  its  prayer-book  as  it  does  at  present. 
Consequently,  I  am  the  last  man  to  deny 
that  if  the  net  effect  of  performing  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession  were  an  increase  in 
the  number  of  persons  entering  that  pro- 
fession or  employing  it,  its  performance 
might  well  be  made  an  indictable  offence. 
Now  let  us  consider  how  such  recruit- 
ing can  be  encouraged  by  the  theatre. 
Nothing  is  easier.  Let  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain's Examiner  of  Plays,  backed  by  the 
Press,  make  an  unwritten  but  perfectly 
well  understood  regulation  that  members 
of  Mrs  Warren's  profession  shall  be  toler- 
ated on  the  stage  only  when  they  are 
beautiful,  exquisitely  dressed,  and  sump- 
tuously lodged  and  fed;  also  that  they 
shall,  at  the  end  of  the  play,  die  of  con- 
sumption to  the  sympathetic  tears  of  the 
whole  audience,  or  step  into  the  next 
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room  to  commit  suicide,  or  at  least  be 
turned  out  by  their  protectors  and  passed 
on  to  be  "redeemed"  by  old  and  faithful 
lovers  who  have  adored  them  in  spite  of 
all  their  levities.  Naturally  the  poorer  girls 
in  the  gallery  will  believe  in  the  beauty, 
in  the  exquisite  dresses,  and  the  luxurious 
living,  and  will  see  that  there  is  no  real 
necessity  for  the  consumption,  the  suicide, 
or  the  ejectment:  mere  pious  forms,  all  of 
them,  to  save  the  Censor's  face.  Even  if 
these  purely  official  catastrophes  carried 
any  conviction,  the  majority  of  English 
girls  remain  so  poor,  so  dependent,  so 
well  aware  that  the  drudgeries  of  such 
honest  work  as  is  within  their  reach  are 
likely  enough  to  lead  them  eventually  to 
lung  disease,  premature  death,  and  do- 
mestic desertion  or  brutality,  that  they 
would  still  see  reason  to  prefer  the  prim- 
rose path  to  the  stony  way  of  virtue, 
since  both,  vice  at  worst  and  virtue  at 
best,  lead  to  the  same  end  in  poverty  and 
overwork.  It  is  true  that  the  Elementary 
School  mistress  will  tell  you  that  only 
girls  of  a  certain  kind  will  reason  in  this 
way.  But  alas!  that  certain  kind  turns  out 
on  inquiry  to  be  simply  the  pretty,  dainty 
kind:  that  is,  the  only  kind  that  gets  the 
chance  of  acting  on  such  reasoning.  Read 
the  first  report  of  the  Commission  on  the 
Housing  of  the  Working  Classes  [Blue- 
book  C  4402,  1889];  read  the  Report  on 
Home  Industries  (sacred  word,  Home!) 
issued  by  the  Women's  Industrial  Coun- 
cil [Home  Industries  of  Women  in  Lon- 
don, 1897,  is.];  and  ask  yourself  whether, 
if  the  lot  in  life  therein  described  were 
your  lot  in  life,  you  would  not  rather  be 
a  jewelled  Vamp.  If  you  can  go  deep 
enough  into  things  to  be  able  to  say  no, 
how  many  ignorant  half-starved   girls 
will  believe  you  are  speaking  sincerely? 
To  them  the  lot  of  the  stage  courtesan  is 
heavenly  in  comparison  with  their  own. 
Yet  the  Lord  Chamberlain's  Examiner, 
being  an  officer  of  the  Royal  Household, 
places  the  King  in  the  position  of  saying 


to  the  dramatist  "Thus,  and  thus  only, 
shall  you  present  Mrs  Warren's  profession 
on  the  stage,  or  you  shall  starve.  Witness 
Shaw,  who  told  the  untempting  truth 
about  it,  and  whom  We,  by  the  Grace  of 
God,  accordingly  disallow  and  suppress, 
and  do  what  in  Us  lies  to  silence."  For- 
tunately, Shaw  cannot  be  silenced.  "The 
harlot's  cry  from  street  to  street"  is  louder 
than  the  voices  of  all  the  kings.  I  am  not 
dependent  on  the  theatre,  and  cannot  be 
starved  into  making  my  play  a  standing 
advertisement  of  the  attractive  side  of  Mrs 
Warren's  business. 

Here  I  must  guard  myself  against  a 
misunderstanding.  It  is  not  the  fault  of 
their  authors  that  the  long  string  of 
wanton's  tragedies,  from  Antony  and 
Cleopatra  to  Iris,  are  snares  to  poor  girls, 
and  are  objected  to  on  that  account  by 
many  earnest  men  and  women  who  con- 
sider Mrs  Warren's  Profession  an  excel- 
lent sermon.  Pinero  is  in  no  way  bound 
to  suppress  the  fact  that  his  Iris  is  a  person 
to  be  envied  by  millions  of  better  women. 
If  he  made  his  play  fake  to  life  by  invent- 
ing fictitious  disadvantages  for  her,  he 
would  be  acting  as  unscrupulously  as  any 
tract- writer.  If  society  chooses  to  provide 
for  its  Irises  better  than  for  its  working 
women,  it  must  not  expect  honest  play- 
wrights to  manufacture  spurious  evidence 
to  save  its  credit.  The  mischief  lies  in  the 
deliberate  suppression  of  the  other  side  of 
the  case:  the  refusal  to  allow  Mrs  Warren 
to  expose  the  drudgery  and  repulsiveness 
of  plying  for  hire  among  coarse  tedious 
drunkards.  All  that,  says  the  Examiner  in 
effect,  is  horrifying,  loathsome.  Precisely: 
what  does  he  expect  it  to  be?  would  he 
have  us  represent  it  as  beautiful  and  grati- 
fying? His  answer  to  this  question 
amounts,  I  fear,  to  a  blunt  Yes;  for  it 
seems  impossible  to  root  out  of  an 
Englishman's  mind  the  notion  that  vice 
is  delightful,  and  that  abstention  from  it 
is  privation.  At  all  events,  as  long  as  the 
tempting  side  of  it  is  kept  towards  the 
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public,  and  softened  by  plenty  of  senti- 
ment and  sympathy,  it  is  welcomed  by 
our  Censor,  whereas  the  slightest  at- 
tempt to  place  it  in  the  light  of  the  police- 
man's lantern  or  the  Salvation  Army 
shelter  is  checkmated  at  once  as  not 
merely  disgusting,  but,  if  you  please, 
unnecessary. 

Everybody  will,  I  hope,  admit  that 
this  state  of  things  is  intolerable;  that  the 
subject  of  Mrs  Warren's  profession  must 
be  either  tapu  altogether,  or  else  exhibited 
with  the  warning  side  as  freely  displayed 
as  the  tempting  side.  But  many  persons 
will  vote  for  a  complete  tapu,  and  an  im- 
partial clean  sweep  from  the  boards  of 
Mrs  Warren  and  Gretchen  and  the  rest: 
in  short,  for  banishing  the  sexual  instincts 
from  the  stage  altogether.  Those  who 
think  this  impossible  can  hardly  have 
considered  the  number  and  importance  of 
the  subjects  which  are  actually  banished 
from  the  stage.  Many  plays,  among  them 
Lear,  Hamlet,  Macbeth,  Coriolanus,  Julius 
Caesar,  have  no  sex  complications:  the 
thread  of  their  action  can  be  followed  by 
children  who  could  not  understand  a 
single  scene  of  Mrs  Warren's  Profession 
or  Iris.  None  of  our  plays  rouse  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  audience  by  an  exhibition  of 
the  pains  of  maternity,  as  Chinese  plays 
constantly  do.  Each  nation  has  its  parti- 
cular set  of  tapus  in  addition  to  the  com- 
mon human  stock;  and  though  each  of 
these  tapus  limits  the  scope  of  the  drama- 
tist, it  does  not  make  drama  impossible. 
If  the  Examiner  were  to  refuse  to  license 
plays  with  female  characters  in  them,  he 
would  only  be  doing  to  the  stage  what 
our  tribal  customs  already  do  to  the 
pulpit  and  the  bar.  I  have  myself  written 
a  rather  entertaining  play  with  only  one 
woman  in  it,  and  she  quite  heartwhole; 
and  I  could  just  as  easily  write  a  play 
without  a  woman  in  it  at  all.  I  will  even 
go  as  far  as  to  promise  the  Examiner  my 
support  if  he  will  introduce  this  limita- 
tion for  part  of  the  year,  say  during  Lent, 


so  as  to  make  a  close  season  for  that 
dullest  of  stock  dramatic  subjects,  adul- 
tery, and  force  our  managers  and  authors 
to  find  out  what  all  great  dramatists  find 
out  spontaneously:  to  wit,  that  people 
who  sacrifice  every  other  consideration 
to  love  are  as  hopelessly  unheroic  on  the 
stage  as  lunatics  or  dipsomaniacs.  Hector 
and  Hamlet  are  the  world's  heroes;  not 
Paris  and  Antony. 

But  though  I  do  not  question  the  possi- 
bility of  a  drama  in  which  love  should  be 
as  effectively  ignored  as  cholera  is  at 
present,  there  is  not  the  slightest  chance 
of  that  way  out  of  the  difficulty  being 
taken  by  the  Examiner.  If  he  attempted 
it  there  would  be  a  revolt  in  which  he 
would  be  swept  away,  in  spite  of  my 
singlehanded  efforts  to  defend  him.  A 
complete  tapu  is  politically  impossible. 
A  complete  toleration  is  equally  impos- 
sible to  the  Examiner,  because  his  occu- 
pation would  be  gone  if  there  were  no 
|apu  to  enforce.  He  is  therefore  com- 
pelled to  maintain  the  present  compro- 
mise of  a  partial  tapu,  applied,  to  the 
best  of  his  judgment,  with  a  careful  re- 
spect to  persons  and  to  public  opinion. 
And  a  very  sensible  English  solution  of 
the  difficulty,  too,  most  readers  will  say. 
I  should  not  dispute  it  if  dramatic  poets 
really  were  what  English  public  opinion 
generally  assumes  them  to  be  during 
their  lifetime:  that  is,  a  licentiously  ir- 
regular group  to  be  kept  in  order  in  a 
rough  and  ready  way  by  a  magistrate 
who  will  stand  no  nonsense  from  them. 
But  I  cannot  admit  that  the  class  repre- 
sented by  Eschylus,  Sophocles,  Aristo- 
phanes, Euripides,  Shakespear,  Goethe, 
Ibsen,  and  Tolstoy,  not  to  mention  our 
own  contemporary  playwrights,  is  as 
much  in  place  in  the  Examiner's  office  as 
a  pickpocket  is  in  Bow  Street.  Further,  it 
is  not  true  that  the  Censorship,  though  it 
certainly  suppresses  Ibsen  and  Tolstoy, 
and  would  suppress  Shakespear  but  for 
the  absurd  rule  that  a  play  once  licensed 
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is  always  licensed  (so  that  Wycherley  is 
permitted  and  Shelley  prohibited),  also 
suppresses  unscrupulous  playwrights.  I 
challenge  the  Examiner  to  mention  any 
extremity  of  sexual  misconduct  which 
any  manager  in  his  senses  would  risk 
presenting  on  the  London  stage  that  has 
not  been  presented  under  his  license  and 
that  of  his  predecessor.  The  compromise, 
in  fact,  works  out  in  practice  in  favor  of 
loose  plays  as  against  earnest  ones. 

To  carry  conviction  on  this  point,  I 
will  take  the  extreme  course  of  narrating 
the  plots  of  two  plays  witnessed  within 
the  last  ten  years  by  myself  at  London 
West  End  theatres,  one  licensed  under 
Queen  Victoria,  the  other  under  her 
successor.  Both  plots  conform  to  the 
strictest  rules  of  the  period  when  La 
Dame  aux  Camellias  was  still  a  forbidden 
play,  and  when  The  Second  Mrs  Tan- 
queray  would  have  been  tolerated  only 
on  condition  that  she  carefully  explained 
to  the  audience  that  when  she  met 
Captain  Ardale  she  sinned  "but  in 
intention." 

Play  number  one.  A  prince  is  com- 
pelled by  his  parents  to  marry  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  neighboring  king,  but  loves 
another  maiden.  The  scene  represents  a 
hall  in  the  king's  palace  at  night.  The 
wedding  has  taken  place  that  day;  and 
the  closed  door  of  the  nuptial  chamber  is 
in  view  of  the  audience.  Inside,  the  prin- 
cess awaits  her  bridegroom.  A  duenna  is 
in  attendance.  The  bridegroom  enters. 
His  sole  desire  is  to  escape  from  a  mar- 
riage which  is  hateful  to  him.  A  means 
occurs  to  him.  He  will  assault  the  duenna, 
and  be  ignominiously  expelled  from  the 
palace  by  his  indignant  father-in-law.  To 
his  horror,  when  he  proceeds  to  carry 
out  this  stratagem,  the  duenna,  far  from 
raising  an  alarm,  is  flattered,  delighted, 
and  compliant.  The  assaulter  becomes  the 
assaulted.  He  flings  her  angrily  to  the 
ground,  where  she  remains  placidly.  He 
flies.  The  father  enters;  dismisses  the 


duenna;  and  listens  at  the  keyhole  of 
his  daughter's  nuptial  chamber,  uttering 
various  pleasantries,  and  declaring,  with 
a  shiver,  that  a  sound  of  kissing,  which 
he  supposes  to  proceed  from  within, 
makes  him  feel  young  again. 

Story  number  two.  A  German  officer 
finds  himself  in  an  inn  with  a  French  lady 
who  has  wounded  his  national  vanity. 
He  resolves  to  humble  her  by  committing 
a  rape  upon  her.  He  announces  his  pur- 
pose. She  remonstrates,  implores,  flies  to 
the  doors  and  finds  them  locked,  calls  for 
help  and  finds  none  at  hand,  runs  scream- 
ing from  side  to  side,  and,  after  a  harrow- 
ing scene,  is  overpowered  and  faints. 
Nothing  further  being  possible  on  the 
stage  without  actual  felony,  the  officer 
then  relents  and  leaves  her.  When  she 
recovers,  she  believes  that  he  has  carried 
out  his  threat;  and  during  the  rest  of  the 
play  she  is  represented  as  vainly  vowing 
vengeance  upon  him,  whilst  she  is  really 
falling  in  love  with  him  under  the  in- 
fluence of  his  imaginary  crime  against 
her.  Finally  she  consents  to  marry  him; 
and  the  curtain  falls  on  their  happiness. 

This  story  was  certified  by  the  Exam- 
iner, acting  for  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  as 
void  in  its  general  tendency  of  "anything 
immoral  or  otherwise  improper  for  the 
stage."  But  let  nobody  conclude  there- 
fore that  the  Examiner  is  a  monster, 
whose  policy  it  is  to  deprave  the  theatre. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  both  the  above 
stories  are  strictly  in  order  from  the 
official  point  of  view.  The  incidents  of 
sex  which  they  contain,  though  carried 
in  both  to  the  extreme  point  at  which 
another  step  would  be  dealt  with,  not  by 
the  Examiner,  but  by  the  police,  do  not 
involve  adultery,  nor  any  allusion  to  Mrs 
Warren's  profession,  nor  to  the  fact  that 
the  children  of  any  polyandrous  group 
will,  when  they  grow  up,  inevitably  be 
confronted,  as  those  of  Mrs  Warren's 
group  are  in  my  play,  with  the  insoluble 
problem  of  their  own  possible  consan- 
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guinity.In  short,  by  depending  wholly  on 
the  coarse  humors  and  the  physical  fasci- 
nation of  sex,  they  comply  with  all  the 
formidable  requirements  of  the  Censor- 
ship, whereas  plays  in  which  these 
humors  and  fascinations  are  discarded, 
and  the  social  problems  created  by  sex 
seriously  faced  and  dealt  with,  inevitably 
ignore  the  official  formula  and  are  sup- 
pressed. If  the  old  rule  against  the  exhi- 
bition of  illicit  sex  relations  on  the  stage 
were  revived,  and  the  subject  absolutely 
barred,  the  only  result  would  be  that 
Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Othello  (because 
of  the  Bianca  episode),  Troilus  and 
Cressida,  Henry  IV,  Measure  for  Measure, 
Timon  of  Athens,  La  Dame  aux  Camel- 
lias, The  Profligate,  The  Second  Mrs 
Tanqueray,  The  Notorious  Mrs  Ebb- 
smith,  The  Gay  Lord  Quex,  Mrs  Dane's 
Defence,  and  Iris  would  be  swept  from 
the  stage,  and  placed  under  the  same 
ban  as  Tolstoy's  Dominion  of  Darkness 
and  Mrs  Warren's  Profession,  whilst 
such  plays  as  the  two  described  above 
would  have  a  monopoly  of  the  theatre  as 
far  as  sexual  interest  is  concerned. 

What  is  more,  the  repulsiveness  of  the 
worst  of  the  certified  plays  would  protect 
censorship  against  effective  exposure 
and  criticism.  Not  long  ago  an  American 
Review  of  high  standing  asked  me  for  an 
article  on  the  Censorship  of  the  English 
Stage.  I  replied  that  such  an  article  would 
involve  passages  too  disagreeable  for 
publication  in  a  magazine  for  general 
family  reading.  The  editor  persisted 
nevertheless;  but  not  until  he  had  declared 
his  readiness  to  face  this,  and  had  pledged 
himself  to  insert  the  article  unaltered  (the 
particularity  of  the  pledge  extending  even 
to  a  specification  of  the  exact  number  of 
words  in  the  article),  did  I  consent  to  the 
proposal.  What  was  the  result?  The 
editor,  confronted  with  the  two  stories 
given  above,  threw  his  pledge  to  the 
winds,  and,  instead  of  returning  the 
article,  printed  it  with  the  illustrative 


examples  omitted,  and  nothing  left  but 
the  argument  from  political  principle 
against  the  Censorship.  In  doing  this  he 
fired  my  broadside  after  withdrawing  the 
cannon  balls;  for  neither  the  Censor  nor 
any  other  Englishman,  except  perhaps  a 
few  veterans  of  the  dwindling  old  guard 
of  Benthamism,  cares  a  dump  about 
political  principle.  The  ordinary  Briton 
thinks  that  if  every  other  Briton  is  not 
under  some  form  of  tutelage,  the  more 
childish  the  better,  he  will  abuse  his  free- 
dom viciously.  As  far  as  its  principle  is 
concerned,  the  Censorship  is  the  most 
popular  institution  in  England;  and  the 
playwright  who  criticizes  it  is  slighted  as 
a  blackguard  agitating  for  impunity. 
Consequently  nothing  can  really  shake 
the  confidence  of  the  public  in  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  department  except  a  re- 
morseless and  unbowdlerized  narration 
of  the  licentious  fictions  which  slip 
through  its  net,  and  are  hallmarked  by  it 
with  the  approval  of  the  royal  household. 
But  as  such  stories  cannot  be  made  public 
without  great  difficulty,  owing  to  the 
obligation  an  editor  is  under  not  to  deal 
unexpectedly  with  matters  that  are  not 
virginibus  puerisque,  the  chances  are 
heavily  in  favor  of  the  Censor  escaping 
all  remonstrance.  With  the  exception  of 
such  comments  as  I  was  able  to  make  in 
my  own  critical  articles  in  The  World  and 
The  Saturday  Review  when  the  pieces  I 
have  described  were  first  produced,  and 
a  few  ignorant  protests  by  churchmen 
against  much  better  plays  which  they 
confessed  they  had  not  seen  nor  read, 
nothing  has  been  said  in  the  Press  that 
could  seriously  disturb  the  easygoing 
notion  that  the  stage  would  be  much 
worse  than  it  admittedly  is  but  for  the 
vigilance  of  the  Examiner.  The  truth  is, 
that  no  manager  would  dare  produce  on 
his  own  responsibility  the  pieces  he  can 
now  get  royal  certificates  for  at  two 
guineas  per  piece. 

I  hasten  to  add  that  I  believe  these  evils 
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to  be  inherent  in  the  nature  of  all  censor- 
ship, and  not  merely  a  consequence  of 
the  form  the  institution  takes  in  London. 
No  doubt  there  is  a  staggering  absurdity 
in  appointing  an  ordinary  clerk  to  see 
that  the  leaders  of  European  literature  do 
not  corrupt  the  morals  of  the  nation,  and 
to  restrain  Sir  Henry  Irving  from  pre- 
suming to  impersonate  Samson  or  David 
on  the  stage,  though  any  other  sort  of 
artist  may  daub  these  scriptural  figures  on 
a  signboard  or  carve  them  on  a  tombstone 
without  hindrance.  If  the  General  Medical 
Council,  the  Royal  College  of  Physi- 
cians, the  Royal  Academy  of  Arts,  the 
Incorporated  Law  Society,  and  Convo- 
cation were  abolished,  and  their  functions 
handed  over  to  the  Examiner,  the  Concert 
of  Europe  would  presumably  certify 
England  as  mad.  Yet,  though  neither 
medicine  nor  painting  nor  law  nor  the 
Church  moulds  the  character  of  the  nation 
as  potently  as  the  theatre  does,  nothing 
can  come  on  the  stage  unless  its  dimen- 
sions admit  of  its  first  passing  through 
the  Examiner's  mind !  Pray  do  not  think 
that  I  question  his  honesty.  I  am  quite 
sure  that  he  sincerely  thinks  me  a  black- 
guard, and  my  play  a  grossly  improper 
one,  because,  like  Tolstoy's  Dominion  of 
Darkness,  it  produces,  as  they  are  both 
meant  to  produce,  a  very  strong  and 
very  painful  impression  of  evil.  I  do  not 
doubt  for  a  moment  that  the  rapine  play 
which  I  have  described,  and  which  he 
licensed,  was  quite  incapable  in  manu- 
script of  producing  any  particular  effect 
on  his  mind  at  all,  and  that  when  he  was 
once  satisfied  that  the  ill-conducted  hero 
was  a  German  and  not  an  English  officer, 
he  passed  the  play  without  studying  its 
moral  tendencies.  Even  if  he  had  under- 
taken that  study,  there  is  no  more  reason 
to  suppose  that  he  is  a  competent  moralist 
than  there  is  to  suppose  that  I  am  a  com- 
petent mathematician.  But  truly  it  does 
not  matter  whether  he  is  a  moralist  or  not. 
Let  nobody  dream  for  a  moment  that 


what  is  wrong  with  the  Censorship  is 
the  shortcoming  of  the  gentleman  who 
happens  at  any  moment  to  be  acting  as 
Censor.  Replace  him  tomorrow  by  an 
Academy  of  Letters  and  an  Academy  of 
Dramatic  Poetry,  and  the  new  filter  will 
still  exclude  original  and  epoch-making 
work,  whilst  passing  conventional,  old- 
fashioned,  and  vulgar  work.  The  conclave 
which  compiles  the  expurgatory  index  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church  is  the  most 
august,  ancient,  learned,  famous,  and 
authoritative  censorship  in  Europe.  Is  it 
more  enlightened,  more  liberal,  more 
tolerant  than  the  comparatively  un- 
qualified office  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain? 
On  the  contrary,  it  has  reduced  itself  to  a 
degree  of  absurdity  which  makes  a  Catho- 
lic university  a  contradiction  in  terms.  All 
censorships  exist  to  prevent  anyone  from 
challenging  current  conceptions  and 
existing  institutions.  All  progress  is 
initiated  by  challenging  current  concep- 
tions, and  executed  by  supplanting 
existing  institutions.  Consequently  the 
first  condition  of  progress  is  the  removal 
of  censorships.  There  is  the  whole  case 
against  censorships  in  a  nutshell. 

It  will  be  asked  whether  theatrical 
managers  are  to  be  allowed  to  produce 
what  they  like,  without  regard  to  the 
public  interest.  But  that  is  not  the  alter- 
native. The  managers  of  our  London 
music-halls  are  not  subject  to  any  censor- 
ship. They  produce  their  entertainments 
on  their  own  responsibility,  and  have  no 
two-guinea  certificates  to  plead  if  their 
houses  are  conducted  viciously.  They 
know  that  if  they  lose  their  character,  the 
County  Council  will  simply  refuse  to 
renew  their  license  at  the  end  of  the  year; 
and  nothing  in  the  history  of  popular  art 
is  more  amazing  than  the  improvement 
in  music-halls  that  this  simple  arrange- 
ment has  produced  within  a  few  years. 
Place  the  theatres  on  the  same  footing, 
and  we  shall  promptly  have  a  similar 
revolution:  a  whole  class  of  frankly 
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blackguardly  plays,  in  which  unscrupu- 
lous low  comedians  attract  crowds  to 
gaze  at  bevies  of  girls  who  have  no- 
thing to  exhibit  but  their  prettiness,  will 
vanish  like  the  obscene  songs  which  were 
supposed  to  enliven  the  squalid  dulness, 
incredible  to  the  younger  generation,  of 
the  music-halls  fifteen  years  ago.  On  the 
other  hand,  plays  which  treat  sex  ques- 
tions as  problems  for  thought  instead  of 
as  aphrodisiacs  will  be  freely  performed. 
Gentlemen  of  the  Examiner's  way  of 
thinking  will  have  plenty  of  opportunity 
of  protesting  against  them  in  Council; 
but  the  result  will  be  that  the  Examiner 
will  find  his  natural  level;  Ibsen  and  Tol- 
stoy theirs;  so  no  harm  will  be  done. 

This  question  of  the  Censorship  re- 
minds me  that  I  have  to  apologize  to 
those  who  went  to  the  recent  perform- 
ance of  Mrs  Warren's  Profession  ex- 
pecting to  find  it  what  I  have  just  called 
an  aphrodisiac.  That  was  not  my  fault:  it 
was  the  Examiner's.  After  the  specimens 
I  have  given  of  the  tolerance  of  his 
department,  it  was  natural  enough  for 
thoughtless  people  to  infer  that  a  play 
which  overstepped  his  indulgence  must 
be  a  very  exciting  play  indeed.  Accord- 
ingly, I  find  one  critic  so  explicit  as  to  the 
nature  of  his  disappointment  as  to  say 
candidly  that  "such  airy  talk  as  there  is 
upon  the  matter  is  utterly  unworthy  of 
acceptance  as  being  a  representation  of 
what  people  with  blood  in  them  think  or 
do  on  such  occasions."  Thus  am  I  crushed 
between  the  upper  millstone  of  the  Ex- 
aminer, who  thinks  me  a  libertine,  and 
the  nether  popular  critic,  who  thinks  me 
a  prude.  Critics  of  all  grades  and  ages, 
middle-aged  fathers  of  families  no  less  than 
ardent  young  enthusiasts,  are  equally 
indignant  with  me.  They  revile  me  as 
lacking  in  passion,  in  feeling,  in  manhood. 
Some  of  them  even  sum  the  matter  up  by 
denying  me  any  dramatic  power:  a  melan- 
choly betrayal  of  what  dramatic  power 
has  come  to  mean  on  our  stage  under  the 


Censorship !  Can  I  be  expected  to  refrain 
from  laughing  at  the  spectacle  of  a  num- 
ber of  respectable  gentlemen  lamenting 
because  a  playwright  lures  them  to  the 
theatre  by  a  promise  to  excite  their  senses 
in  a  very  special  and  sensational  manner, 
and  then,  having  successfully  trapped 
them  in  exceptional  numbers,  proceeds 
to  ignore  their  senses  and  ruthlessly  im- 
prove their  minds?  But  I  protest  again 
that  the  lure  was  not  mine.  The  play  had 
been  in  print  for  four  years;  and  I  have 
spared  no  ^ains  to  make  known  that  my 
plays  are  built  to  induce,  not  voluptuous 
reverie  but  intellectual  interest,  not  ro- 
mantic rhapsody  but  humane  concern. 
Accordingly,  I  do  not  find  those  critics 
who  are  gifted  with  intellectual  appetite 
and  political  conscience  complaining  of 
want  of  dramatic  power.  Rather  do  they 
protest,  not  altogether  unjustly,  against 
a  few  relapses  into  staginess  and  carica- 
ture which  betray  the  young  playwright 
and  the  old  playgoer  in  this  early  work  of 
mine.  As  to  the  voluptuaries,  I  can  assure 
them  that  the  playwright,  whether  he 
be  myself  or  another,  will  always  dis- 
appoint them.  The  drama  can  do  little  to 
delight  the  senses:  all  the  apparent  in- 
stances to  the  contrary  are  instances  of  the 
personal  fascination  of  the  performers. 
The  drama  of  pure  feeling  is  no  longer  in 
the  hands  of  the  playwright:  it  has  been 
conquered  by  the  musician,  after  whose 
enchantments  all  the  verbal  arts  seem 
cold  and  tame.  Romeo  and  Juliet  with 
the  loveliest  Juliet  is  dry,  tedious,  and 
rhetorical  in  comparison  with  Wagner's 
Tristan,  even  though  Isolde  be  both 
fourteen  stone  and  forty,  as  she  often  is  in 
Germany.  Indeed,  it  needed  no  Wagner 
to  convince  the  public  of  this.  The  volup- 
tuous sentimentality  of  Gounod's  Faust 
and  Bizet's  Carmen  has  captured  the 
common  playgoer;  and  there  is,  flatly,  no 
future  now  for  any  drama  without  music 
except  the  drama  of  thought.  The  at- 
tempt to  produce  a  genus  of  opera  with- 
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out  music  (and  this  absurdity  is  what  our 
fashionable  theatres  have  been  driving 
at  for  a  long  time  past  without  knowing 
it)  is  far  less  hopeful  than  my  own  deter- 
mination to  accept  problem  as  the  normal 
material  of  the  drama. 

That  this  determination  will  throw  me 
into  a  long  conflict  with  our  theatre 
critics,  and  with  the  few  playgoers  who 
go  to  the  theatre  as  often  as  the  critics,  I 
well  know;  but  I  am  too  well  equipped 
for  the  strife  to  be  deterred  by  it,  or  to 
bear  malice  towards  the  losing  side.  In 
trying  to  produce  the  sensuous  effects  of 
opera,  the  fashionable  drama  has  become 
so  flaccid  in  its  sentimentality,  and  the 
intellect  of  its  frequenters  so  atrophied 
by  disuse,  that  the  reintroduction  of 
problem,  with  its  remorseless  logic  and 
iron  framework  of  fact,  inevitably  pro- 
duces at  first  an  overwhelming  impression 
of  coldness  and  inhuman  rationalism. 
But  this  will  soon  pass  away.  When  the 
intellectual  muscle  and  moral  nerve  of 
the  critics  has  been  developed  in  the 
struggle  with  modern  problem  plays,  the 
pettish  luxuriousness  of  the  clever  ones, 
and  the  sulky  sense  of  disadvantaged 
weakness  in  the  sentimental  ones,  will 
clear  away;  and  it  will  be  seen  that  only 
in  the  problem  play  is  there  any  real 
drama,  because  drama  is  no  mere  setting 
up  of  the  camera  to  nature:  it  is  the  pre- 
sentation in  parable  of  the  conflict  be- 
tween Man's  will  and  his  environment: 
in  a  word,  of  problem.  The  vapidness  of 
such  drama  as  the  pseudo-operatic  plays 
contain  lies  in  the  fact  that  in  them 
animal  passion,  sentimentally  diluted,  is 
shewn  in  conflict,  not  with  real  circum- 
stances, but  with  a  set  of  conventions  and 
assumptions  half  of  which  do  not  exist 
off  the  stage,  whilst  the  other  half  can 
either  be  evaded  by  a  pretence  of  com- 
pliance or  defied  with  complete  impunity 
by  any  reasonably  strong-minded  person. 
Nobody  can  feel  that  such  conventions 
are  really  compulsory;  and  consequently 


nobody  can  believe  in  the  stage  pathos 
that  accepts  them  as  an  inexorable  fate, 
or  in  the  reality  of  the  figures  who  in- 
dulge in  such  pathos.  Sitting  at  such 
plays  we  do  not  believe:  we  make- 
believe.  And  the  habit  of  make-believe 
becomes  at  last  so  rooted,  that  criticism 
of  the  theatre  insensibly  ceases  to  be 
criticism  at  all,  and  becomes  more  and 
more  a  chronicle  of  the  fashionable  enter- 
prises of  the  only  realities  left  on  the 
stage:  that  is,  the  performers  in  their  own 
persons.  In  this  phase  the  playwright  who 
attempts  to  revive  genuine  drama  pro- 
duces the  disagreeable  impression  of  the 
pedant  who  attempts  to  start  a  serious 
discussion  at  a  fashionable  at-home. 
Later  on,  when  he  has  driven  the  tea 
services  out  and  made  the  people  who 
had  come  to  use  the  theatre  as  a  drawing 
room  understand  that  it  is  they  and  not 
the  dramatists  who  are  the  intruders,  he 
has  to  face  the  accusation  that  his  plays 
ignore  human  feeling,  an  illusion  pro- 
duced by  that  very  resistance  of  fact  and 
law  to  human  feeling  which  creates 
drama.  It  is  the  deus  ex  machina  who,  by 
suspending  that  resistance,  makes  the 
fall  of  the  curtain  an  immediate  necessity, 
since  drama  ends  exactly  where  resistance 
ends.  Yet  the  introduction  of  this  resist- 
ance produces  so  strong  an  impression 
of  heartlessness  nowadays  that  a  dis- 
tinguished critic  has  summed  up  the 
impression  made  on  him  by  Mrs  Warren's 
Profession,  by  declaring  that  "the  differ- 
ence between  the  spirit  of  Tolstoy  and 
the  spirit  of  Mr  Shaw  is  the  difference 
between  the  spirit  of  Christ  and  the 
spirit  of  Euclid/'  But  the  epigram  would 
be  as  good  if  Tolstoy's  name  were  put  in 
place  of  mine  and  D'Annunzio's  in  place 
of  Tolstoy's.  At  the  same  time  I  accept 
the  enormous  compliment  to  my  reason- 
ing powers  with  sincere  complacency; 
and  I  promise  my  flatterer  that  when  he 
is  sufficiently  accustomed  to  and  there- 
fore undazzled  by  problem  on  the  stage 
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to  be  able  to  attend  to  the  familiar  factor 
of  humanity  in  it  as  well  as  to  the  un- 
familiar one  of  a  real  environment,  he 
will  both  see  and  feel  that  Mrs  Warren's 
Profession  is  no  mere  theorem,  but  a 
play  of  instincts  and  temperaments  in 
conflict  with  each  other  and  with  a  flinty 
social  problem  that  never  yields  an  inch 
to  mere  sentiment. 

I  go  further  than  this.  I  declare  that 
the  real  secret  of  the  cynicism  and  inhu- 
manity of  which  shallower  critics  accuse 
me  is  the  unexpectedness  with  which  my 
characters   behave   like  human  beings, 
instead  of  conforming  to  the  romantic 
logic  of  the  stage.  The  axioms  and  postu- 
lates of  that  dreary  mimanthropometry 
are  so  well  known  that  it  is  almost  im- 
possible for  its  slaves  to  write  tolerable 
last  acts  to  their  plays,  so  conventionally 
do  their  conclusions  follow  from  their 
premisses.  Because  I  have  thrown  this 
logic  ruthlessly  overboard,  I  am  accused 
of  ignoring,  not  stage  logic,  but,  of  all 
things,  human  feeling.  People  with  com- 
pletely theatrified  imaginations  tell  me 
that  no  girl  would  treat  her  mother  as 
Vivie  Warren  does,  meaning  that  no 
stage  heroine  would  in  a  popular  senti- 
mental play.  They  say  this  just  as  they 
might  say  that  no   two   straight  lines 
would  enclose  a  space.  They  do  not  see 
how  completely  inverted  their  vision  has 
become  even  when  I  throw  its  preposter- 
ousness  in  their  faces,  as  I  repeatedly  do 
in  this  very  play.  Praed,  the  sentimental 
artist  (fool  that  I  was  not  to  make  him  a 
theatre  critic  instead  of  an  architect!), 
burlesques  them  by  expecting  all  through 
the  piece  that  the  feelings  of  the  others 
will  be  logically  deducible  from  their 
family  relationships  and  from  his  "con- 
ventionally unconventional"  social  code. 
The  sarcasm  is  lost  on  the  critics:  they, 
saturated  with  the  same  logic,  only  think 
him  the  sole  sensible  person  on  the  stage. 
Thus  it  comes  about  that  the  more  com- 
pletely the  dramatist  is  emancipated  from 


the  illusion  that  men  and  women  are 
primarily  reasonable  beings,  and  the 
more  powerfully  he  insists  on  the  ruthless 
indifference  of  their  great  dramatic  anta- 
gonist, the  external  world,  to  their  whims 
and  emotions,  the  surer  he  is  to  be 
denounced  as  blind  to  the  very  distinc- 
tion on  which  his  whole  work  is  built. 
Far  from  ignoring  idiosyncrasy,  will, 
passion,  impulse,  whim,  as  factors  in 
human  action,  I  have  placed  them  so 
nakedly  on  the  stage  that  the  elderly 
citizen,  accustomed  to  see  them  clothed 
with  the  veil  of  manufactured  logic  about 
duty,  and  to  disguise  even  his  own  im- 
pulses from  himself  in  this  way,  finds 
the  picture  as  unnatural  as  Carlyle's 
suggested  painting  of  parliament  sitting 
without  its  clothes. 

I  now  come  to  those  critics  who,  in- 
tellectually baffled  by  the  problem  in  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession,  have  made  a  virtue 
of  running  away  from  it  on  the  gentle- 
manly ground  that  the  theatre  is  fre- 
quented by  women  as  well  as  by  men, 
and  that  such  problems  should  not  be 
discussed  or  even  mentioned  in  the 
presence  of  women.  With  that  sort  of 
chivalry  I  cannot  argue:  I  simply  affirm 
that  Mrs  Warren's  Profession  is  a  play  for 
women;  that  it  was  written  for  women; 
that  it  has  been  performed  and  pro- 
duced mainly  through  the  determination 
of  women  that  it  should  be  performed 
and  produced;  that  the  enthusiasm  of 
women  made  its  first  performance  ex- 
citingly successful;  and  that  not  one  of 
these  women  had  any  inducement  to 
support  it  except  their  belief  in  the  time- 
liness and  the  power  of  the  lesson  the 
play  teaches.  Those  who  were  "surprised 
to  see  ladies  present"  were  men;  and 
when  they  proceeded  to  explain  that  the 
journals  they  represented  could  not  pos- 
sibly demoralize  the  public  by  describing 
such  a  play,  their  editors  cruelly  devoted 
the  space  saved  by  their  delicacy  to 
reporting  at  unusual  length  an  excep- 


230 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


tionally  abominable  police  case. 

My  old  Independent  Theatre  manager, 
Mr  Grein,  besides  that  reproach  to  me 
for  shattering  his  ideals,  complains  that 
Mrs  Warren  is  not  wicked  enough,  and 
names  several  romancers  who  would 
have  clothed  her  black  soul  with  all  the 
terrors  of  tragedy.  I  have  no  doubt  they 
would;  but  that  is  just  what  I  did  not 
want  to  do.  Nothing  would  please  our 
sanctimonious  British  public  more  than 
to  throw  the  whole  guilt  of  Mrs  Warren's 
profession  on  Mrs  Warren  herself.  Now 
the  whole  aim  of  my  play  is  to  throw  that 
guilt  on  the  British  public  itself.  Mr  Grein 
may  remember  that  when  he  produced 
my  first  play,  Widowers'  Houses,  exactly 
the  same  misunderstanding  arose.  When 
the  virtuous  young  gentleman  rose  up  in 
wrath  against  the  slum  landlord,  the 
slum  landlord  very  effectually  shewed 
him  that  slums  are  the  product,  not  of 
individual  Harpagons,  but  of  the  indif- 
ference of  virtuous  young  gentlemen  to 
the  condition  of  the  city  they  live  in, 
provided  they  live  at  the  west  end  of  it 
on  money  earned  by  somebody  else's 
labor.  The  notion  that  prostitution  is 
created  by  the  wickedness  of  Mrs  Warren 
is  as  silly  as  the  notion — prevalent,  never- 
theless, to  some  extent  in  Temperance 
circles — that  drunkenness  is  created  by 
the  wickedness  of  the  publican.  Mrs 
Warren  is  not  a  whit  a  worse  woman 
than  the  reputable  daughter  who  cannot 
endure  her.  Her  indifference  to  the  ulti- 
mate social  consequences  of  her  means 
pf  making  money,  and  her  discovery  of 
that  means  by  the  ordinary  method  of 
taking  the  line  of  least  resistance  to 
getting  it,  are  too  common  in  English 
society  to  call  for  any  special  remark.  Her 
vitality,  her  thrift,  her  energy,  her  out- 
spokenness, her  wise  care  of  her  daughter, 
and  the  managing  capacity  which  has 
enabled  her  and  her  sister  to  climb  from 
the  fried  fish  shop  down  by  the  Mint  to 
the  establishments  of  which  she  boasts, 


are  all  high  English  social  virtues.  Her 
defence  of  herself  is  so  overwhelming 
that  it  provokes  the  St  James's  Gazette 
to  declare  that  "the  tendency  of  the  play 
is  wholly  evil"  because  "it  contains  one 
of  the  boldest  and  most  specious  defences 
of  an  immoral  life  for  poor  women  that 
has  ever  been  penned."  Happily  the  St 
James's  Gazette  here  speaks  in  its  haste. 
Mrs  Warren's  defence  of  herself  is  not 
only  bold  and  specious,  but  valid  and 
unanswerable.  But  it  is  no  defence  at  all 
of  the  vice  which  she  organizes.  It  is  no 
defence  of  an  immoral  life  to  say  that  the 
alternative  offered  by  society  collectively 
to  poor  women  is  a  miserable  life,  starved, 
overworked,  fetid,  ailing,  ugly.  Though 
it  is  quite  natural  and  right  for  Mrs 
Warren  to  choose  what  is,  according  to 
her  lights,  the  least  immoral  alternative, 
it  is  none  the  less  infamous  of  society  to 
offer  such  alternatives.  For  the  alterna- 
tives offered  are  not  morality  and  immor- 
ality, but  two  sorts  of  immorality.  The 
man  who  cannot  see  that  starvation,  over- 
work, dirt,  and  disease  are  as  anti-social 
as  prostitution — that  they  are  the  vices 
and  crimes  of  a  nation,  and  not  merely 
its  misfortunes — is  (to  put  it  as  politely 
as  possible)  a  hopelessly  Private  Person. 
The  notion  that  Mrs  Warren  must  be 
a  fiend  is  only  an  example  of  the  violence 
and  passion  which  the  slightest  reference 
to  sex  rouses  in  undisciplined  minds,  and 
which  makes  it  seem  natural  to  our  law- 
givers to  punish  silly  and  negligible  in- 
decencies with  a  ferocity  unknown  in 
dealing  with,  for  example,  ruinous  finan- 
cial swindling.  Had  my  play  been  entitled 
Mr  Warren's  Profession,  and  Mr  Warren 
been  a  bookmaker,  nobody  would  have 
expected  me  to  make  him  a  villain  as  well. 
Yet  gambling  is  a  vice,  and  bookmaking 
an  institution,  for  which  there  is  abso- 
lutely nothing  to  be  said.  The  moral  and 
economic  evil  done  by  trying  to  get 
other  people's  money  without  working 
fpr  it  (and  this  is  the  essence  of  gambling) 
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is  not  only  enormous  but  uncompen- 
sated.  There  are  no  two  sides  to  the 
question  of  gambling,  no  circumstances 
which  force  us  to  tolerate  it  lest  its  sup- 
pression lead  to  worse  things,  no  consen- 
sus of  opinion  among  responsible  classes, 
such  as  magistrates  and  military  com- 
manders, that  it  is  a  necessity,  no  Athen- 
ian records  of  gambling  made  splendid  by 
the  talents  of  its  professors,  no  contention 
that  instead  of  violating  morals  it  only 
violates  a  legal  institution  which  is  in 
many  respects  oppressive  and  unnatural, 
no  possible  plea  that  the  instinct  on  which 
it  is  founded  is  a  vital  one.  Prostitu- 
tion can  confuse  the  issue  with  all  these 
excuses:  gambling  has  none  of  them. 
Consequently,  if  Mrs  Warren  must  needs 
be  a  demon,  a  bookmaker  must  be  a 
cacodemon.  Well,  does  anybody  who 
knows  the  sporting  world  really  believe 
that  bookmakers  are  worse  than  their 
neighbors?  On  the  contrary,  they  have 
to  be  a  good  deal  better;  for  in  that  world 
nearly  everybody  whose  social  rank  does 
not  exclude  such  an  occupation  would  be 
a  bookmaker  if  he  could;  but  the  strength 
of  character  required  for  handling  large 
sums  of  money  and  for  strict  settlements 
and  unflinching  payment  of  losses  is  so 
rare  that  successful  bookmakers  are  rare 
too.  It  may  seem  that  at  least  public 
spirit  cannot  be  one  of  a  bookmaker's 
virtues;  but  I  can  testify  from  personal 
experience  that  excellent  public  work  is 
done  with  money  subscribed  by  book- 
makers. It  is  true  that  there  are  abysses 
in  bookmaking:  for  example,  welshing. 
Mr  Grein  hints  that  there  are  abysses  in 
Mrs  Warren's  profession  also.  So  there 
are  in  every  profession:  the  error  lies  in 
supposing  that  every  member  of  them 
sounds  these  depths.  I  sit  on  a  public 
body  which  prosecutes  Mrs  Warren 
zealously;  and  I  can  assure  Mr  Grein  that 
she  is  often  leniently  dealt  with  because 
she  has  conducted  her  business  "respect- 
ably" and  held  herself  above  its  vilest 


branches.  The  degrees  in  infamy  are  as 
numerous  and  as  scrupulously  observed 
as  the  degrees  in  the  peerage:  the  moral- 
ist's notion  that  there  are  depths  at  which 
the  moral  atmosphere  ceases  is  as  delusive 
as  the  rich  man's  notion  that  there  are  no 
social  jealousies  or  snobberies  among  the 
very  poor.  No:  had  I  drawn  Mrs  Warren 
as  a  fiend  in  human  form,  the  very  people 
who  now  rebuke  me  for  flattering  her 
would  probably  be  the  first  to  deride  me 
for  deducing  character  logically  from 
occupation  instead  of  observing  it  accur- 
ately in  society. 

One  critic  is  so  enslaved  by  this  sort  of 
logic  that  he  calls  my  portraiture  of  the 
Reverend  Samuel  Gardner  an  attack  on 
religion.  According  to  this  view  Sub- 
altern lago  is  an  attack  on  the  army,  Sir 
John  Falstaff  an  attack  on  knighthood, 
and  King  Claudius  an  attack  on  royalty. 
Here  again  the  clamor  for  naturalness  and 
human  feeling,  raised  by  so  many  critics 
when  they  are  confronted  by  the  real 
thing  on  die  stage,  is  really  a  clamor  for 
the  most  mechanical  and  superficial  sort 
of  logic.  The  dramatic  reason  for  making 
the  clergyman  what  Mrs  Warren  calls  "an 
old  stick-in-the-mud,"  whose  son,  in 
spite  of  much  capacity  and  charm,  is  a 
cynically  worthless  member  of  society, 
is  to  set  up  a  mordant  contrast  between 
him  and  the  woman  of  infamous  profes- 
sion, with  her  well  brought-up,  straight- 
forward, hardworking  daughter.  The 
critics  who  have  missed  the  contrast  have 
doubtless  observed  often  enough  that 
many  clergymen  are  in  the  Church 
through  no  genuine  calling,  but  simply 
because,  in  circles  which  can  command 
preferment,  it  is  the  refuge  of  the  fool  of 
the  family;  and  that  clergymen's  sons  are 
often  conspicuous  reactionists  against 
the  restraints  imposed  on  them  in  child- 
hood by  their  father's  profession.  These 
critics  must  know,  too,  from  history  if 
not  from  experience,  that  women  as  un- 
scrupulous as  Mrs  Warren  have  distin- 
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guished  themselves  as  administrators  and 
rulers,  both  commercially  and  politically. 
But  both  observation  and  knowledge  are 
left  behind  when  journalists  go  to  the 
theatre.  Once  in  their  stalls,  they  assume 
that  it  is  "natural"  for  clergymen  to  be 
saintly,  for  soldiers  to  be  heroic,  for 
lawyers  to  be  hard-hearted,  for  sailors  to 
be  simple  and  generous,  for  doctors  to 
perform  miracles  with  little  bottles,  and 
for  Mrs  Warren  to  be  a  beast  and  a 
demon.  All  this  is  not  only  not  natural, 
but  not  dramatic.  A  man's  profession 
only  enters  into  the  drama  of  his  life 
when  it  comes  into  conflict  with  his 
nature.  The  result  of  this  conflict  is  tragic 
in  Mrs  Warren's  case,  and  comic  in  the 
clergyman's  case  (at  least  we  are  savage 
enough  to  laugh  at  it);  but  in  both  cases  it 
is  illogical,  and  in  both  cases  natural.  I 
repeat,  the  critics  who  accuse  me  of  sacri- 
ficing nature  to  logic  are  so  sophisticated 
by  their  profession  that  to  them  logic  is 
nature,  and  nature  absurdity. 

Many  friendly  critics  are  too  little 
skilled  in  social  questions  and  moral  dis- 
cussions to  be  able  to  conceive  that  re- 
spectable gentlemen  like  themselves,  who 
would  instantly  call  the  police  to  remove 
Mrs  Warren  if  she  ventured  to  canvass 
them  personally,  could  possibly  be  in 
any  way  responsible  for  her  proceedings. 
They  remonstrate  sincerely,  asking  me 
what  good  such  painful  exposures  can 
possibly  do.  They  might  as  well  ask 
what  good  Lord  Shaftesbury  did  by 
devoting  his  life  to  the  exposure  of  evils 
(by  no  means  yet  remedied)  compared  to 
which  the  worst  things  brought  into 
view  or  even  into  surmise  in  this  play  are 
trifles.  The  good  of  mentioning  them  is 
that  you  make  people  so  extremely  un- 
comfortable about  them  that  they  finally 
stop  blaming  "human  nature"  for  them, 
and  begin  to  support  measures  for  their 
reform.  Can  anything  be  more  absurd 
than  the  copy  of  The  Echo  which  con- 
tains a  notice  of  the  performance  of  my 


play?  It  is  edited  by  a  gentleman  who, 
having  devoted  his  life  to  work  of  the 
Shaftesbury  type,  exposes  social  evils  and 
clamors  for  their  reform  in  every  column 
except  one;  and  that  one  is  occupied  by 
the  declaration  of  the  paper's  kindly 
theatre  critic,  that  the  performance  left 
him  "wondering  what  useful  purpose  the 
play  was  intended  to  serve."  The  balance 
has  to  be  redressed  by  the  more  fashion- 
able papers,  which  usually  combine 
capable  art  criticism  with  West-End 
solecism  on  politics  and  sociology.  It  is 
very  noteworthy,  however,  on  com- 
paring the  Press  explosion  produced  by 
Mrs  Warren's  Profession  in  1902  with 
that  produced  by  Widowers'  Houses 
about  ten  years  earlier,  that  whereas  in 
1892  the  facts  were  frantically  denied  and 
the  persons  of  the  drama  flouted  as 
monsters  of  wickedness,  in  1902  the  facts 
are  admitted,  and  the  characters  recog- 
nized, though  it  is  suggested  that  this  is 
exactly  why  no  gentleman  should  men- 
tion them  in  public.  Only  one  writer  has 
ventured  to  imply  this  time  that  the 
poverty  mentioned  by  Mrs  Warren  has 
since  been  quietly  relieved,  and  need  not 
have  been  dragged  back  to  the  footlights. 
I  compliment  him  on  his  splendid  men- 
dacity, in  which  he  is  unsupported,  save  by 
a  little  plea  in  a  theatrical  paper  which  is 
innocent  enough  to  think  that  ten  guineas 
a  year  with  board  and  lodging  is  an  im- 
possibly low  wage  for  a  barmaid.  It  goes 
on  to  cite  Mr  Charles  Booth  as  having 
testified  that  there  are  many  laborers* 
wives  who  are  happy  and  contented  on 
eighteen  shillings  a  week.  But  I  can  go 
further  than  that  myself.  I  have  seen  an 
Oxford  agricultural  laborer's  wife  look- 
ing cheerful  on  eight  shillings  a  week; 
but  that  does  not  console  me  for  the  fact 
that  agriculture  in  England  is  a  ruined 
industry.  If  poverty  does  not  matter  as 
long  as  it  is  contented,  then  crime  does 
not  matter  as  long  as  it  is  unscrupulous. 
The  truth  is  that  it  is  only  then  that 
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it  does  matter  most  desperately.  Many 
persons  are  more  comfortable  when  they 
are  dirty  than  when  they  are  clean;  but 
that  does  not  recommend  dirt  as  a 
national  policy. 

In  1905  Arnold  Daly  produced  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession  in  New  York.  The 
Press  of  that  city  instantly  raised  a  cry 
that  such  persons  as  Mrs  Warren  are 
"ordure"  and  should  not  be  mentioned 
in  the  presence  of  decent  people.  This 
hideous  repudiation  of  humanity  and 
social  conscience  so  took  possession  of 
the  New  York  journalists  that  the  few 
among  them  who  kept  their  feet  morally 
and  intellectually  could  do  nothing  to 
check  the  epidemic  of  foul  language,  gross 
suggestion,  and  raving  obscenity  of 
word  and  thought  that  broke  out.  The 
writers  abandoned  all  self-restraint  under 
the  impression  that  they  were  upholding 
virtue  instead  of  outraging  it.  They  in- 
fected each  other  with  their  hysteria  until 
they  were  for  all  practical  purposes 
indecently  mad.  They  finally  forced  the 
police  to  arrest  Daly  and  his  company, 
and  led  the  magistrate  to  express  his 
loathing  of  the  duty  thus  forced  upon 
him  of  reading  an  unmentionable  and 
abominable  play.  Of  course  the  convul- 
sion soon  exhausted  itself.  The  magis- 
trate, naturally  somewhat  impatient  when 
he  found  that  what  he  had  to  read  was  a 
strenuously  ethical  play  forming  part  of 
a  book  which  had  been  in  circulation  un- 
challenged for  eight  years,  and  had  been 
received  without  protest  by  the  whole 
London  and  New  York  Press,  gave  the 
journalists  a  piece  of  his  mind  as  to  their 
moral  taste  in  plays.  By  consent,  he 
passed  the  case  on  to  a  higher  court, 
which  declared  that  the  play  was  not 
immoral;  acquitted  Daly;  and  made  an 
end  of  the  attempt  to  use  the  law  to  de- 
clare living  women  to  be  "ordure,"  and 
thus  enforce  silence  as  to  the  far-reaching 
fact  that  you  cannot  cheapen  women  in 
the  market  for  industrial  purposes  with- 


out cheapening  them  for  other  purposes 
as  well.  I  hope  Mrs  Warren's  Profession 
will  be  played  everywhere,  in  season  and 
out  of  season,  until  Mrs  Warren  has 
bitten  that  fact  into  the  public  conscience, 
and  shamed  the  newspapers  which  sup- 
port a  tariff  to  keep  up  the  price  of  every 
American  commodity  except  American 
manhood  and  womanhood. 

Unfortunately,  Daly  had  already  suf- 
fered the  usual  fate  of  those  who  direct 
public  attention  to  the  profits  of  the 
sweater  or  the  pleasures  of  the  volup- 
tuary. He  was  morally  lynched  side  by 
side  with  me.  Months  elapsed  before  the 
decision  of  the  courts  vindicated  him; 
and  even  then,  since  his  vindication  im- 
plied the  condemnation  of  the  Press, 
which  was  by  that  time  sober  again,  and 
ashamed  of  its  orgy,  his  triumph  re- 
ceived a  rather  sulky  and  grudging 
publicity.  In  the  meantime  he  had  hardly 
been  able  to  approach  an  American  city, 
including  even  those  cities  which  had 
heaped  applause  on  him  as  the  defender 
of  hearth  and  home  when  he  produced 
Candida,  without  having  to  face  articles 
discussing  whether  mothers  could  allow 
their  daughters  to  attend  such  plays  as 
You  Never  Can  Tell,  written  by  the 
infamous  author  of  Mrs  Warren's  Pro- 
fession, and  acted  by  the  monster  who 
produced  it.  What  made  this  harder  to 
bear  was  that  though  no  fact  is  better 
established  in  theatrical  business  than  the 
financial  disastrousness  of  moral  dis- 
credit, the  journalists  who  had  done  all 
the  mischief  kept  paying  vice  the  homage 
of  assuming  that  it  is  enormously  popular 
and  lucrative,  and  that  Daly  and  I,  being 
exploiters  of  vice,  must  therefore  be 
making  colossal  fortunes  out  of  the 
abuse  heaped  on  us,  and  had  in  fact 
provoked  it  and  welcomed  it  with  that 
express  object.  Ignorance  of  real  life 
could  hardly  go  further. 

I  was  deeply  disgusted  by  this  un- 
savory mobbing.   And  I   have   certain 

I  2 


234 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


sensitive  places  in  my  soul:  I  do  not  like 
that  word  "ordure."  Apply  it  to  my 
work,  and  I  can  afford  to  smile,  since  the 
world,  on  the  whole,  will  smile  with  me. 
But  to  apply  it  to  the  woman  in  the  street, 
whose  spirit  is  of  one  substance  with 
your  own  and  her  body  no  less  holy:  to 
look  your  women  folk  in  the  face  after- 
wards and  not  go  out  and  hang  your- 
self: that  is  not  on  the  list  of  pardonable 
sins. 

Shortly  after  these  events  a  leading 
New  York  newspaper,  which  was  among 
the  most  abusively  clamorous  for  the 
suppression  of  Mrs  Warren's  Profession, 
was  fined  heavily  for  deriving  part  of  its 
revenue  from  advertisements  of  Mrs 
Warren's  houses. 

Many  people  have  been  puzzled  by 
the  fact  that  whilst  stage  entertainments 
which  are  frankly  meant  to  act  on  the 
spectators  as  aphrodisiacs  are  every- 
where tolerated,  plays  which  have  an 
almost  horrifying  contrary  effect  are 
fiercely  attacked  by  persons  and  papers 
notoriously  indifferent  to  public  morals 
on  all  other  occasions.  The  explanation 
is  very  simple.  The  profits  of  Mrs  War- 
ren's profession  are  shared  not  only  by 
Mrs  Warren  and  Sir  George  Crofts,  but 
by  the  landlords  of  their  houses,  the 
newspapers  which  advertize  them,  the 
restaurants  which  cater  for  them,  and, 
in  short,  all  the  trades  to  which  they 
are  good  customers,  not  to  mention  the 
public  officials  and  representatives  whom 
they  silence  by  complicity,  corruption, 
or  blackmail.  Add  to  these  the  employers 
who  profit  by  cheap  female  labor,  and 
the  shareholders  whose  dividends  depend 
on  it  (you  find  such  people  everywhere, 
even  on  the  judicial  bench  and  in  the 
highest  places  in  Church  and  State),  and 
you  get  a  large  and  powerful  class  with  a 
strong  pecuniary  incentive  to  protect  Mrs 
Warren's  profession,  and  a  correspond- 
ingly strong  incentive  to  conceal,  from 
their  own  consciences  no  less  than  from 


the  world,  the  real  sources  of  their  gain. 
These  are  the  people  who  declare  that  it 
is  feminine  vice  and  not  poverty  that 
drives  women  to  the  streets,  as  if  vicious 
women  with  independent  incomes  ever 
went  there.  These  are  the  people  who, 
indulgent  or  indifferent  to  aphrodisiac 
plays,  raise  the  moral  hue  and  cry  against 
performances  of  Mrs  Warren's  Profession, 
and  drag  actresses  to  the  police  court  to 
be  insulted,  bullied,  and  threatened  for 
fulfilling  their  engagements.  For  please 
observe  that  the  judicial  decision  in  New 
York  State  in  favor  of  the  play  did  not 
end  the  matter.  In  Kansas  City,  for  in- 
stance, the  municipality,  finding  itself 
restrained  by  the  courts  from  preventing 
the  performance,  fell  back  on  a  local  by- 
law against  indecency.  It  summoned  the 
actress  who  impersonated  Mrs  Warren 
to  the  police  court,  and  offered  her  and 
her  colleagues  the  alternative  of  leaving 
the  city  or  being  prosecuted  under  this 
by-law. 

Now  nothing  is  more  possible  than 
that  the  city  councillors  who  suddenly 
displayed  such  concern  for  the  morals  of 
the  theatre  were  either  Mrs  Warren's 
landlords,  or  employers  of  women  at 
starvation  wages,  or  restaurant  keepers, 
or  newspaper  proprietors,  or  in  some 
other  more  or  less  direct  way  sharers  of 
the  profits  of  her  trade.  No  doubt  it  is 
equally  possible  that  they  were  simply 
stupid  men  who  thought  that  indecency 
consists,  not  in  evil,  but  in  mentioning  it. 
I  have,  however,  been  myself  a  member 
of  a  municipal  council,  and  have  not 
found  municipal  councillors  quite  so 
simple  and  inexperienced  as  this.  At  all 
events  I  do  not  propose  to  give  the  Kan- 
sas councillors  the  benefit  of  the  doubt. 
I  therefore  advise  the  public  at  large, 
which  will  finally  decide  the  matter,  to 
keep  a  vigilant  eye  on  gentlemen  who 
will  stand  anything  at  the  theatre  except 
a  performance  of  Mrs  Warren's  Profes- 
sion, and  who  assert  in  the  same  breath 
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that  (a)  the  play  is  too  loathsome  to  be 
bearable  by  civilized  people,  and  (fc)  that 
unless  its  performance  is  prohibited  the 
whole  town  will  throng  to  see  it.  They 
may  be  merely  excited  and  foolish;  but  I 
am  bound  to  warn  the  public  that  it  is 
equally  likely  that  they  may  be  collected 
and  knavish. 

At  all  events,  to  prohibit  the  play  is  to 
protect  the  evil  which  the  play  exposes; 
and  in  view  of  that  fact,  I  see  no  reason 
for  assuming  that  the  prohibitionists 
are  disinterested  moralists,  and  that 
the  author,  the  managers,  and  the  per- 
formers, who  depend  for  their  livelihood 
on  their  personal  reputations  and  not  on 
rents,  advertisements,  or  dividends,  are 
grossly  inferior  to  them  in  moral  sense 
and  public  responsibility. 

It  is  true  that  in  Mrs  Warren's  Profes- 
sion, Society,  and  not  any  individual,  is 
the  villain  of  the  piece;  but  it  does  not 
follow  that  the  people  who  take  offence 
at  it  are  all  champions  of  society.  Their 
credentials  cannot  be  too  carefully  ex- 
amined. 

PICCARD'S  COTTAGE,  January  1902. 

P.S.  (1930)  On  reading  the  above  after 
a  lapse  of  28  years,  with  the  ban  on  Mrs 
Warren  withdrawn  and  forgotten,  I 
should  have  discarded  it  as  an  overdone 
fuss  about  nothing  that  now  matters 
were  it  not  for  a  recent  incident.  Before 
describing  this  I  must  explain  that  with 
the  invention  of  the  cinematograph  a 
new  censorship  has  come  into  existence, 
created,  not  this  time  by  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment, but  by  the  film  manufacturers  to 
provide  themselves  with  the  certificates 
of  propriety  which  have  proved  so  useful 
to  the  theatre  managers.  This  private 
censorship  has  acquired  public  power 
through  its  acceptance  by  the  local 
authorities,  without  whose  license  the 
films  cannot  be  exhibited  in  place  of 
public  entertainment. 

A  lady  who  has  devoted  herself  to  the 


charitable  work  of  relieving  the  homeless 
and  penniless  people  who  are  to  be  found 
every  night  in  London  on  the  Thames 
Embankment  had  to  deal  largely  with 
working  men  who  had  come  to  London 
from  the  country  under  the  mistaken  im- 
pression that  there  is  always  employment 
there  for  everybody,  and  with  young 
women,  also  from  the  provinces,  who 
had  been  lured  to  London  by  offers  of 
situations  which  were  really  traps  set  for 
them  by  the  agents  of  the  White  Slave 
traffic.  The  lady  rightly  concluded  that 
much  the  best  instrument  for  warning 
the  men,  and  making  known  to  the 
women  the  addresses  of  the  organization 
for  befriending  unprotected  girl  travel- 
lers, is  the  cinema.  She  caused  a  film  to  be 
made  for  this  purpose.  The  Film  Censor 
immediately  banned  the  part  of  the  film 
which  gave  the  addresses  to  the  girls  and 
shewed  them  the  risks  they  ran.  The 
lady  appealed  to  me  to  help  her  to  protest. 
After  convincing  myself  by  witnessing  a 
private  exhibition  of  the  film  that  it  was 
quite  innocent  I  wrote  to  the  Censor, 
begging  him  to  examine  the  film  person- 
ally, and  remedy  what  seemed  to  be  a 
rule-of-thumb  mistake  by  his  examiners. 
He  not  only  confirmed  their  veto,  but 
left  uncontradicted  a  report  in  all  the 
papers  that  he  had  given  as  his  reason 
that  the  lady  had  paraded  the  allurements 
of  vice,  and  that  such  parades  could  not 
be  tolerated  by  him.  The  sole  allurements 
were  the  smart  motor  car  in  which  the 
heroine  of  the  film  was  kidnapped,  and 
the  fashionable  clothes  of  the  two  very 
repulsive  agents  who  drugged  her  in  it. 
In  every  other  respect  her  experiences 
were  as  disagreeable  as  the  sternest 
moralist  could  desire. 

I  then  made  a  tour  of  the  picture 
houses  to  see  what  the  Film  Censor 
considers  allowable.  Of  the  films  duly 
licensed  by  him  two  were  so  nakedly 
pornographic  that  their  exhibition  could 
hardly  have  been  risked  without  the 
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Censor's  certificate  of  purity.  One  of 
them  presented  the  allurements  of  a 
supposedly  French  brothel  so  shamelessly 
that  I  rose  and  fled  in  disgust  long  before 
the  end,  though  I  am  as  hardened  to 
vulgar  salacity  in  the  theatre  as  a  surgeon 
is  to  a  dissecting  room. 

The  only  logical  conclusion  apparent 
is  that  the  White  Slave  traffickers  are  in 
complete  control  of  our  picture  thea  res, 
and  can  close  them  to  our  Rescue  workers 
as  effectively  as  they  can  reserve  them 
for  advertisements  of  their  own  trade.  I 
spare  the  Film  Censor  that  conclusion. 
The  conclusion  I  press  upon  him  and  on 
the  public  is  my  old  one  of  twentyeight 
years  ago:  that  all  the  evil  effects  of  such 
corrupt  control  are  inevitably  produced 
gratuitously  by  Censors  with  the  best 
intentions. 

POSTSCRIPT  1933.  In  spite  of  the  sup- 
pression of  my  play  for  so  many  years  by 
the  censorship  the  subject  broke  out  into 
a  campaign  for  the  abolition  of  the  White 
Slave  Traffic  which  still  occupies  the 


League  of  Nations  at  Geneva.  But  my 
demonstration  that  the  root  of  the  evil  is 
economic  was  ruthlessly  ignored  by  the 
profiteering  Press  (that  is,  by  the  entire 
Press);  and  when  at  last  parliament  pro- 
ceeded to  legislate,  its  contribution  to  the 
question  was  to  ordain  that  Mrs  Warren's 
male  competitors  should  be  flogged  in- 
stead of  fined.  This  had  the  double  effect 
of  stimulating  the  perverted  sexuality 
which  delights  in  flogging,  and  driving 
the  traffic  into  female  hands,  leaving  Mrs 
Warren  triumphant. 

The  ban  on  performances  of  the  play 
has  long  since  been  withdrawn;  and  wPien 
it  is  performed  the  critics  hasten  to  declare 
that  the  scandal  of  underpaid  virtue  and 
overpaid  vice  is  a  thing  of  the  past.  Yet 
when  the  war  created  an  urgent  demand 
for  women's  labor  in  1914  the  Govern- 
ment proceeded  to  employ  women  for 
twelve  hours  a  day  at  a  wage  of  five 
ha'pence  an  hour.  It  is  amazing  how  the 
grossest  abuses  thrive  on  their  reputation 
for  being  old  unhappy  far-off  things  in  an 
age  of  imaginary  progress. 
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ON  DOCTORS 

It  is  not  the  fault  of  our  doctors  that 
the  medical  service  of  the  community,  as 
at  present  provided  for,  is  a  murderous 
absurdity.  That  any  sane  nation,  having 
observed  that  you  could  provide  for 
the  supply  of  bread  by  giving  bakers 
a  pecuniary  interest  in  baking  for  you, 
should  go  on  to  give  a  surgeon  a  pecu- 
niary interest  in  cutting  off  your  leg,  is 
enough  to  make  one  despair  of  political 
humanity.  But  that  is  precisely  what  we 
have  done.  And  the  more  apj3alling_the 
mutilation,  the  more  the  mutilator  is  paid. 
He  who  corrects  the  ingrowing  toe-nail 
receives  a  few  shillings:  he  who  cutsjyour 
inside  out  receives  hundreds  oT^guineas, 
except  when  he  does  it  to  a  poor  person 
for  practice. 

Scandalized  voices  murmur  that  these 
operations  are  necessary.  They  may  be. 
It  may  also  be  necessary  to  hang  a  man 
or  pull  down  a  house.  But  we  take  good 
care  not  to  make  the  hangman  and  the 
housebreaker  the  judges  of  that.  If  we 
did,  no  man's  neck  would  be  safe  and  no 
man's  house  stable.  But  we  do  make  the 
doctor  the  judge,  and  fine  him  anything 
from  sixpence  to  several  hundred  guineas 
if  he  decides  in  our  favor.  I  cannot  knock 
my  shins  severely  without  forcing  on 
some  surgeon  the  difficult  question, 
"Could  I  not  make  a  better  use  of  a 
pocketful  of  guineas  than  this  man  is 
making  of  his  leg?  Could  he  not  write  as 
well — or  even  better — on  one  leg  than  on 
two?  And  the  guineas  would  make  all  the 
difference  in  the  world  to  me  just  now. 
My  wife — my  pretty  ones — the  leg  may 
mortify — it  is  always  safer  to  operate — 
he  will  be  well  in  a  fortnight — artificial 
kgsarenowj>ojw 


really  better  th^n^naturaLon^s 

leglessness, 


etc,  etc.  etc. 

Now  there  is  no  calculation  that  an 
engineer  can  make  as  to  the  behavior  of  a 
girder  under  a  strain,  or  an  astronomer  as 
to  the  recurrence  of  a  comet,  more  cer- 
tain than  the  calculation  that  under  such 
circumstances  we  shall  be  dismembered 
unnecessarily  in  all  directions  by  sur- 
geons who  believe  the  operations  to  be 
necessary  solely  because  they  want  to 
perform  them.  The  process  metaphoric- 
ally called  bleeding  the  rich  man  is  per- 
formed not  only  metaphorically  but 
literally  every  day  by  surgeons  who  are 
quite  as  honest  as  most  of  us.  After  all, 
what  harm  is  there  in  it?  The  surgeon 
need  not  take  off  the  rich  man's  (or 
woman's)  leg  or  arm:  he  can  remove  the 
appendix  or  the  uvula,  and  leave  the 
patient  none  the  worse  after  a  fortnight 
or  so  in  bed,  whilst  the  nurse,  the  general 
practitioner,  the  apothecary^  and  the  sur- 
geon will  be  the  better. 

DOUBTFUL   CHARACTER   BORNE    BY   THE 
MEDICAL   PROFESSION 

Again  I  hear  the  voices  indignantly 
muttering  old  phrases  ^ahrmr  thp  high 
character  of  a  nobJ£  profession  and  the 
honor  and  conscience  of  its  members.  I 
must  reply  that  the  medical  profession 
has  not  a  high  character;  it  has  an  in- 
famous character.  I  do  not  know  a  single 
thoughtful  and  well-informed  person  who 
does  not  feel  that  the  tragedy  of  illness  at 
present  is  that  it  delivers  you  helplessly 
into  the  hands  of  a  profession  which  you 
deeply  mistrust,  because  it  not  only  ad- 
vocates and  practises  the  most  revolting 
cruelties  in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge,  and 
justifies  them  on  grounds  which  would 
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equally  justify  practising  the  same  cruel- 
ties on  yourself  or  your  children,  or  burn- 
ing down  London  to  test  a  patent  fire 
extinguisher,  but,  when  it  has  shocked 
the  public,  tries  to  reassure  it  with  lies  of 
breath-bereaving  brazenness.  That  is  the 
character  the  medical  profession  has  got 
just  now.  It  may  be  deserved  or  it  may 
not:  there  it  is  at  all  events:  and  the 
doctors  who  have  not  realized  this  are 
living  in  a  fool's  paradise.  As  to  the  honor 
and  conscience  of  doctors,  they  have  as 
much  as  any  other  class  of  men,  no  more 
and  no  less.  And  what  other  men  dare 
pretend  to  be  impartial  where  they  have 
a  strong  pecuniary  interest  on  one  side? 
Nobody  supposes  that  doctors  are  less 
virtuous  than  judges;  but  a  judge  whose 
salary  and  reputation  depended  on 
whether  the  verdict  was  for  plaintiff  or 
defendant,  prosecutor  or  prisoner,  would 
be  as  little  trusted  as  a  general  in  the  pay 
of  the  enemy.  To  offer  me  a  doctor  as  my 
judge,  and  then  weight  his  decision  with 
a  bribe  of  a  large  sum  of  money  and  a 
virtual  guarantee  that  if  he  makes  a  mis- 
take it  can  never  be  proved  against  him, 
is  to  go  wildly  beyond  the  ascertained 
strain  which  human  nature  will  bear.  It 
is  simply  unscientific  to  allege  or  believe 
that  doctors  do  not  under  existing  cir- 
cumstances perform  unnecessary  opera- 
tions and  manufacture  and  prolong  lucra- 
tive illnesses.  The  only  ones  who  can 
claim  to  be  above  suspicion  are  those  who 
are  so  much  sought  after  that  their  cured 
patients  are  immediately  replaced  by 
fresh  ones.  And  there  is  this  curious 
psychological  fact  to  be  remembered:  a 
serious  illness  or  a  death  advertizes  the 
doctor  exactly  as  a  hanging  advertizes 
the  barrister  who  defended  the  person 
hanged.  Suppose,  for  example,  a  royal 
personage  gets  something  wrong  with 
his  throat,  or  has  a  pain  in  his  inside.  If  a 
doctor  effects  some  trumpery  cure  with  a 


jvet  compress^  or  a^^eggermintjozenge 
"nobody  takes  the  least  notice  oTEim.  B 


if  he  operates  on  the  throat  and  kills  the 
patient,  or  extirpates*  an  internal  organ 
and  keeps  the  whole  nation  palpitating 
for  days  whilst  the  patient  hovers  in  pain 
and  fever  between  life  and  death,  his 
fortune  is  made:  every  rich  man  who 
omits  to  call  him  in  when  the  same 
symptoms  appear  in  his  household  is 
held  not  to  have  done  his  utmost  duty 
to  the  patient.  The  wonder  is  that 
there  is  a  king  or  queen  left  alive  in 
Europe. 

DOCTORS'  CONSCIENCES 

There  is  another  difficulty  in  trusting 
to  theinor  ^ 


octors  are  just  like  other  Englishmen: 
most  of  them  have  no  honor  and  no 
conscience:  what  they  commonly  mis- 
take for  these  is  sentimentality  and  an 
intense  dread  of  doing  anything  that 
everybody  else  does  not  do,  or  omitting 
to  do  anything  that  everybody  else  does. 
This  of  course  does  amount  to  a  sort 
of  working  or  rule-of-thumb  conscience; 
but  it  means  that  you  will  do  anything, 
good  or  bad,  provided  you  get  enough 
people  to  keep  you  in  countenance  by 
doing  it  also.  It  is  the  sort  of  conscience 
that  makes  it  possible  to  keep  order  on  a 
pirate  ship,  or  in  a  troop  of  brigands.  It 
may  be  said  that  in  the  last  analysis  there 
is  no  other  sort  of  honor  or  conscience  in 
existence  —  that  the  assent  of  the  majority 
is  the  only  sanction  known  to  ethics.  No 
doubt  this  holds  good  in  political  prac- 
tice. If  mankind  knew  the  facts,  and  agreed 
with  the  doctors,  then  the  doctors  would 
be  in  the  right;  and  any  person  who 
thought  otherwise  would  be  a  lunatic. 
But  mankind  does  not  agree,  and  does  not 
know  the  facts.  All  that  can  be  said  for 
medical  popularity  is  that  until  there  is  a 
practicable  alternative  to  blind  trust  in  the 
doctor,  the  truth  about  the  doctor  is  so 
terrible  that  we  dare  not  face  it.  Moliere 
saw  through  the  doctors;  but  he  had  to 
call  them  in  just  the  same.  Napoleon  had 
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no  illusions  about  them;  but  he  had  to  die 
under  their  treatment  just  as  much  as  the 
most  credulous  ignoramus  that  ever  paid 
sixpence  for  a  bottle  of  strong  medicine. 
In  this  predicament  most  people,  to  save 
themselves  from  unbearable  mistrust  and 
misery,  or  from  being  driven  by  their 
conscience  into  actual  conflict  with  the 
law,  fall  back  on  the  old  rule  that  if  you 
cannot  have  what  you  believe  in  you  must 
believe  in  what  you  have.  When  your 
child  is  ill  or  your  wife  dying,  and  you 
happen  to  be  very  fond  of  them,  or  even 
when,  if  you  are  not  fond  of  them,  you 
are  human  enough  to  forget  every  per- 
sonal grudge  before  the  spectacle  of  a 
fellow  creature  in  pain  or  peril,  what  you 
want  is  cginfbjl^eassoinu^ 
Jx^djitclijt,  were  it  but  a  straw.  Tftis  the 
doctor_^rings  you.  You  have  a  wildly 
urgent  feeling  that  something  must  be 
done;  and  the  doctor  does  something. 
Sometimes  what  he  does  kills  the  patient; 
but  you  do  not  know  that;  and  the  doctor 
assures  you  that  all  that  human  skill  could 
do  has  been  done.  And  nobody  has  the 
brutality  to  say  to  the  newly  bereft 
father,  mother,  husband,  wife,  brother,  or 
sister,  "You  have  killed  your  lost  darling 
by  your  credulity." 

THE  PECULIAR   PEOPLE 

Besides,  the  calling  in  of  the  doctor  is 
now  compulsory  except  in  cases  where 
the  patient  is  an  adult  and  not  too  ill  to 
decide  the  steps  to  be  taken.  We  are  sub- 
ject to  prosecution  for  manslaughter  or 
for  criminal  neglect  if  the  patient  dies 
without  the  consolations  of  the  medical 
profession.  This  menace  is  kept  before 
the  public  by  the  Peculiar  People.  The 
Peculiars,  as  they  are  called,  have  gained 
their  name  by  believing  that  the  Bible  is 
infallible,  and  taking  their  belief  quite 
seriously.  The  Bible  is  very  clear  as  to  the 
treatment  of  illness.  The  Epistle  of  James, 
chapter  v.,  contains  the  following  explicit 
directions: — 


14.  Is  any  sick  among  you?  let 
him  call  for  the  elders  of  the  Church; 
and  let  them  pray  over  him,  anoint- 
ing him  with  oil  in  the  name  of  the 
Lord: 

15.  And  the  prayer  of  faith  shall 
save  the  sick,  and  the  Lord  shall 
raise  him  up;  and  if  he  have  com- 
mitted sins,  they  shall  be  forgiven 
him. 

The  Peculiars  obey  these  instructions  and 
dispense  with  doctors.  They  are  therefore 
prosecuted  for  manslaughter  when  their 
children  die. 

When  I  was  a  young  man,  the  Pecu- 
liars were  usually  acquitted.  The  prosecu- 
tion broke  down  when  the  doctor  in  the 
witness  box  was  asked  whether,  if  the 
child  had  had  medical  attendance,  it  would 
have  lived.  It  was,  of  course,  impossible 
for  any  man  of  sense  and  honor  to  assume 
divine  omniscience  by  answering  this  in 
the  affirmative,  or  indeed  pretending  to  be 
able  to  answer  it  at  all.  And  on  this  the 
judge  had  to  instruct  the  jury  that  they 
must  acquit  the  prisoner.  Thus  a  judge 
with  a  keen  sense  of  law  (a  very  rare 
phenomenon  on  the  Bench,  by  the  way) 
was  spared  the  possibility  of  having  to 
sentence  one  prisoner  (under  the  Blas- 
phemy Laws)  for  questioning  the  author- 
ity of  Scripture,  and  another  for  ignor- 
antly  and  superstitiously  accepting  it  as 
a  guide  to  conduct.  Today  all  this  is 
changed.  The  doctor  never  hesitates  to 
claim  divine  omniscience,  nor  to  clamor 
for  laws  to  punish  any  scepticism  on  the 
part  of  laymen.  A  modern  doctor  thinks 
nothing  of  signing  the  death  certificate  of 
one  of  his  own  diphtheria  patients,  and 
then  going  into  the  witness  box  and 
swearing  a  Peculiar  into  prison  for  six 
months  by  assuring  the  jury,  on  oath,  that 
if  the  prisoner's  child,  dead  of  diphtheria, 
had  been  placed  under  his  treatment  in- 
stead of  that  of  St  James,  it  would  not 
have  died.  And  he  does  so  not  only  with 
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impunity,  but  with  public  applause, 
though  the  logical  course  would  be  to 
prosecute  him  either  for  the  murder  of 
his  own  patient,  or  for  perjury  in  the  case 
of  St  James.  Yet  no  barrister,  apparently, 
dreams  of  asking  for  the  statistics  of 
the  relative  case-mortality  in  diphtheria 
among  the  Peculiars  and  among  the 
believers  in  doctors,  on  which  alone  any 
valid  opinion  could  be  founded.  The 
barrister  is  as  superstitious  as  the  doctor 
is  infatuated;  and  the  Peculiar  goes  un- 
pitied  to  his  cell,  though  nothing  what- 
ever has  been  proved  except  that  his  child 
died  without  the  interference  of  a  doctor 
as  effectually  as  any  of  the  hundreds  of 
children  who  die  every  day  of  the  same 
diseases  in  the  doctor's  care. 

RECOIL   OF  THE   DOGMA   OF  MEDICAL 
INFALLIBILITY   ON  THE   DOCTOR 

On  the  other  hand,  when  the  doctor  is 
in  the  dock,  or  is  the  defendant  in  an 
action  for  malpractice,  he  has  to  struggle 
against  the  inevitable  result  of  his  former 
pretences  to  infinite  knowledge  and  un- 
erring skill.  He  has  taught  the  jury  and 
the  judge,  and  even  his  own  counsel,  to 
believe  that  every  doctor  can,  with  a 
glance  at  the  tongue,  a  touch  on  the  pulse, 
and  a  reading  of  the  clinical  thermo- 
meter, diagnose  with  absolute  certainty  a 
patient's  complaint,  also  that  on  dissect- 
ing a  dead  body  he  can  infallibly  put  his 
finger  on  the  cause  of  death,  and,  in  cases 
where  poisoning  is  suspected,  the  nature 
of  the  poison  used.  Now  all  this  sup- 
posed exactness  and  infallibility  is  imagin- 
ary; and  to  treat  a  doctor  as  if  his  mis- 
takes were  necessarily  malicious  or  cor- 
rupt malpractices  (an  inevitable  deduction 
from  the  postulate  that  the  doctor,  being 
omniscient,  cannot  make  mistakes)  is  as 
unjust  as  to  blame  the  nearest  apothecary 
for  not  being  prepared  to  supply  you 
with  sixpenny-worth  of  the  elixir  of  life, 
or  the  nearest  motor  garage  for  not  having 
perpetual  motion  on  sale  in  gallon  tins. 


But  if  apothecaries  and  motor  car  makers 
habitually  advertized  elixir  of  life  and  per- 
petual motion,  and  succeeded  in  creating 
a  strong  general  belief  that  they  could 
supply  it,  they  would  find  themselves  in 
an  awkward  position  if  they  were  indicted 
for  allowing  a  customer  to  die,  or  for 
burning  a  chauffeur  by  putting  petrol  into 
his  car.  That  is  the  predicament  the  doctor 
finds  himself  in  when  he  has  to  defend 
himself  against  a  charge  of  malpractice  by 
a  plea  of  ignorance  and  fallibility.  His 
plea  is  received  with  flat  incredulity;  and 
he  gets  little  sympathy,  even  from  laymen 
who  know,  because  he  has  brought  the 
incredulity  on  himself.  If  he  escapes,  he 
can  only  do  so  by  opening  the  eyes  of  the 
jury  to  the  facts  that  medical  science  is  as 
yet  very  imperfectly  differentiated  from 
common  curemongering  witchcraft;  that 
diagnosis,  though  it  means  in  many  in- 
stances (including  even  the  identification 
of  pathogenic  bacilli  under  the  micro- 
scope) only  a  choice  among  terms  so 
loose  that  they  would  not  be  accepted  as 
definitions  in  any  really  exact  science,  is, 
even  at  that,  an  uncertain  and  difficult 
matter  on  which  doctors  often  differ;  and 
that  the  very  best  medical  opinion  and 
treatment  varies  widely  from  doctor  to 
doctor,  one  practitioner  prescribing  six 
or  seven  scheduled  poisons  for  so  familiar 
a  disease  as  enteric  fever  where  another 
will  not  tolerate  drugs  at  all;  one  starving 
a  patient  whom  another  would  stuff;  one 
urging  an  operation  which  another  would 
regard  as  unnecessary  and  dangerous;  one 
giving  alcohol  and  meat  which  another 
would  sternly  forbid,  etc.  etc.  etc.:  all 
these  discrepancies  arising  not  between 
the  opinion  of  good  doctors  and  bad 
ones  (the  medical  contention  is,  of  course, 
that  a  bad  doctor  is  an  impossibility),  but 
between  practitioners  of  equal  eminence 
and  authority.  Usually  it  is  impossible  to 
persuade  the  jury  that  these  facts  are  facts. 
Juries  seldom  notice  facts;  and  they  have 
been  taught  to  regard  any  doubts  of  the 
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omniscience  and  omnipotence  of  doctors 
as  blasphemy.  Even  the  fact  that  doctors 
themselves  die  of  the  very  diseases  they 
profess  to  cure  passes  unnoticed.  We  do 
not  shoot  out  our  lips  and  shake  our 
heads,  saying,  "They  save  others:  them- 
selves they  cannot  save":  their  reputation 
stands,  like  an  African  king's  palace,  on  a 
foundation  of  dead  bodies;  and  the  result 
is  that  the  verdict  goes  against  the  de- 
fendant when  the  defendant  is  a  doctor 
accused  of  malpractice. 

Fortunately  for  the  doctors,  they  very 
seldom  find  themselves  in  this  position, 
because  it  is  so  difficult  to  prove  anything 
against  them.  The  only  evidence  that  can 
decide  a  case  of  malpractice  is  expert 
evidence:  that  is,  the  evidence  of  other 
doctors;  and  every  doctor  will  allow  a 
colleague  to  decimate  a  whole  country- 
side sooner  than  violate  the  bond  of  pro- 
fessional etiquet  by  giving  him  away.  It 
is  the  nurse  who  gives  the  doctor  away  in 
private,  because  every  nurse  has  some 
particular  doctor  whom  she  likes;  and  she 
usually  assures  her  patients  that  all  the 
others  are  disastrous  noodles,  and  soothes 
the  tedium  of  the  sick-bed  by  gossip 
about  their  blunders.  She  will  even  give  a 
doctor  away  for  the  sake  of  making  the 
patient  believe  that  she  knows  more  than 
the  doctor.  But  she  dare  not,  for  her  liveli- 
hood, give  the  doctor  away  in  public. 
And  the  doctors  stand  by  one  another  at 
all  costs.  .Now  and  then  some  doctor  in 
an  unassailable  position,  like  the  late  Sir 
William  Gull,  will  go  into  the  witness 
box  and  say  what  he  really  thinks  about 
the  way  a  patient  has  been  treated;  but 
such  behavior  is  considered  little  short  of 
infamous  by  his  colleagues. 

WHY  DOCTORS  DO   NOT  DIFFER 

The  truth  is,  there  would  never  be  any 
public  agreement  among  doctors  if  they 
did  not  agree  to  agree  on  the  main  point 
of  the  doctor  being  always  in  the  right. 
Yet  the  two  guinea  man  never  thinks  that 


the  five  shilling  man  is  right:  if  he  did,  he 
would  be  understood  as  confessing  to  an 
overcharge  of  jTiujs.:  and  on  the  same 
ground  the  five  shilling  man  cannot  en- 
courage the  notion  that  the  owner  of  the 
sixpenny  surgery  round  the  corner  is 
quite  up  to  his  mark.  Thus  even  the  lay- 
man has  to  be  taught  that  infallibility  is 
not  quite  infallible,  because  there  are  two 
qualities  of  it  to  be  had  at  two  prices. 

But  there  is  no  agreement  even  in  the 
same  rank  at  the  same  price.  During  the 
first  great  epidemic  of  influenza  towards 
the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century  a  Lon- 
don evening  paper  sent  round  a  journalist- 
patient  to  all  the  great  consultants  of  that 
day,  and  published  their  advice  and  pre- 
scriptions: a  proceeding  passionately  de- 
nounced by  the  medical  papers  as  a  breach 
of  confidence  of  these  eminent  physicians. 
The  case  was  the  same;  but  the  prescrip- 
tions were  different,  and  so  was  the  ad- 
vice. Now  a  doctor  cannot  think  his  own 
treatment  right  and  at  the  same  time  think 
his  colleague  right  in  prescribing  a  differ- 
ent treatment  when  the  patient  is  the 
same.  Anyone  who  has  ever  known  doc- 
tors well  enough  to  hear  medical  shop 
talked  without  reserve  knows  that  they 
are  full  of  stories  about  each  other's 
blunders  and  errors,  and  that  the  theory 
of  their  omniscience  and  omnipotence  no 
more  holds  good  among  themselves  than 
it  did  with  Moliere  and  Napoleon.  But 
for  this  very  reason  no  doctor  dare  accuse 
another  of  malpractice.  He  is  not  sure 
enough  of  his  own  opinion  to  ruin 
another  man  by  it.  He  knows  that  if  such 
conduct  were  tolerated  in  his  profession 
no  doctor's  livelihood  or  reputation 
would  be  worth  a  year's  purchase.  I  do 
not  blame  him:  I  should  ctajhe  same 
myself.  But  the  effect  oT  this  state  o? 
tBmgs"ls  to  make  the  medical  profession 
a  conspiracy  to  hide  its  own  shortcom- 
ings. No  doubt  the  same  may  be  said  of 
all  professions.  They  are  all  conspiracies 
against  the  laity;  and  I  do  not  suggest 
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that  the  medical  conspiracy  is  either 
better  or  worse  than  the  military  con- 
spiracy, the  legal  conspiracy,  the  sacer- 
dotal conspiracy,  the  pedagogic  conspir- 
acy, the  royal  and  aristocratic  conspiracy, 
the  literary  and  artistic  conspiracy,  and 
the  innumerable  industrial,  commercial, 
and  financial  conspiracies,  from  the  trade 
unions  to  the  great  exchanges,  which 
make  up  the  huge  conflict  which  we  call 
society.  But  it  is  less  suspected.  The 
Radicals  who  used  to  advocate,  as  an 
indispensable  preliminary  to  social  re- 
form, the  strangling  of  the  last  king  with 
the  entrails  of  the  last  priest,  substituted 
compulsory  vaccination  for  compulsory 
baptism  without  a  murmur. 

THE  CRAZE  FOR   OPERATIONS 

Thus  everything  is  on  the  side  of  the 
doctor.  When  men  die  of  disease  they  are 
said  to  die  from  natural  causes.  When 
they  recover  (and  they  mostly  do)  the 
doctor  gets  the  credit  of  curing  them.  In 
surgery  all  operations  are  recorded  as 
successful  if  the  patient  can  be  got  out  of 
the  hospital  or  nursing  home  alive,  though 
the  subsequent  history  of  the  case  may  be 
such  as  would  make  an  honest  surgeon 
vow  never  to  recommend  or  perform  the 
operation  again.  The  large  range  of 
operations  which  consist  of  amputating 
limbs  and  extirpating^  organs  admits  of 
no  direct  verification  of  their  necessity. 
There  is  a  fashion  in  operations  as  there 
is  in  sleeves  and  skirts:  the  triumph  of 
some  surgeon  who  has  at  last  found  out 
how  to  make  a  once  desperate  operation 
fairly  safe  is  usually  followed  by  a  rage 
for  that  operation  not  only  among  the 
doctors,  but  actually  among  their  patients. 
There  are  men  and  women  whom  the 
operating  table  seems  to  fascinate:  half- 
alive  people  who  through  vanity,  or 
hypochondria,  or  a  craving  to  be  the 
&C^ista^£bj^ct^  or 

what  not,  lose  such  feeble  sense  as  they 
ever  had  of  the  value  of  their  own  organs 


and  limbs.  They  seem  to  care  as  little  for 
mutilation  as  lobsters  or  lizards,  which  at 
least  have  the  excuse  that  they  grow  new 
claws  and  new  tails  if  they  lose  the  old 
ones.  Whilst  this  book  was  being  pre- 
pared for  the  press  a  case  was  tried  in  the 
Courts,  of  a  man  who  sued  a  railway  com- 
pany for  damages  because  a  train  had  run 
over  him  and  amputated  both  his  legs. 
He  lost  his  case  because  it  was  proved 
that  he  had  deliberately  contrived  the 
occurrence  himself  for  the  sake"oFgeltmg 
ITfTTclIer's  pension  at  the  expense  of  the 
railway  company,  being  too  dull  to 
realize  how  much  more  he  had  to  lose 
than  to  gain  by  the  bargain  even  if  he  had 
won  his  case  and  received  damages  above 
his  utmost  hopes. 

This  amazing  case  makes  it  possible  to 
say,  with  some  prospect  of  being  be- 
lieved, that  there  is  in  the  classes  who  can 
afford  to  pay  for  fashionable  operations 
a  sprinkling  of  persons  so  incapable  of 
appreciating  the  relative  importance  of 
preserving  their  bodily  integrity  (includ- 
ing the  capacity  tor  parentage)  and  the 
pleasure  of  talking  about  themselves  and 
hearing  themselves  talked  about  as  the 
heroes  and  heroines  of  sensational  opera- 
tions, that  they  tempt  surgeons  to  operate 
on  them  not  only  with  huge  fees,  but  with 
personal  solicitation.  Now  it  cannot  be 
too  often  repeated  that  when  an  opera- 
tion is  once  performed,  nobody  can  ever 
prove  that  it  was  unnecessary.  If  I  refuse 
to  allow  my  leg  to  be  amputated,  its 
mortification  and  my  death  may  prove 
that  I  was  wrong:  but  if  I  let  the  leg 
go,  nobody  can  ever  prove  that  it  would 
not  have  mortified  had  I  been  obstinate. 
Operation  is  therefore  the  safe  side  for 
the  surgeon  as  well  as  the  lucrative  side. 
The  result  is  that  we  hear  of  "conserva- 
tive surgeons"  as  a  distinct  class  of  practi- 
tioners who  make  it  a  rule  not  to  operate 
if  they  can  possibly  help  it,  and  who  are 
sought  after  by  the  people  who  have 
vitality  enough  to  regard  an  operation  as 
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a  last  resort.  But  no  surgeon  is  bound  to 
take  the  conservative  view.  If  he  believes 
that  an  organ  is  at  best  a  useless  survival, 
and  that  if  he  extirpates  it  the  patient  will 
be  well  and  none  the  worse  in  a  fortnight, 
whereas  to  await  the  natural  cure  would 
mean  a  month's  illness,  then  he  is  clearly 
justified  in  recommending  the  operation 
even  if  the  cure  without  operation  is  as 
certain  as  anything  of  the  kind  ever  can 
be.  Thus  the  conservative  surgeon  and 
the  radical  or  extirpatory  surgeon  may 
both  be  right  as  far  as  the  ultimate  cure  is 
concerned;  so  that  their  consciences  do 
not  help  them  out  of  their  differences. 

CREDULITY  AND   CHLOROFORM 

There  is  no  harder  scientific  fact  in  the 
world  than  the  fact  that  belief  can  be  pro- 
duced in  practically  unlimited  quantity 
and  intensity,  without  observation  or 
reasoning,  and  even  in  defiance  of  both, 
by  the  simple  desire  to  believe  founded 
on  a  strong  interest  in  believing.  Every- 
body recognizes  this  in  the  case  of  the 
amatory  infatuations  of  the  adolescents 
who  see  angels  and  heroes  in  obviously 
(to  others)  commonplace  and  even  objec- 
tionable maidens  and  youths.  But  it  holds 
good  over  the  entire  field  of  human 
activity.  The  hardest-headed  materialist 
will  become  a  consulter  of  table-rappers 
and  slate- writers  if  he  loses  a  child  or  a 
wife  so  beloved  that  the  desire  to  revive 
and  communicate  with  them  becomes  ir- 
resistible. The  cobbler  believes  that  there 
is  nothing  like  leather.  The  Imperialist 
who  regards  the  conquest  of  England  by 
a  foreign  power  as  the  worst  of  political 
misfortunes  believes  that  the  conquest  of 
a  foreign  power  by  England  would  be  a 
boon  to  the  conquered.  Doctors  are  no 
more  proof  against  such  illusions  than 
other  men.  Can  anyone  then  doubt  that 
under  existing  conditions  a  great  deal  of 
unnecessary  and  mischievous  operating 
is  bound  to  go  on,  and  that  patients  are 
encouraged  to  imagine  that  modern  sur- 


gery and  angsthesia  have  made  operations 
much  less  serious  matters  than  they  really 
are?  When  doctors  write  or  speak  to  the 
public  about  operations,  they  imply,  and 
often  say  in  so  many  words,  that  chloro- 
form has  made  surgery  painless.  People 
who  have  been  operated  on  know  better. 
Thgjpatient  does  noi^feel  the  knife,  and 
the  operation  is  therefore  enormously 
facilitated  for  the  surgeon;  but  the  patient 
p3ys_Jpr_the^  anesthesia  with  hours  of 
wretched  sickness;  and  when  that  is  over 
Ihere  is  the  pain  of  the  wound  made  by 
the  surgeon,  which  has  to  heal  like  any 
other  wound.  This  is  why  operating  sur- 
geons, who  are  usually  out  of  the  house 
with  their  fee  in  their  pockets  before  the 
patient  has  recovered  consciousness,  and 
who  therefore  see  nothing  of  the  suffer- 
ing witnessed  by  the  general  practitioner 
and  the  nurse,  occasionally  talk  of  opera- 
tions very  much  as  the  hangman  in 
Barnaby  Rudge  talked  of  executions,  as 
if  being  operated  on  were  a  luxury  in 
sensation  as  well  as  in  price. 

MEDICAL  POVERTY 

To  make  matters  worse,  doctors  are 
hideously*  poor.  The  Irish  gentleman 
doctor  of  my  boyhood,  who  took  nothing 
less  than  a  guinea,  though  he  might  pay 
you  four  visits  for  it,  seems  to  have  no 
equivalent  nowadays  in  English  society. 
Better  be  a  railway  porter  than  an  ordin- 
ary English  general  practitioner.  A  rail- 
way porter  has  from  eighteen  to  twenty- 
three  shillings  a  week  from  the  Company 
merely  as  a  retainer;  and  his  additional 
fees  from  the  public,  if  we  leave  the  third- 
class  twopenny  tip  out  of  account  (and 
I  am  by  no  means  sure  that  even  this 
reservation  need  be  made),  are  equivalent 
to  doctor's  fees  in  the  case  of  second-class 
passengers,  and  double  doctor's  fees  in 
the  case  of  first.  Any  class  of  educated 
men  thus  treated  tends  to  become  a 
brigand  class,  and  doctors  are  no  excep- 
tion to  the  rule.  They  are  offered  dis- 
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graceful  prices  for  advice  and  medicine. 
Their  patients  are  for  the  most  part  so 
poor  and  so  ignorant  that  good  advice 
would  be  resented  as  impracticable  and 
wounding.  When  you  are  so  poor  that 
you  cannot  afford  to  refuse  eighteen- 
pence  from  a  man  who  is  too  poor  to  pay 
you  any  more,  it  is  useless  to  tell  him  that 
what  he  or  his  sick  child  needs  is  not 
medicine,  but  more  leisure,  better  clothes, 
better  food,  and  a  better  drained  and 
ventilated  house.  It  is  kinder  to  give  him 
a  bottle  of  something  almost  as  cheap  as 
water,  and  tell  him  to  come  again  with 
another  eighteenpence  if  it  does  not  cure 
him.  When  you  have  done  that  over  and 
over  again  every  day  for  a  week,  how 
much  scientific  conscience  have  you  left? 
If  you  are  weak-minded  enough  to  cling 
desperately  to  your  eighteenpence  as 
denoting  a  certain  social  superiority  to 
the  sixpenny  doctor,  you  will  be  miser- 
ably poor  all  your  life;  whilst  the  sixpenny 
doctor,  with  his  low  prices  and_jjuick 
turnoyerQf  patients,  visibly  makes  much 
more  than  you  do  and  kills  no  more 
people. 

A  doctor's  character  can  no  more  stand 
out  against  such  conditions  than  the  lungs 
of  his  patients  can  stand  out  against  bad 
ventilation.  The  only  way  in  which  he 
can  preserve  his  self-respect  is  by  for- 
getting all  he  ever  learnt  of  science,  and 
clinging  to  such  help  as  he  can  give 
without  cost  merely  by  being  less  ignor- 
ant and  more  accustomed  to  sick-beds 
than  his  patients.  Finally,  he  acquires  a 
certain    skill    at    nursing    cases    under 
poverty-stricken    domestic    conditions, 
just  as  women  who  have  been  trained  as 
domestic  servants  in  some  huge  institu- 
tion with  lifts,  vacuum  cleaners,  electric 
lighting,  steam  heating,  and  machinery 
that  turns  the  kitchen  into  a  laboratory 
and  engine  house  combined,  manage, 
when  they  are  sent  out  into  the  world  to 
drudg^  as  general  servants,  to  pick  up 
TltelrBusinessln  a  new  way,  learning  the 


slatternly  habits  and  wretched  make- 
shifts of  homes  where  even  bundles  of 
kindling  wood  are  luxuries  to  be  anxiously 
economized. 

THE  SUCCESSFUL  DOCTOR 

The  doctor  whose  success  blinds  public 
opinion  to  medical  poverty  is  almost  as 
completely  demoralized.  His  promotion 
means  that  his  practice  becomes  more  and 


more  coniineato^lhe^dle  rich.   The 


proper  advice  for  most  of  their  lulments 
is  typified  in  Abernethy's  "Live  on  six- 
pence a  day  and  earn  it."  But  here,  as  at 
the  other  end  of  the  scale,  the  right  ad- 
viceis  neither  agreeable  nor  "practicable. 

,^-"  * — g— -» ^_. Q _— - — — i^>~~"          ~"         ~~* 

And  every  hypochondriacalnrich  lady  or 
gentleman  who  can  be  persuaded  that  he 
or  she  is  a  lifelong  invalid  means  anything 
from  fifty  to  five  hundred  pounds  a  year 
for  the  doctor.  Operations  enable  a  sur- 
geon to  earn  similar  sums  in  a  couple  of 
hours;  and  if  the  surgeon  also  keeps  a 
nursing  home,  he  may  make  considerable 
profits  at  the  same  time  by  running  what 
is  the  most  expensive  kind  of  hotel.  These 
gains  are  so  great  that  they  undo*much  of 
the  moral  advantage  which  the  absence  of 
grinding  pecuniary  anxiety  gives  the  rich 
doctor  over  the  poor  one.  It  is  true  that 
the  temptation  to  prescribe  a  sham  treat- 
ment because  the  real  treatment  is  too  dear 
for  either  patient  or  doctor  does  not  exist 
for  the  rich  doctor.  He  always  has  plenty 
of  genuine  cases  which  can  afford  genuine 
treatment;  and  these  provide  him  with 
enough  sincere  scientific  professional 
work  to  save  him  from  the  ignorance, 
obsolescence,  and  atrophy  of  scientific 
conscience  into  which  his  poorer  col- 
leagues sink.  But  on  the  other  hand  his 
expenses  are  enormous.  Even  as  a  bache- 
lor, he  must,  at  London  west  end  rates, 
make  over  a  thousand  a  year  before  he 
can  afford  even  to  insure  his  life.  His 
house,  his  servants,  and  his  equipage  (or 
autopage)  must  be  on  the  scale  to  which 
his  patients  are  accustomed,  though  a 


THE  DOCTOR'S  DILEMMA 


245 


couple  of  rooms  with  a  camp  bed  in  one 
of  them  might  satisfy  his  own  require- 
ments. Above  all,  the  income  which  pro- 
vides for  these  outgoings  stops  the 
moment  he  himself  stops  working.  Un- 
like the  man  of  business,  whose  managers, 
clerks,  warehousemen,  and  laborers  keep 
his  business  going  whilst  he  is  in  bed  or 
in  his  club,  the  doctor  Cannot  eam_a_ 
farthing  by  deputy.  Though  he  is  excep- 
tionally exposecTto  infection,  and  has  to 
face  all  weathers  at  all  hours  of  the  night 
and  day,  often  not  enjoying  a  complete 
night's  rest  for  a  week,  the  money  stops 
coming  in  the  moment  he  stops  going 
out;  and  therefore  illness  has  special 
terrors  for  him,  and  success  no  certain 
permanence.  He  dare  not  stop  making 
hay  while  the  sun  shines;  for  it  may  set  at 
any  time.  Men  do  not  resist  pressure  of 
this  intensity.  When  they  come  under  it 
as  doctors  they  pay  unnecessary  visits; 
they  write  prescriptions  that  are  as  absurd 
as  the  rub  of  chalk  with  which  an  Irish 
tailor  once  charmed  away  a  wart  from  my 
father's  finger;  they  conspire  with  sur- 
geons to  promote  operations;  they  nurse 
the  delusions  of  the  matade  imaginaire 
(who  is  always  really  ill  because,  as  there 
is  no  such  thing  as  perfect  health,  nobody 
is  ever  really  well);  they  exploit  human 
folly,  vanity,  and  fear  of  death  as  ruth- 
lessly as  their  own  health,  strength,  and 
patience  are  exploited  by  selfish  hypo- 
chondriacs. They  must  do  all  these  things 
or  else  run  pecuniary  risks  that  no  man 
can  fairly  be  asked  to  run.  And  the 
healthier  the  world  becomes,  the  more 
ttiey  are  Compelled  to  live  by^  imjDpstilre 
and  the  less  by  that  really  helpful  activity 
of  which  all  doctors  get  enough  to  pre- 
serve them  from  utter  corruption.  For 
even  the  most  hardened  humbug  who 
ever  prescribed  ether  tonics  to  ladies 
whose  need  for  tonics  is  of  precisely  the 
same  character  as  the  need  of  poorer 
women  for  a  glass  of  gin,  has  to  help 
a  mother  through  childbearing  '  often 


enough  to  feel  that  he  is  not  living  wholly 
in  vain. 

THE   PSYCHOLOGY   OF   SELF-RESPECT 
IN   SURGEONS 

The  surgeon,  though  often  more  un- 
scrupulous than  the  general  practitioner, 
retains  his  self-respect  more  easily.  The 
human  conscience  can  subsist  on  very 
questionable  food.  No  man  who  is  occu- 
pied in  doing  a  very  difficult  thing,  and 
doing  it  very  well,  ever  loses  his  self- 
respect.  The  shirk,  the  duffer,  the  malirf^ 
gerer,  the  coward,  the  weakling,  may  be 
put  out  of  countenance  by  his  own  fail- 
ures and  frauds;  but  the  man  who  does 
evil  skilfully,  energetically,  masterfully, 
grows  prouder  and  bolder  at  every  crime. 
The  common  man  may  have  to  found 
his  self-respect  on  sobriety,  honesty,  and 
industry;  but  a  Napoleon  needs  no  such 
props  for  his  sense  of  dignity.  If  Nelson's 
conscience  whispered  to  him  at  all  in  the 
silent  watches  of  the  night,  you  may  de- 
pend on  it  it  whispered  about  the  Baltic 
and  the  Nile  and  Cape  St  Vincent,  and 
not  about  his  unfaithfulness  to  his  wife. 
A  man  who  robs  little  children  when  no 
one  is  looking  can  hardly  have  much  self- 
respect  or  even  self-esteem;  but  an  ac- 
complished burglar  must  be  proud  of 
himself.  In  the  play  to  which  I  am  at 
present  preluding  I  have  represented  an 
artist  who  is  so  entirely  satisfied  with  his 
artistic  conscience,  even  to  the  point  of 
dying  like  a  saint  with  its  support,  that 
he  is  utterly  selfish  and  unscrupulous  in 
every  other  relation  without  feeling  at 
the  smallest  disadvantage.  The  same  thing 
may  be  observed  in  women  who  have  a 
genius  for  personal  attractiveness:  thpy 
expend  more  thought,  labor,  skill,  invent- 
iveness, taste,  and  endurance  on  making 
themselves  lovely  than  would  suffice  to 
keep  a  dozen  ugly  women  honest;  and 
this  enables  them  to  maintain  a  high 
opinion  of  themselves,  and  an  angry  con- 
tempt for  unattractive  and  personally 
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careless  women,  whilst  they  lie  and  cheat 
and  slander  and  sell  themselves  without  a 
blush.  The  truth  is,  hardly  any  of  us  have 
ethical  energy  enough  for  more  than  one 
really  inflexible  point  of  honor.  Andrea 
del  Sarto,  like  Louis  Dubedat  in  my  play, 
must  have  expended  on  the  attainment 
of  his  great  mastery  of  design  and  his 
originality  in  fresco  painting  more  con- 
scientiousness and  industry  than  go  to  the 
making  of  the  reputations  of  a  dozen 
ordinary  mayors  and  churchwardens;  but 
(if  Vasari  is  to  be  believed)  when  the 
King  of  France  entrusted  him  with  money 
to  buy  pictures  for  him,  he  stole  it  to 
spend  on  his  wife.  Such  cases  are  not  con- 
fined to  eminent  artists.  Unsuccessful,  un- 


_ 

IQUS  than  succesj^fULaaes.  In  the  ranks  of 
ordinaryljkilled  labor  many  men  are  to 
be  found  who  earn  good  wages  and  are 
never  out  of  a^job  because  they  are 
strong,  indefatigable,  and  skilful,  and  who 
therefore  are  bold  in  a  high  opinion,  of 
themselves;  bu  they  are  selfish  and  tyran- 
>  nical,  gluttonous  and  drunken,  as  their 
wives  and  children  know  to  their  cost. 

Not  only  do  these  talented  energetic 
people  retain  their  self-respect  through 
shameful  misconduct:  they  do  not  even 
lose  the  respect  of  others,  because  their 
talents  benefit  and  interest  everybody, 
whilst  their  vices  affect  only  a  few.  An 
actor,  a  painter,  a  composer,  an  author, 
may  be  as  selfish  as  he  likes  without  re- 
proach from  the  public  if  only  his  art  is 
superb;  and  he  cannot  fulfil  this  condition 
without  sufficient  effort  and  sacrifice  to 
make  him  feel  noble  and  martyred  in 
spite  of  his  selfishness.  In  may  even  hap- 
pen that  the  selfishness  of  an  artist  may 
be  a  benefit  to  the  public  by  enabling  him 
to  concentrate  himself  on  their  gratifica- 
tion with  a  recklessness  of  every  other 
consideration  that  makes  him  highly 
dangerous  to  those  about  him.  In  sacri- 
ficing others  to  himself  he  is  sacrificing 
them  to  the  public  he  gratifies;  and  the 


public  is  quite  content  with  that  arrange- 
ment. The  public  actually  has  an  interest 
in  the  artist's  vices. 

It  has  no  such  interest  in  the  surgeon's 
vices.  The  surgeon's  art  is  exercised  at  its 
expense,  not  for  its  gratification.  We  do 
not  go  to  the  operating  table  as  we  go  to 
the  theatre,  to  the  picture  gallery,  to  the 
concert  room,  to  be  entertained  and  de- 
lighted: we  go  to  be  tormented  and 
maimea  lest  a  worse  thing  should  befall 
us.  It  is  of  the  most  extreme  importance 
to  us  that  the  experts  on  whose  assurance 
we  face  this  horror  and  suffer  this  mutila- 
tion should  have  no  interests  but  our  own 
to  think  of;  should  judge  our  cases  scienti- 
fically; and  should  feel  about  them  kindly. 
Let  us  see  what  guarantees  we  have:  first 
for  the  science,  and  then  for  the  kindness. 

ARE  DOCTORS  MEN  OF  SCIENCE? 

I  presume  nobody  will  question  the 
existence  of  a  widely  spread  popular  delu- 
sion that  every  doctor  is  a  man  of  science. 
It  is  escaped  only  in  the  very  small  class 
which  understands  by  science  something 
more  than  conjuring  with  retorts  and 
spirit  lamps,  magnets  and  microscopes, 
and  discovering  magical  cures  for  disease. 
To  a  sufficiently  ignorant  man  every  cap- 
tain of  a  trading  schooner  is  a  Galileo, 
every  organ-grinder  a  Beethoven,  every 
piano-tuner  a  Helmholtz,  every  Old 
Bailey  barrister  a  Solon,  every  Seven 
Dials  pigeon-dealer  a  Darwin,  every 
scrivener  a  Shakespear,  every  locomotive 
engine  a  miracle,  and  its  driver  no  less 
wonderful  than  George  Stephenson.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  the  rank_and  file  of 
doctors  are  no  more  scientific  than  their 
tailors;  or,  if  you  prefer  to  put  it  the  rg^. 
verseway.  their  tailors  are  no  less  scien- 
tlfictliarithey.  Doctoring  is  an  art,  not  a 
^science:  any  layman  who  is  interested  in 
science  sufficiently  to  take  in  one  of  the 
scientifi^ournaljTand  follow  the  litera- 
ture of  the  scientific  movement,  knows 
more  about  it  than  those  doctors  (prob- 
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ably  a  large  majority)  who  are  not  inter- 
ested in  it,  and  practise  only  to  earn  their 
bread.  Doctoring  is  not  even  the  art  of 
keeping  people  in  health  (no  doctor  seems 
able  to  advise  you  what  to  eat  any  better 
than  his  grandmother  or  the  nearest 
quack):  it  is  the  art  of  curing  illnesses. 
It  does  happen  exceptionally  that  a  prac- 
tising doctor  makes  a  contribution  to 
science  (my  play  describes  a  very  notable 
one);  but  it  happens  much  oftener  that  he 
draws  disastrous  conclusions  from  his 
clinical  experience  because  he  has  no 
conception  of  scientific  method,  and  be- 
lieves, like  any  rustic,  that  the  handling  of 
evidence  and  statistics  needs  no  expert- 
ness.  The  distinction  between  a  quack 
doctor  and  a  qualified  one  is  mainly  that 
only  the  qualified  one  is  authorized  to 
sign  death  certificates,  for  which  both 
sorts  seem  to  have  about  equal  occasion. 
Unqualified  practitioners  now  make  large 
incomes  as  hygienists,  and  are  resorted  to 
as  frequently  by  cultivated  amateur  scien- 
tists who  understand  quite  well  what  they 
are  doing  as  by  ignorant  people  who  are 
simply  dupes.  Bone-setters  make  for- 
tunes under  the  very  noses  of  our  greatest 
surgeons  from  educated  and  wealthy 
patients;  and  some  of  the  most  successful^ 
doctors  on  the  register  use  quite  heretical 
methods  of  treating  disease,  and  have 
qualified  themselves  solely  for  conveni- 
ence. Leaving  out  of  account  the  village 
witches  who  prescribe  spells  and  sell 
charms,  the  humblest  professional  healers 
in  this  country  are  the  herbalists.  These 
men  wander  through  the  fields  on  Sunday 
seeking  for  herbs  with  magic  properties 
of  curing  disease,  preventing  childbirth, 
and  the  like.  Each  of  them  believes  that 
he  is  on  the  verge  of  a  great  discovery,  in 
which  Virginia  Snake  Root  will  be  an 
ingredient,  heaven  knows  why!  Virginia 
Snake  Root  fascinates  the  imagination  of 
the  herbalist  as  mercury  used  to  fascinate 
the  alchemists.  On  week  days  he  keeps  a 
shop  in  which  he  sells  packets  of  penny- 


royal, dandelion,  etc.,  labelled  with  little 
lists  of  the  diseases  they  are  supposed  to 
cure,  and  apparently  do  cure  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  people  who  keep  on  buying 
them.  I  have  never  been  able  to  perceive 
any  distinction  between  the  science  of  the 
herbalist  and  that  of  the  duly  registered 
doctor.  A  relative  of  mine  recently  con- 
sulted a  doctor  about  some  of  the  ordinary 
symptoms  which  indicate  the  need  for  a 
holiday  and  a  change.  The  doctor  satis- 
fied himself  that  the  patient's  heart  was  a 
little  depressed.  Digitalis  being  a  drug 
labelled  as  a  heart  specific  by  the  profes- 
sion, he  promptly  administered  a  stiff 
dose.  Fortunately  the  patient  was  a  hardy 
old  lady  who  was  not  easily  killed.  She 
recovered  with  no  worse  result  than  her 
conversion  to  Christian  Science,  which 
owes  its  vogue  quite  as  much  to  public 
despair  of  doctors  as  to  superstition.  I  am 
not,  observe,  here  concerned  with  the 
question  as  to  whether  the  dose  of  digi- 
talis was  judicious  or  not:  the  point  is, 
that  a  farm  laborer  consulting  a  herbalist 
would  have  been  treated  in  exactly  the 
same  way. 

BACTERIOLOGY  AS  A  SUPERSTITION 

The  smattering  of  science  that  all — 
even  doctors — pick  up  from  the  ordinary 
newspapers  nowadays  only  makes  the 
doctor  more  dangerous  than  he  used  to 
be.  Wise  men  used  to  take  care  to  consult 
doctors  qualified  before  1860,  who  were 
usually  contemptuous  of  or  indifferent 
to  the  germ  theory  and  bacteriological 
therapeutics;  but  now  that  these  veterans 
have  mostly  retired  or  died,  we  are  left  in 
the  hands  of  the  generations  which,  hav- 
ing heard  of  microbes  much  as  St  Thomas 
Aquinas  heard  of  angels,  suddenly  con- 
cluded that  the  whole  art  of  healing  could 
be  summed  up  in  the  formula:  Find  the 
microbe  and  kill  it.  And  even  that  they 
did  not  know  how  to  do.  The  simplest 
way  to  kill  most  microbes  is  to  throw  them 
into  an  open  street  or  river  and  let  the  sun 
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shine  on  them,  which  explains  the  fact 
that  when  great  cities  have  recklessly 
thrown  all  their  sewage  into  the  open 
river  the  water  has  sometimes  been 
cleaner  twenty  miles  below  the  city  than 
thirty  miles  above  it.  But  doctors  in- 
stinctively avoid  all  facts  that  are  reassur- 
ing, and  eagerly  swallow  those  that  make 
it  a  marvel  that  anyone  could  possibly 
survive  three  days  in  an  atmosphere  con- 
sisting mainly  of  countless  pathogenic 
germs.  They  conceive  microbes  as  im- 
mortal until  slain  by  a  germicide  ad- 
ministered by  a  duly  qualified  medical 
man.  All  through  Europe  people  are 
adjured,  by  public  notices  and  even  under 
legal  penalties,  not  to  throw  their  mi- 
crobes into  the  sunshine,  but  to  collect 
them  carefully  in  a  handkerchief;  shield 
the  handkerchief  from  the  sun  in  the 
darkness  and  warmth  of  the  pocket;  and 
send  it  to  a  laundry  to  be  mixed  up 
with  everybody  else's  handkerchiefs,  witla 
results  only  too  familiar  to  local  health 
authorities. 

In  the  first  frenzy  of  microbe  killing, 
surgical  instruments  were  dipped  in  car- 
bolic oil,  which  was  a  great  improvement 
on  not  dipping  them  in  anything  at  all 
and  simply  using  them  dirty;  but  as 
microbes  are  so  fond  of  carbolic  oil  that 
they  swarm  in  it,  it  was  not  a  success  from 
the  anti-microbe  point  of  view.  Formalin 
was  squirted  into  the  circulation  of  con- 
sumptives until  it  was  discovered  that 
formalin  nourishes  the  tubercle  bacillus 
handsomely  and  kills  men.  The  popular 
theory  of  disease  is  the  common  medical 
theory:  namely,  that  every  disease  had  its 
microbe  duly  created  in  the  garden  of 
Eden,  and  has  been  steadily  propagating 
itself  and  producing  widening  circles  of 
malignant  disease  ever  since.  It  was  plain 
from  the  first  that  if  this  had  been  even 
approximately  true,  the  whole  human 
race  would  have  been  wiped  out  by  the 
plague  long  ago,  and  that  every  epidemic, 
instead  of  fading  out  as  mysteriously  as  it 


rushed  in,  would  spread  over  the  whole 
world.  It  was  also  evident  that  the  char- 
acteristic microbe  of  a  disease  might  be 
a  symptom  instead  of  a  cause,  ^n  un- 
punctual  man  is  always  in  a  hurry;  but  it 
ooes  not  follow  that  hurry  is  the  cause  of 
unpunctuality:  on  the  contrary,  what  is 
the  matter  with  the  patient  is  sloth.  When 
Florence  Nightingale  said  bluntly  that  if 
you  overcrowded  your  soldiers  in  dirty 
quarters  there  would  be  an  outbreak  of 
smallpox  among  them,  she  was  snubbed 
as  an  ignorant  female  who  did  not  know 
that  smallpox  can  be  produced  only  by 
the  importation  of  its  specific  microbe. 

If  this  was  the  line  taken  about  small- 
pox, the  microbe  of  which  has  never  yet 
been  run  down  and  exposed  under  the 
microscope  by  the  bacteriologist,  what 
must  have  been  the  ardor  of  conviction 
as  to  tuberculosis,  tetanus,  enteric  fever, 
Maltese  fever,  diphtheria,  and  the  rest  of 
the  diseases  in  which  the  characteristic 
bacillus  had  been  identified!  When  there 
was  no  bacillus  it  was  assumed  that,  since 
no  disease  could  exist  without  a  bacillus, 
it  was  simply  eluding  observation.  When 
the  bacillus  was  found,  as  it  frequently 
was,  in  persons  who  were  not  suffering 
from  the  disease,  the  theory  was  saved  by 
simply  calling  the  bacillus  an  impostor, 
or  pseudo-bacillus.  The  same  boundless 
credulity  which  the  public  exhibit  as  to  a 
doctor's  power  of  diagnosis  was  shewn  by 
the  doctors  themselves  as  to  the  analytic 
microbe  hunters.  These  witch  finders 
would  give  you  a  certificate  of  the  ulti- 
mate constitution  of  anything  from  a 
sample  of  the  water  from  your  well  to  a 
scrap  of  your  lungs,  for  seven-and-six- 
pence.  I  do  not  suggest  that  the  analysts 
were  dishonest.  No  doubt  they  carried 
the  analysis  as  far  as  they  could  afford  to 
carry  it  for  the  money.  No  doubt  also 
they  could  afford  to  carry  it  far  enough 
to  be  of  some  use.  But  the  fact  remains 
that  just  as  doctors  perform  for  half- 
a-crown,  without  the  least  misgiving, 
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operations  which  could  not  be  thoroughly 
and  safely  performed  with  due  scientific 
rigor  and  the  requisite  apparatus  by  an 
unaided  private  practitioner  for  less  than 
some  thousands  of  pounds,  so  did  they 
proceed  on  the  assumption  that  they 
could  get  the  last  word  of  science  as  to 
the  constituents  of  their  pathological 
samples  for  a  two-hours  cab  fare. 

ECONOMIC  DIFFICULTIES   OF 
IMMUNIZATION 

I  have  heard  doctors  affirm  and  deny 
almost  every  possible  proposition  as  to 
disease  and  treatment.  I  can  remember  the 
time  when  doctors  no  more  dreamt  of 
consumption  and  pneumonia  being  in- 
fectious than  they  now  dream  of  sea- 
sickness being  infectious,  or  than  so  great 
a  clinical  observer  as  Sydenham  dreamt 
of  smallpox  being  infectious.  I  have  heard 
doctors  deny  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as 
infection.  I  have  heard  them  deny  the 
existence  of  hydrophobia  as  a  specific 
disease  differing  from  tetanus.  I  have 
heard  them  defend  prophylactic  measures 
and  prophylactic  legislation  as  the  sole 
and  certain  salvation  of  mankind  from 
zymotic  disease;  and  I  have  heard  them 
denounce  both  as  malignant  spreaders  of 
cancer  and  lunacy.  But  the  one  objection 
I  have  never  heard  from  a  doctor  is  the 
objection  that  prophylaxis  by  the  inocula- 
tory  methods  most  in  vogue  is  an  eco- 
nomic impossibility  under  our  private 
practice  system.  They  buy  some  stuff 
from  somebody  for  a  shilling,  and  inject 
a  pennyworth  of  it  under  their  patient's 
skin  for  half-a-crown,  concluding  that, 
since  this  primitive  rite  pays  the  some- 
body and  pays  them,  the  problem  of 
prophylaxis  has  been  satisfactorily  solved. 
The  results  are  sometimes  no  worse  than 
the  ordinary  results  of  dirt  getting  into 
cuts;  but  neither  the  doctor  nor  the 
patient  is  quite  satisfied  unless  the  inocula- 
tion "takes":  that  is,  unless  it  produces 
perceptible  illness  and  disablement.  Some- 


times both  doctor  and  patient  get  more 
value  in  this  direction  than  they  bargain 
for.   The   results   of  ordinary  private- 
practice-inoculation  at  their  worst  are  bad 
enough  to  be  indistinguishable  from  those 
of  the  most  discreditable  and  dreaded 
disease  known;  and  doctors,  to  save  the 
credit  of  the  inoculation,  have  been  driven 
to  accuse  their  patient  or  their  patient's 
parents  of  having  contracted  this  disease 
independently  of  the  inoculation,  an  ex- 
cuse which  naturally  does  not  make  the 
family  any  more  resigned,  and  leads  to 
public  recriminations  in  which  the  doc- 
tors, forgetting  everything  but  the  im- 
mediate quarrel,  naively  excuse  them- 
selves by  admitting,  and  even  claiming  as 
a  point  in  their  favor,  that  it  is  often 
impossible  to  distinguish  the  disease  pro- 
duced by  their  inoculation  and  the  disease 
they  have  accused  the  patient  of  contract- 
ing. And  both  parties  assume  that  what 
is  at  issue  is  the  scientific  soundness  of  the 
prophylaxis.  It  never  occurs  to  them  that 
the  particular  pathogenic  germ  which  they 
intended  to  introduce  into  the  patient's 
system  may  be  quite  innocent  of  the 
catastrophe,  and  that  the  casual  dirt  in- 
troduced with  it  may  be  at  fault.  When, 
as  in  the  case  of  smallpox  or  cowpox,  the 
germ  has  not  yet  been  detected,  what  you 
inoculate  is  simply  undefined  matter  that 
has  been  scraped  off  an  anything  but 
chemically  clean  calf  suffering  from  the 
disease  in  question.  You  take  your  chance 
of  the  germ  being  in  the  scrapings,  and, 
lest  you  should  kill  it,  you  take  no  pre- 
cautions against  other  germs  being  in  it 
as  well.  Anything  may  happen  as  the  re- 
sult of  such  an  inoculation.  Yet  this  is  the 
only  stuff  of  the  kind  which  is  prepared 
and  supplied  even  in  State  establishments: 
that  is,  in  the  only  establishments  free 
from  the  commercial  temptation  to  adul- 
terate materials  and  scamf/precautionary 
processes. 

Even  if  the  germ  were  identified,  com- 
plete precautions  would  hardly  pay.  It  is 
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true  that  microbe  farming  is  not  expen- 
sive. The  cost  of  breeding  and  housing 
two  head  of  cattle  would  provide  for  the 
breeding  and  housing  of  enough  microbes 
to  inoculate  the  entire  population  of  the 
g'obe  since  human  life  first  appeared  on 
it.  But  the  precautions  necessary  to  ensure 
that  the  inoculation  shal  consist  of 
nothing  else  but  the  required  germ  in  the 
proper  state  of  attenuation  are  a  very 
different  matter  from  the  precautions 
necessary  in  the  distribution  and  con- 
sumption of  beefsteaks.  Yet  people  expect 
to  find  vaccines  and  anti-toxins  and  the 
like  retailed  at  "popular  prices"  in  private 
enterprise  shops  just  as  they  expect  to 
find  ounces  of  tobacco  and  papers  of 
pins. 


THE  PERILS  OF  INOCULATION 

The  trouble  does  not  end  with  the 
matter  to  be  inoculated.  There  is  the 
question  of  the  condition  of  the  patient. 
The  discoveries  of  Sir  Almroth  Wright 
have  shewn  that  the  appalling  results 
which  led  to  the  hasty  dropping  in  1894  of 
Koch's  tuberculin  were  not  accidents,  but 
perfectly  orderly  and  inevitable  pheno- 
mena following  the  injection  of  danger- 
ously strong  "vaccines"  at  the  wrong 
'  moment,  and  reinforcing*  the  disease  in- 
stead of  stimulating  the  resistanceto  it. 
To  ascertain  the  right  moment  alaEora- 
tory  and  a  staff  of  experts  are  needed.  The 
general  practitioner,  having  no  such 
laboratory  and  no  such  experience,  has 
always  chanced  it,  and  insisted,  when  he 
was  unlucky,  that  the  results  were  not 
due  to  the  inoculation,  but  to  some  other 
cause:  a  favorite  and  not  very  tactful  one 
being  the  drunkenness  or  licentiousness 
of  the  patient.  But  though  a  few  doctors 
have  now  learnt  the  danger  of  inoculating 
without  any  reference  to  the  patient's 
"opsonic  index"  at  the  moment  of  in- 
oculation, and  though  those  other  doc- 
tors who  are  denouncing  the  danger  as 
imaginary  and  opsonin  as  a  craze  or  a 


fad,  obviously  do  so  because  it  involves 
an  operation  which  they  have  neither  the 
means  nor  the  knowledge  to  perform, 
there  is  still  no  grasp  of  the  economic 
change  in  the  situation.  They  have  never 
been  warned  that  the  practicability  of  any 
method  of  extirpating  disease  depends  not 
only  on  its  efficacy,  but  on  its  cost.  For 
example,  just  at  present  the  world  has  run 
raving^  mad  on  the  subject  of  radium, 
which  has  excited  our  credulity  precisely 
as  the  apparitions  at  Lourdes  excited  the 
credulity  of  Roman  Catholics.  Suppose  it 
were  ascertained  that  every  child  in  the 
world  could  be  rendered  absolutely  im- 
mune from  all  disease  during  its  entire 
life  by  taking  half  an  ounce  of  radium  to 
every  pint  of  its  milk.  The  world  would 
be  none  the  healthier,  because  not  even  a 
Crown  Prince — no,  not  even  the  son  of 
a  Chicago  Meat  King,  could  afford  the 
treatment.  Yet  it  is  doubtful  whether 
doctors  would  refrain  from  prescribing 
it  on  that  ground.  The  recklessness  with 
which  they  now  recommend  wintering  in 
Egypt  or  at  Davos  to  people  who  can- 
not afford  to  go  to  Cornwall,  and  the 
orders  given  for  champagne  jelly  and  old 
port  in  households  where  such  luxuries 
must  obviously  be  acquired  at  the  cost 
of  stinting  necessaries,  often  make  one 
wonder  whether  it  is  possible  for  a  man 
to  go  through  a  medical  training  and 
retaina^spark^of  common  sense. 
~TKssbrt  of  inconsiderateness  gets 
cured  only  in  the  classes  where  poverty, 
pretentious  as  it  is  even  at  its  worst, 
cannot  pitch  its  pretences  high  enough  to 
make  it  possible  for  the  doctor  (himself 
often  no  better  off  than  the  patient)  to 
assume  that  the  average  income  of  an 
English  family  is  about  £2000  a  year,  and 
that  it  is  quite  easy  to  break  up  a  home, 
sell  an  old  family  seat  at  a  sacrifice,  and 
retire  into  a  foreign  sanatorium  devoted 
to  some  "treatment"  that  did  not  exist 
two  years  ago  and  probably  will  not  exist 
(except  as  a  pretext  for  keeping  an  ordin- 


THE  DOCTOR'S  DILEMMA 


ary  hotel)  two  years  hence.  In  a  poor 
practice  the  doctor  must  find  cheap  treat- 
ments for  cheap  people,  or  humiliate  and 
lose  his  patients  either  by  prescribing 
beyond  their  means  or  sending  them  to 
the  public  hospitals.  When  it  comes  to 
prophylactic  inoculation,  the  alternative 
lies  between  the  complete  scientific  pro- 
cess, which  can  only  be  brought  down  to 
a  reasonable  cost  by  being  very  highly 
organized  as  a  public  service  in  a  public 
institution,  and  such  cheap,  nasty,  dan- 
gerous and  scientifically  spurious  imi- 
tations as  ordinary  vaccination,  which 
will  probably  be  ended,  like  its  equally 
vaunted  forerunner,  eighteenth  century 
inoculation,  by  a  purely  reactionary  law 
making  all  sorts  of  vaccination,  scientific 
or  not,  criminal  offences.  Naturally,  the 
poor  doctor  (that  is,  the  average  doctor) 
defends  ordinary  vaccination  frantically, 
as  it  means  to  him  the  bread  of  his  chil- 
dren. To  secure  the  vehement  and  practi- 
cally unanimous  support  of  the  rank  and 
file  of  the  medical  profession  for  any  sort 
of  treatment  or  operation,  all  that  is  neces- 
sary is  that  it  can  be  easily  practised  by  a 
rather  shabbily  dressed  man  in  a  surgically 
dirty  room  in  a  surgically  dirty  house 
without  any  assistance,  and  that  the 
materials  for  it  shall  cost,  say,  a  penny, 
and  the  charge  for  it  to  a  patient  with 
£100  a  year  be  half-a-crown.  And,  on 
the  other  hand,  a  hygienic  measure  has 
only  to  be  one  of  such  refinement,  diffi- 
culty, precision,  and  costliness  as  to  be 
quite  beyond  the  resources  of  private 
practice,  to  be  ignored  or  angrily  de- 
nounced as  a  fad. 


TRADE  UNIONISM  AND   SCIENCE       ^ 

Here  we  have  the  explanation  of  the 
savage  rancor  that  so  amazes  people  who 
imagine  that  the  controversy  concerning 
vaccination  is  a  scientific  one.  It  has  really 
nothing  to  do  with  science.  The  medical 
profession,  consisting  for  the  most  part 
of  very  poor  men  struggling  to  keep  up 


appearances  beyond  their  means,  find 
themselves  threatened  with  the  extinction 
of  a  considerable  part  of  their  incomes: 
a  part,  too,  that  is  easily  and  regularly 
earned,  since  it  is  independent  of  disease, 
and  brings  every  person  born  into  the 
nation,  healthy  or  not,  to  the  doctors.  To 
boot,  there  is  the  occasional  windfall  of 
an  epidemic,  with  its  panic  and  rush  for 
revaccination.  Under  such  circumstances, 
vaccination  would  be  defended  desper- 
ately were  it  twice  as  dirty,  dangerous, 
and  unscientific  in  method  as  it  actually 
is.  The  note  of  fury  in  the  defence,  the 
feeling  that  the  anti-vaccinator  is  doing 
a  cruel,  ruinous,  inconsiderate  thing  in 
a  mood  of  malignant  folly:  all  this,  so 
puzzling  to  the  observer  who  knows 
nothing  of  the  economic  side  of  the  ques- 
tion, and  only  sees  that  the  anti-vac- 
cinator, having  nothing  whatever  to  gain 
and  a  good  deal  to  lose  by  placing  him- 
self in  opposition  to  the  law  and  to  the  out- 
cry that  adds  private  persecution  to  legal 
penalties,  can  have  no  interest  in  the 
matter  except  the  interest  of  a  reformer 
in  abolishing  a  corrupt  and  mischievous 
superstition,  becomes  intelligible  the 
moment  the  tragedy  of  medical  poverty 
and  the  lucrativeness  of  cheap  vaccina- 
tion is  taken  into  account. 

In  the  face  of  such  economic  pressure 
as  this,  it  is  silly  to  expect  that  medical 
teaching,  any  more  than  medical  practice, 
can  possibly  be  scientific.  The  test  to 
which  all  methods  of  treatment  are  finally 
brought  is  whether  they  are  lucrative  to 
doctors  or  not.  It  would  be  difficult 
to  cite  any  proposition  less  obnoxious  to 
science  than  that  advanced  by  Hahne- 
mann:  to  wit,  that  drugs  which  in  large 
doses  produce  certain  symptoms,  counter- 
act them  in  very  small  doses,  just  as  in 
more  modern  practice  it  is  found  that  a 
sufficiently  small  inoculation  with  typhoid 
rallies  our  powers  to  resist  the  disease 
instead  of  prostrating  us  with  it.  But 
Hahnemann  and  his  followers  were 
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frantically  persecuted  for  a  century  by 
generations  of  apothecary-doctors  whose 
incomes  depended  on  the  quantity  of 
drugs  they  could  induce  their  patients  to 
swallow.  These  two  cases  of  ordinary 
vaccination  and  homeopathy  are  typical 
of  all  the  rest.  Just  as  the  object  of  a  trade 
union  under  existing  conditions  must 
finally  be,  not  to  improve  the  technical 
quality  of  the  work  done  by  its  members, 
but  to  secure  a  living  wage  for  them,  so 
the  object  of  the  medical  profession  today 
is  to  secure  an  income  for  the  private 
doctor;  and  to  this  consideration  all  con- 
cern for  science  and  public  health  must 
give  way  when  the  two  come  into  con- 
flict. Fortunately  they  are  not  always  in 
conflict.  Up  to  a  certain  point  doctors, 
like  carpenters  and  masons,  must  earn 
their  living  by  doing  the  work  that  the 
public  wants  from  them;  and  as  it  is  not 
in  the  nature  of  things  possible  that  such 
public  want  should  be  based  on  unmixed 
disutility,  it  may  be  admitted  that  doctors 
have  their  uses,  real  as  well  as  imaginary. 
But  just  as  the  best  carpenter  or  mason 
will  resist  the  introduction  of  a  machine 
that  is  likely  to  throw  him  out  of  work, 
or  the  public  technical  education  of  un- 
skilled laborers'  sons  to  compete  with 
him,  so  the  doctor  will  resist  with  all  his 
powers  of  persecution  every  advance  of 
science  that  threatens  his  income.  And  as 
the  advance  of  scientific  hygiene  tends  to 
make  the  private  doctor's  visits  rarer,  and 
the  public  inspector's  frequenter,  whilst 
the  advance  of  scientific  therapeutics  is  in 
the  direction  of  treatments  that  involve 
highly  organized  laboratories,  hospitals, 
and  public  institutions  generally,  it  un- 
luckily happens  that  the  organization  of 
private  practitioners  which  we  call  the 
medical  profession  is  coming  more  and 
more  to  represent,  not  science,  but  des- 
perate and  embittered  anti-science:  a  state 
of  things  which  is  likely  to  get  worse 
until  the  average  doctor  either  depends 
upon  or  hopes  for  an  appointment  in 


the  public  health  service  for  his  liveli- 
hood. 

So  much  for  our  guarantees  as  to 
medical  science.  Let  us  now  deal  with  the 
more  painful  subject  of  medical  kindness. 

/ 

DOCTORS  AND  VIVISECTION 

The  importance  to  our  doctors  of  a 
reputation  for  the  tenderest  humanity  is 
so  obvious,  and  the  quantity  of  bene- 
volent work  actually  done  by  them  for 
nothing  (a  great  deal  of  it  from  sheer 
good  nature)  so  large,  that  at  first  sight 
it  seems  unaccountable  that  they  should 
not  only  throw  all  their  credit  away,  but 
deliberately  choose  to  band  themselves 
publicly  with  outlaws  and  scoundrels  by 
claiming  that  in  the  pursuit  of  their  pro- 
fessional knowledge  they  should  be  free 
from  the  restraints  of  law,  of  honor,  of 
pity,  of  remorse,  of  everything  that  dis- 
tinguishes an  orderly  citizen  from  a  South 
Sea  buccaneer,  or  a  philosopher  from  an 
inquisitor.  For  here  we  look  in  vain  for 
either  an  economic  or  a  sentimental  mo- 
tive. In  every  generation  fools  and  black-/ 
guards  have  made  this  claim;  and  honest 
and  reasonable  men,  led  by  the  strongest 
contemporary  minds,  have  repudiated  it 
and  exposed  its  crude  rascality.  From 
Shakespear  and  Dr  Johnson  to  Ruskin 
and  Mark  Twain,  the  natural  abhorrence 
of  sane  mankind  for  the  vivisector's 
cruelty,  and  the  contempt  of  able  thinkers 
for  his  imbecile  casuistry,  have  been  ex- 
pressed by  the  most  popular  spokesmen 
of  humanity.  If  the  medical  profession 
were  to  outdo  the  Anti- Vivisection  So- 
cieties in  a  general  professional  protest 
against  the  practice  and  principles  of  the 
vivisectors,  every  doctor  in  the  kingdom 
would  gain  substantially  by  the  immense 
relief  and  reconciliation  which  would 
follow  such  a  reassurance  of  the  humanity 
of  the  doctor.  Not  one  doctor  in  a  thou- 
sand is  a  vivisector,  or  has  any  interest 
in  vivisection,  either  pecuniary  or  intel- 
lectual, or  would  treat  his  dog  cruelly  or 
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allow  anyone  else  to  do  it.  It  is  true  that 
the  doctor  complies  with  the  professional 
fashion  of  defending  vivisection,  and  as- 
suring you  that  people  like  Shakespear 
and  Dr  Johnson  and  Ruskin  and  Mark 
Twain  are  ignorant  sentimentalists,  just  as 
he  complies  with  any  other  silly  fashion: 
the  mystery  is,  how  it  became  the  fashion 
in  spite  of  its  being  so  injurious  to 
those  who  follow  it.  Making  all  pos- 
sible allowance  for  the  effect  of  the  brazen 
lying  of  the  few  men  who  bring  a  rush  of 
despairing  patients  to  their  doors  by  pro- 
fessing in  letters  to  the  newspapers  to 
have  learnt  from  vivisection  how  to  cure 
certain  diseases,  and  the  assurances  of  the 
sayers  of  smooth  things  that  the  practice 
is  quite  painless  under  the  law,  it  is  still 
difficult  to  find  any  civilized  motive  for 
an  attitude  by  which  the  medical  profes- 
sion has  everything  to  lose  and  nothing 
to  gain. 

THE  PRIMITIVE  SAVAGE  MOTIVE 

I  say  civilized  motive  advisedly;  for 
primitive  tribal  motives  are  easy  enough 
to  find.  Every  savage  chief  who  is  not  a 
Mahomet  learns  that  if  he  wishes  to  strike 
the  imagination  of  his  tribe — and  without 
doing  that  he  cannot  rule  them — he  must 
terrify  or  revolt  them  from  time  to  time 
by  acts  of  hideous  cruelty  or  disgusting 
unnaturalness.  We  are  far  from  being  as 
superior  to  such  tribes  as  we  imagine.  It 
is  very  doubtful  indeed  whether  Peter  the 
Great  could  have  effected  the  changes  he 
made  in  Russia  if  he  had  not  fascinated 
and  intimidated  his  people  by  his  mon- 
strous cruelties  and  grotesque  escapades. 
Had  he  been  a  nineteenth  century  king  of 
England,  he  would  have  had  to  wait  for 
some  huge  accidental  calamity:  a  cholera 
epidemic,  a  war,  or  an  insurrection,  be- 
fore waking  us  up  sufficiently  to  get  any- 
thing done.  Vivisection  helps  the  doctor 
to  rule  us  as  Peter  ruled  the  Russians. 
The  notion  that  the  man  who  does  dread- 
ful things  is  superhuman,  and  that  there- 


fore he  can  also  do/ wonderful  things 
either  as  ruler,  avenger,  healer,  or  what 
not,  is  by  no  means  confined  to  bar- 
barians. Just  as  the  manifold  wickednesses 
and  stupidities  of  our  criminal  code  are 
supported,  not  by  any  general  compre- 
hension of  law  or  study  of  jurisprudence, 
not  even  by  simple  vindictiveness,  but  by 
the  superstition  that  a  calamity  of  any 
sort  must  be  expiated  by  a  human  sacri- 
fice; so  the  wickednesses  and  stupidities 
of  our  medicine  men  are  rooted  in  super- 
stitions that  have  no  more  to  do  with 
science  than  the  traditional  ceremony  of 
christening  an  ironclad  has  to  do  with  the 
effectiveness  of  its  armament.  We  have 
only  to  turn  to  Macaulay's  description  of 
the  treatment  of  Charles  II  in  his  last  ill- 
ness to  see  how  strongly  his  physicians 
felt  that  their  only  chance  of  cheating 
death  was  by  outraging  nature  in  tor- 
menting and  disgusting  their  unfortunate 
patient.  True,  this  was  more  than  two 
centuries  ago;  but  I  have  heard  my  own 
nineteenth  century  grandfather  describe 
the  cupping  and  firing  and  nauseous 
medicines  of  his  time  with  perfect  cred- 
ulity as  to  their  beneficial  effects;  and 
some  more  modern  treatments  appear  to 
me  quite  as  barbarous.  It  is  in  this  way 
that  vivisection  pays  the  doctor.  It  ap- 
peals to  the  fear  and  credulity  of  the 
savage  in  us;  and  without  fear  and  cred- 
ulity half  the  private  doctor's  occupation 
and  seven-eighths  of  his  influence  would 
be  gone. 

THE  HIGHER  MOTIVE.   THE  TREE   OF 
KNOWLEDGE 

But  the  greatest  force  of  all  on  the  side 
of  vivisection  is  the  mighty  and  indeed 
divine  force  of  curiosity.  Here  we  have 
no  decaying  tribal  instinct  which  men 
strive  to  root  out  of  themselves  as  they 
strive  to  root  out  the  tiger's  lust  for 
blood.  On  the  contrary,  the  curiosity  of 
the  ape,  or  of  the  child  who  pulls  out  the 
legs  and  wings  of  a  fly  to  see  what  it  will 
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do  without  them,  or  who,  on  being  told 
that  a  cat  dropped  out  of  the  window  will 
always  fall  on  its  legs,  immediately  tries 
the  experiment  on  the  nearest  cat  from 
the  highest  window  in  the  house  (I  pro- 
test I  did  it  myself  from  the  first  floor 
only),  is  as  nothing  compared  to  the 
thirst  for  knowledge  of  the  philosopher, 
the  poet,  the  biologist,  and  the  naturalist. 
I  have  always  despised  Adam  because  he 
had  to  be  tempted  by  the  woman,  as  she 
was  by  the  serpent,  before  he  could  be 
induced  to  pluck  the  apple  from  the  tree 
of  knowledge.  I  should  have  swallowed 
every  apple  on  the  tree  the  moment  the 
owner's  back  was  turned.  When  Gray 
said  "Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  'tis  folly 
to  be  wise,"  he  forgot  that  it  is  godlike  to 
be  wise;  and  since  nobody  wants  bliss 
particularly,  or  could  stand  more  than  a 
very  brief  taste  of  it  if  it  were  attainable, 
and  since  everybody,  by  the  deepest  law 
of  the  Life  Force,  desires  to  be  godlike,  it 
is  stupid,  and  indeed  blasphemous  and 
despairing,  to  hope  that  the  thirst  for 
knowledge  will  either  diminish  or  con- 
sent to  be  subordinated  to  any  other  end 
whatsoever.  We  shall  see  later  on  that  the 
claim  that  has  arisen  in  this  way  for  the 
unconditioned  pursuit  of  knowledge  is 
as  idle  as  all  dreams  of  unconditioned 
activity;  but  none  the  less  the  right  to 
knowledge  must  be  regarded  as  a  funda- 
mental human  right.  The  fact  that  men  of 
science  have  had  to  fight  so  hard  to  secure 
its  recognition,  and  are  still  so  vigorously 
persecuted  when  they  discover  anything 
that  is  not  quite  palatabl£  to  vulgar 
people,  makes  them  sorely  jealous  for  that 
right;  and  when  they  hear  a  popular  out- 
cry for  the  suppression  of  a  method  of 
research  which  has  an  air  of  being  scien- 
tific, their  first  instinct  is  to  rally  to  the 
defence  of  that  method  without  further 
consideration,  with  the  result  that  they 
sometimes,  as  in  the  case  of  vivisection, 
presently  find  themselves  fighting  on  a 
false  issue. 


THE  FLAW  IN  THE  ARGUMENT 

I  may  as  well  pause  here  to  explain 
their  error.  The  right  to  know  is  like  the 
right  to  live.  It  is  fundamental  and  un- 
conditional in  its  assumption  that  know- 
ledge, like  life,  is  a  desirable  thing,  though 
any  fool  can  prove  that  ignorance  is  bliss, 
and  that  "a  little  knowledge  is  a  dangerous 
thing"  (a  little  being  the  most  that  any  of 
us  can  attain),  as  easily  as  that  the^ainsjrf 
life  are,more  numerousjnd^nstant  than 
its  pfeasures^nd  thatlherefore  we  should 
all  be  better  dead.  The  logic  is  unim- 
peachable; but  its  only  effect  is  to  make 
us  say  that  if  these  are  the  conclusions 
logic  leads  to,  so  much  the  worse  for 
logic,  after  which  curt  dismissal  of  Folly, 
we  continue  living  and  learning  by  in- 
stinct: that  is,  as  of  right.  We  legislate  on 
the  assumption  that  no  man  may  be  killed 
on  the  strength  of  a  demonstration  that 
he  would  be  happier  in  his  grave,  not 
even  if  he  is  dying  slowly  of  cancer  and 
begs  the  doctor  to  despatch  him  quickly 
and  mercifully.  To  get  killed  lawfully  he 
must  violate  somebody's  else's  right  to 
live  by  committing  murder.  But  he  is 
by  no  means  free  to  live  unconditionally. 
In  society  he  can  exercise  his  right  to 
live  only  under  very  stiff  conditions. 
In  countries  where  there  is  compulsory 
military  service  he  may  even  have  to 
throw  away  his  individual  life  to  save  the 
life  of  the  community. 

It  is  just  so  in  the  case  of  the  right  to 
knowledge.  It  is  a  right  that  is  as  yet  very 
imperfectly  recognized  in  practice.  But  in 
theory  it  is  admitted  that  an  adult  person 
in  pursuit  of  knowledge  must  not  be 
refused  it  on  the  ground  that  he  would  be 
better  or  happier  without  it.  Parents  and 
priests  may  forbid  knowledge  to  those 
who  accept  their  authority;  and  social 
taboo  may  be  made  effective  by  acts  of 
legal  persecution  under  cover  of  repress- 
ing blasphemy,  obscenity,  and  sedition; 
but  no  government  now  openly  forbids 
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its  subjects  to  pursue  knowledge  on  the 
ground  that  knowledge  is  in  itself  a  bad 
thing,  or  that  it  is  possible  for  any  of  us 
to  have  too  much  of  it. 

LIMITATIONS   OF  THE   RIGHT  TO 
KNOWLEDGE 

.  But  neither  does  any  government  ex- 
empt the  pursuit  of  knowledge,  any  more 
than  the  pursuit  of  life,  liberty,  and  happi- 
ness (as  the  American  Constitution  puts 
it),  from  all  social  conditions.  No  man  is 
allowed  to  put  his  mother  into  the  stove 
because  he  desires  to  know  how  long  an 
adult  woman  will  survive  at  a  tempera- 
ture of  500°  Fahrenheit,  no  matter  how 
important  or  interesting  that  particular 
addition  to  the  store  of  human  know- 
ledge may  be.  A  man  who  did  so  would 
have  short  work  made  not  only  of  his 
right  to  knowledge,  but  of  his  right  to 
live  and  all  his  other  rights  at  the  same 
time.  The  right  to  knowledge  is  not  the 
only  right;  and  its  exercise  must  be 
limited  by  respect  for  other  rights,  and 
for  its  own  exercise  by  others.  When  a 
man  says  to  Society,  "May  I  torture  my 
mother  in  pursuit  of  knowledge?"  Society 
replies  "No."  If  he  pleads,  "What!  Not 
even  if  I  have  a  chance  of  finding  out  how 
to  cure  cancer  by  doing  it?"  Society  still 
says,  "Not  even  then."  If  the  scientist, 
making  the  best  of  his  disappointment, 
goes  on  to  ask  may  he  torture  a  dog,  the 
stupid  and  callous  people  who  do  not 
realize  that  a  dog  is  a  fellow  creature,  and 
sometimes  a  good  friencl,  may  say  Yes, 
though  Shakespear,  Dr  Johnson,  and 
their  like  may  say  No.  But  even  those 
who  say  "You  may  torture  a  dog"  never 
say  "You  may  torture  my  dog."  And  no- 
body says,  "Yes,  because  in  the  pursuit  of 
knowledge  you  may  do  as  you  please." 
Just  as  even  the  stupidest  people  say,  in 
effect,  "If  you  cannot  attain  to  know- 
ledge without  burning  your  mother  you 
must  do  without  knowledge,"  so  the 
wJsest  people  say,  "If  you  cannot  attain 


to  knowledge  without  torturing  a  dog, 
you  must  do  without  knowledge." 

A  FALSE  ALTERNATIVE 

But  in  practice  you  cannot  persuade 
any  wise  man  that  this  alternative  can 
ever  be  forced  on  anyone  but  a  fool,  or 
that  a  fool  can  be  trusted  to  learn  anything 
from  any  experiment,  cruel  or  humane. 
The  Chinaman  who  burnt  down  his 
house  to  roast  his  pig  was  no  doubt 
honestly  unable  to  conceive  any  less  dis- 
astrous way  of  cooking  his  dinner;  and 
the  roast  must  have  been  spoiled  after  all 
(a  perfect  type  of  the  average  vivisec- 
tionist  experiment);  but  this  did  not  prove 
that  the  Chinaman  was  right:  it  only 
proved  that  the  Chinaman  was  an  incap- 
able cook  and,  fundamentally,  a  fool. 

Take  another  celebrated  experiment: 
one  in  sanitary  reform.  In  the  days  of 
Nero  Rome  was  in  the  same  predicament 
as  London  today.  If  someone  would  burn 
down  London,  and  it  were  rebuilt,  as  it 
would  now  have  to  be,  subject  to  the 
sanitary  by-laws  and  Building  Act  pro- 
visions enforced  by  the  London  County 
Council,  it  would  be  enormously  im- 
proved; and  the  average  lifetime  of 
Londoners  would  be  considerably  pro- 
longed. Nero  argued  in  the  same  way 
about  Rome.  He  employed  incendiaries 
to  set  it  on  fire;  and  he  played  the  harp  in 
scientific  raptures  whilst  it  was  burning. 
I  am  so  far  of  Nero's  way  of  thinking  that 
I  have  often  said,  when  consulted  by 
despairing  sanitary  reformers,  that  what 
London  needs  to  make  her  healthy  is  an 
earthquake.  Why,  then,  it  may  be  asked, 
do  not  I,  as  a  public-spirited  man,  employ 
incendiaries  to  set  it  on  fire,  with  a  heroic 
disregard  of  the  consequences  to  myself 
and  others?  Any  vivisector  would,  if  he 
had  the  courage  of  his  opinions.  The 
reasonable  answer  is  that  London  can  be 
made  healthy  without  burning  her  down; 
and  that  as  we  have  not  enough  civic 
virtue  to  make  her  healthy  in  a  humane 
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and  economical  way,  we  should  not  have 
enough  to  rebuild  her  in  that  way.  In  the 
old  Hebrew  legend,  God  lost  patience 
with  the  world  as  Nero  did  with  Rome, 
and  drowned  everybody  except  a  single 
family.  But  the  result  was  that  the  pro- 
geny of  that  family  reproduced  all  the 
vices  of  their  predecessors  so  exactly  that 
the  misery  caused  by  the  flood  might  just 
as  well  have  been  spared:  ihings  went  on 
just  as  they  did  before.  In  the  same  way, 
the  list  of  diseases  which  vivisection 
claims  to  have  cured  is  long;  but  the 
returns  of  the  Registrar-General  shew 
that  people  still  persist  in  dying  of  them 
as  if  vivisection  had  never  been  heard  of. 
Any  fool  can  burn  down  a  city  or  cut  an 
animal  open;  and  an  exceptionally  foolish 
fool  is  quite  likely  to  promise  enormous 
benefits  to  the  race  as  the  result  of  such 
activities.  But  when  the  constructive, 
benevolent  part  of  the  business  comes  to 
be  done,  the  same  want  of  imagination, 
the  same  stupidity  and  cruelty,  the  same 
laziness  and  want  of  perseverance  that 
prevented  Nero  or  the  vivisector  from 
devizing  or  pushing  through  humane 
methods,  prevents  him  from  bringing 
order  out  of  the  chaos  and  happiness  out 
of  the  misery  he  has  made.  At  one  time 
it  seemed  reasonable  enough  to  declare 
that  it  was  impossible  to  find  whether  or 
not  there  was  a  stone  inside  a  man's  body 
except  by  exploring  it  with  a  knife,  or  to 
find  out  what  the  sun  is  made  of  without 
visiting  it  in  a  balloon.  Both  these  im- 
possibilities have  been  achieved,  but  not 
by  vivisectors.  The  Rontgen  rays  need 
not  hurt  the  patient;  and  spectrum 
analysis  involves  no  destruction.  After 
such  triumphs  of  humane  experiment  and 
reasoning,  it  is  useless  to  assure  us  that 
there  is  no  other  kgYJt^Jkn^wledge  except 
crueKy^WKi  the  vivisector  offers  us 
IKaTassurance,  we  reply  simply  and  con- 
temptuously, "You  mean  that  you  are 
not  clever  or  humane  or  energetic  enough 
to  find  one." 


CRUELTY  FOR  ITS   OWN  SAKE 

It  will  now,  I  hope,  be  clear  why  the 
attack  on  vivisection  is  not  an  attack  on 
the  right  to  knowledge:  why,  indeed, 
those  who  have  the  deepest  conviction  of 
the  sacredness  of  that  right  are  the  leaders 
of  the  attack.  No  knowledge  is  finally 
impossible  of  human  attainment;  for  even 
though  it  may  be  beyond  our  present 
capacity,  the  needed  capacity  is  not  un- 
attainable. Consequently  no  method  of 
investigation  is  the  only  method;  and  no 
law  forbidding  any  particular  method  can 
cut  us  off  from  the  knowledge  we  hope 
to  gain  by  it.  The  only  knowledge  we 
lose  by  forbidding  cruelty  is  knowledge 
at  first  hand  of  cruelty  itself,  which  is 
precisely  the  knowledge  humane  people 
wish  to  be  spared. 

But  the  question  remains:  Do  we  all 
really  wish  to  be  spared  that  knowledge? 
Are  humane  methods  really  to  be  pre- 
ferred to  cruel  ones?  Even  if  the  experi- 
ments come  to  nothing,  may  not  their 
cruelty  be  enjoyed  for  its  own  sake,  as 
a  sensational  luxury?  Let  us  face  these 
questions  boldly,  not  shrinking  from  the 
fact  that  cruelty  is  one  of  the  primitive 
pleasures  of  mankind,  and  that  the  de- 
tection of  its  Protean  disguises  as  law, 
education,  medicine,  discipline,  sport  and 
so  forth,  is  one  of  the  most  difficult  of  the 
unending  tasks  of  the  legislator. 

OUR   OWN   CRUELTIES 

At  first  blush  it  may  seem  not  only  un- 
necessary, but  even  indecent,  to  discuss 
such  a  proposition  as  the  elevation  of 
cruelty  to  the  rank  of  a  human  right.  Un- 
necessary, because  no  vivisector  confesses 
to  a  love  of  cruelty  for  its  own  sake  or 
claims  any  general  fundamental  right  to 
be  cruel.  Indecent,  because  there  is  an 
accepted  convention  to  repudiate  cruelty; 
and  vivisection  is  only  tolerated  by  the 
law  on  condition  that,  like  judicial  tor- 
ture, it  shall  be  done  as  mercifully  as 
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the  nature  of  the  practice  allows.  But  the 
moment  the  controversy  becomes  embit- 
tered, the  recriminations  bandied  between 
the  opposed  parties  bring  us  face-to-face 
with  some  very  ugly  truths.  On  one 
occasion  I  was  invited  to  speak  at  a  large 
Anti- Vivisection  meeting  in  the  Queen's 
Hall  in  London.  I  found  myself  on  the 
platform  with  fox  hunters,  tame  stag 
hunters,  men  and  women  whose  calendar 
was  divided,  not  by  pay  days  and  quarter 
days,  but  by  seasons  for  killing  animals 
for  sport:  the  fox,  the  hare,  the  otter,  the 
partridge,  and  the  rest  having  each  its 
appointed  date  for  slaughter.  The  ladies 
among  us  wore  hats  and  cloaks  and  head- 
dresses obtained  by  wholesale  massacres, 
ruthless  trappings,  callous  extermination 
of  our  fellow  creatures.  We  insisted  on 
our  butchers  supplying  us  with  white 
veal,  and  were  large  and  constant  con- 
sumers of  pate  de  foie  gras:  both  com- 
estibles being  obtained  by  revolting 
methods.  We  sent  our  sons  to  public 
schools  where  indecent  flogging  is  a  re- 
cognized method  of  taming  the  young 
human  animal.  Yet  we  were  all  in  hys- 
terics of  indignation  at  the  cruelties  of  the 
vivisectors.  These,  if  any  were  present, 
must  have  smiled  sardonically  at  such  in- 
human humanitarians,  whose  daily  habits 
and  fashionable  amusements  cause  more 
suffering  in  England  in  a  week  than  all 
the  vivisectors  of  Europe  do  in  a  year.  I 
made  a  very  effective  speech,  not  exclu- 
sively^1 against  vivisection,  but  against 
cruelty;  and  I  have  never  been  asked  to 
speak  since  by  that  Society,  nor  do  I 
expect  to  be,  as  I  should  probably  give 
such  offence  to  its  most  affluent  sub- 
scribers that  its  attempts  to  suppress  vivi- 
section would  be  seriously  hindered.  But 
that  does  not  prevent  the  vivisectors  from 
freely  using  the  "youre  another"  retort, 
and  using  it  with  justice. 

We  must  therefore  give  OjirselvesMrig 
airs  of  superiority  jwhep  denouncing  tHe 
cruelties  of  vivisection.  We  all  do  just  as 


horrible  things,  with  even  less  excuse. 
But  in  making  that  admission  we  are  also 
making  short  work  of  the  virtuous  airs 
with  which  we  are  sometimes  referred  to 
the  humanity  of  the  medical  profession  as 
a  guarantee  that  vivisection  is  not  abused 
— much  as  if  our  burglars  should  assure 
us  that  they  are  too  honest  to  abuse  the 
practice  of  burgling.  We  are,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  a  cruel  nation;  and  our  habit  of 
disguising  our  vices  by  giving  polite 
names  tolthe^fiences /we  are  determined 
to  commit,  does  not,  unfortunately  for 
my  own  comfort,  impose  on  me.  Vivi- 
sectors can  hardly  pretend  to  be  better 
than  the  classes  from  which  they  are 
drawn,  or  those  above  them;  and  if  these 
classes  are  capable  of  sacrificing  animals 
in  various  cruel  ways  under  cover  of 
sport,  fashion,  education,  discipline,  and 
even,  when  the  cruel  sacrifices  are  human 
sacrifices,  of  political  economy,  it  is  idle 
for  the  vivisector  to  pretend  that  he  is 
incapable  of  practising  cruelty  for  pleas- 
ure or  profit  or  both  under  the  cloak  of 
science.  We  are  all  tarred  with  the  same 
brush;  and  the  vivisectors  are  not  slow  to 
remind  us  of  it,  and  to  protest  vehemently 
against  being  branded  as  exceptionally 
cruel  and  as  devizers  of  horrible  instru- 
ments of  torture  by  people  whose  main 
notion  of  enjoyment  is  cruel  sport,  and 
whose  requirements  in  the  way  of  villain- 
ously cruel  traps  occupy  pages  of  the 
catalogue  of  the  Army  and  Navy  Stores. 

THE  SCIENTIFIC  INVESTIGATION  OF 
CRUELTY 

There  is  in  man  a  specific  lust  for 
cruelty  which  infects  even  his  passioiToF 
pity  and  makes  it  savage.  Simple  disgust 
at  cruelty  is  very  rare.  The  people  who 
turn  sick  and  faint  and  those  who  gloat 
are  often  alike  in  the  pains  they  take  to 
witness  executions,  floggings,  operations, 
or  any  other  exhibitions  of  suffering, 
especially  those  involving  bloodshed, 
blows,  and  laceration.  A  craze  for  cruelty 
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can  be  developed  just  as  a  craze  for  drink 
can;  and  nobody  who  attempts  to  ignore 
cruelty  as  a  possible  factor  in  the  attrac- 
tion of  vivisection  and  even  of  ami- vivi- 
section, or  in  the  credulity  with  which  we 
accept  its  excuses,  can  be  regarded  as  a 
scientific  investigator  of  it.  Those  who 
accuse  vivisectors  of  indulging  the  well- 
known  passion  of  cruelty  under  the  cloak 
of  research  are  therefore  putting  forward 
a  strictly  scientific  psychological  hypo- 
thesis/which  is  also  simple,  human, 
obvious,  and  probable.  It  may  be  as 
wounding  to  the  personal  vanity  of  the 
vivisector  as  Darwin's  Origin  of  Species 
was  to  the  people  who  could  not  bear 
to  think  that  they  were  cousins  to  the 
monkeys  (remember  Goldsmith's  anger 
when  he  was  told  that  he  could  not  move 
his  upper  jaw);  but  science  has  to  consider 
only  the  truth  of  the  hypothesis,  and  not 
whether  conceited  people  will  like  it  or 
not.  In  vain  do  the  sentimental  champions 
of  vivisection  declare  themselves  the  most 
humane  of  men,  inflicting  suffering  only 
to  relieve  it,  scrupulous  in  the  use  of 
anesthetics,  and  void  of  all  passion  except 
the  passion  of  pity  for  a  disease-ridden 
world.  The  really  scientific  investigator 
answers  that  the  question  cannot  be 
settled  by  hysterical  protestations,  and 
that  if  the  vivisectionist  rejects  deductive 
reasoning,  he  had  better  clear  his  char- 
acter by  his  own  favorite  method  of  ex- 
periment. 

SUGGESTED  LABORATORY  TESTS  OF  THE 
VIVISECTOR'S  EMOTIONS 

Take  the  hackneyed  case  of  the  Italian 
who  tortured  mice,  ostensibly  to  find  out 
about  the  effects  of  pain  rather  less  than 
the  nearest  dentist  could  have  told  him, 
and  who  boasted  of  the  ecstatic  sensations 
(he  actually  used  the  word  love)  with 
which  he  carried  out  his  experiments.  Or 
the  gentleman  who_starved  sixty  dogs  to 
^death  to  .establish  the  fact  that  a  dog  de- 
prived of  food  gets  progressively  lighter 


and  weaker,  becoming  remarkably  ema- 
ciated, and  finally  dying:  an  undoubted 
truth,  but  ascertainable  without  labora- 
tory experiments  by  a  simple  inquiiy 
addressed  to  the  nearest  policeman,  or, 
failing  him,  to  any  sane  person  in  Europe. 
The  Italian  is  diagnosed  as  a  cruel  volup- 
tuary: the  dog-starver  is  passed  over  as 
such  a  hopeless  fool  that  it  is  impossible 
to  take  any  interest  in  him.  Why  not  test 
the  diagnosis  scientifically?  Why  not  per- 
form a  careful  series  of  experiments  on 
persons  under  the  influence  of  voluptuous 
ecstasy,  so  as  to  ascertain  its  physiological 
symptoms?  Then  perform  a  second  series 
on  persons  engaged  in  mathematical 
work  or  machine  designing,  so  as  to  as- 
certain the  symptoms  of  cold  scientific 
activity?  Then  note  the  symptoms  of  a 
vivisector  performing  a  cruel  experiment; 
and  compare  them  with  the  voluptuary 
symptoms  and  the  mathematical  symp- 
toms? Such  experiments  would  be  quite 
as  interesting  and  important  as  any  yet 
undertaken  by  the  vivisectors.  They 
might  open  a  line  of  investigation  which 
would  finally  make,  for  instance,  the  as- 
certainment of  the  guilt  or  innocence  of 
an  accused  person  a  much  exacter  process 
than  the  very  fallible  methods  of  our 
criminal  courts.  But  instead  of  proposing 
such  an  investigation,  our  vivisectors 
offer  us  all  the  pious  protestations  and  all 
the  huffy  recriminations  that  any  com- 
mon unscientific  mortal  offers  when  he  is 
accused  of  unworthy  conduct. 

ROUTINE 

Yet  most  vivisectors  would  probably 
come  triumphant  out  of  such  a  series  of 
experiments,  because  vivisection  is  now  a 
routine,  like  butchering  or  hanging  or 
flogging;  and  many  of  the  men  who 
practise  it  do  so  only  because  it  has  been 
established  as  part  of  the  profession  they 
have  adopted.  Far  froi^  en|oyingjt?  they 
have  simply  overcomeTtHeir  natural  re- 
pugnance and  become  indifferent  to  it,  as 
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men  inevitably  become  indifferent  to  any- 
thing they  do  often  enough.  It  is  this 
dangerous  power  of  custom  that  makes  it 
so  difficult  to  convince  the  common  sense 
of  mankind  that  any  established  com- 
mercial or  professional  practice  has  its 
root  in  passion.  Let  a  routine  once  spring 
from  passion,  and  you  will  presently  find 
thousands  of  routineersr  following  it 
passionlessly  for  a  livelihood.  Thus  it 
always  seems  strained  to  speak  of  the 
religious  convictions  of  a  clergyman, 
because  nine  out  of  ten  clgrgym^n  haw> 
no^religiousconyictions!  jhey  are  or- 
dmary  officials  carrying  on  a  routine 
of  baptizing,  marrying,  and  churching; 
praying,  reciting,  and  preaching;  and,  like 
solicitors  or  doctors,  getting  away  from 
their  duties  with  relief  to  hunt,  to  garden, 
to  keep  bees,  to  go  into  society,  and  the 
like.  In  the  same  way  many  people  do 
cruel  and  vile  things  without  being  in  the 
least  cruel  or  vile,  because  the  routine  to 
which  they  have  been  brought  up  is 
superstitiously  cruel  and  vile.  To  say  that 
every  man  who  beats  his  children  and 
every  schoolmaster  who  flogs  a  pupil  is 
a  conscious  debauchee  is  absurd:  thou- 
sands of  dull,  conscientious  people  beat 
their  children  conscientiously,  because 
they  were  beaten  themselves  and  think 
children  ought  to  be  beaten.  The  ill- 
tempered  vulgarity  that  instinctively 
strikes  at  and  hurts  a  thing  that  annoys  it 
(and  all  children  are  annoying),  and  the 
simple  stupidity  that  requires  from  a  child 
perfection  beyond  the  reach  of  the  wisest 
and  best  adults  (perfect  truthfulness 
coupled  with  perfect  obedience  is  quite  a 
common  condition  of  leaving  a  child  un- 
whipped),  produce  a  good  deal  of  flagella- 
tion among  people  who  not  only  do  not 
lust  after  it,  but  who  hit  the  harder  be- 
cause they  are  angry  at  having  to  perform 
an  uncomfortable  duty.  These  people  will 
beat  merely  to  assert  their  authority,  or 
to  carry  out  what  they  conceive  to  be  a 
divine  order  on  the  strength  of  the  pre- 


cept  of  Solomon  recorded  in  the  Bible, 
which  carefully  adds  that  Solomon  com- 
pletely spoilt  his  own  son  and  turned 
away  from  the  god  of  his  fathers  to  the 
sensuous  idolatry  in  which  he  ended  his 
days. 

In  the  same  way  we  find  men  and 
women  practising  vivisection  as  sense- 
lessly as  a  humane  butcher,  who  adores 
his  fox  terrier,  will  cut  a  calf's  throat  and 
hang  it  up  by  its  heels  to  bleed  slowly  to 
death  because  it  is  the  custom  to  eat  veal 
and  insist  on  its  being  white;  or  as  a  Ger- 
man purveyor  nails  a  goose  to  a  board 
and  stuffs  it  with  food  because  fashionable 
people  eatpdtt  defoiegras;  or  as  the  crew 
of  a  whaler  breaks  in  on  a  colony  of  seals 
and  clubs  them  to  death  in  wholesale 
massacre  because  ladies  want  sealskin 
jackets;  or  as  fanciers  blind  singing  birds 
with  hot  needles,  and  mutilate  the  ears 
and  tails  of  dogs  and  horses.  Let  cruelty 
or  kindness  or  anything  else  once  become 
customary  and  it  will  be  practised  by 
people  to  whom  it  is  not  at  all  natural, 
but  whose  rule  of  life  is  simply  to  do 
only  what  everybody  else  does,  and  who 
would  lose  their  employment  and  starve 
if  they  indulged  in  any  peculiarity.  A 
respectable  man  will  lie  daily,  in  speech 
and  in  print,  about  the  qualities  of  the 
article  he  lives  by  selling,  because  it  is 
customary  to  do  so.  He  will  flog  his  boy 
for  telling  a  lie,  because  it  is  customary  to 
do  so.  He  will  also  flog  him  for  not  telling 
a  lie  if  the  boy  tells  inconvenient  or  dis- 
respectful truths,  because  it  is  customary 
to  do  so.  He  will  give  the  same  boy  a 
present  on  his  birthday,  and  buy  him  a 
spade  and  bucket  at  the  seaside,  because 
it  is  customary  to  do  so,  being  all  the 
time  neither  particularly  mendacious,  nor 
particularly  cruel,  nor  particularly  gener- 
ous, but  simply  incapable  of  ethical  judg- 
ment or  independent  action. 

Just  so  do  we  find  a  crowd  of  petty 
vivisectionists  daily  committing  atrocities 
and  stupidities,  because  it  is  the  custom  to 
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do  so.  Vivisection  is  customary  as  part 
of  the  routine  of  preparing  lectures  in 
medical  schools.  For  instance,  there  are 
two  ways  of  making  the  action  of  the 
heart  visible  to  students.  One,  a  barbar- 
ous, ignorant,  and  thoughtless  way,  is 
to  stick  little  flags  into  a  rabbit's  heart 
and  let  the  students  see  the  flags  jump. 
The  other,  an  elegant,  ingenious,  well- 
informed,  and  instructive  way,  is  to  put  a 
sphygmograph  on  the  student's  wrist  and 
let  him  see  a  record  of  his  heart's  action 
traced  by  a  needle  on  a  slip  of  smoked 
paper.  But  it  has  become  the  custom  for 
lecturers  to  teach  from  the  rabbit;  and  the 
lecturers  are  not  original  enough  to  get 
out  of  their  groove.  Then  there  are  the 
demonstrations  which  are  made  by  cutting 
up  frogs  with  scissors.  The  most  humane 
man,  however  repugnant  the  operation 
may  be  to  him  at  first,  cannot  do  it  at 
lecture  after  lecture  for  months  without 
finally — and  that  very  soon — feeling  no 
more  for  the  frog  than  if  he  were  cutting 
up  pieces  of  paper.  Such  clumsy  and  lazy 
ways  of  teaching  are  based  on  the  cheap- 
ness of  frogs  and  rabbits.  If  machines 
were  as  cheap  as  frogs,  engineers  would 
not  only  be  taught  the  anatomy  of  ma- 
chines and  the  functions  of  their  parts: 
they  would  also  have  machines  misused 
and  wrecked  before  them  so  that  they 
mightlearn  as  much  as  posjuble^jqu^jng 
their  eyes^and_asLJittje^  as  possible  by 
JsmeftKS^  Thus 

wenaveTaspart  of  the  routine  of  teach- 
ing, a  routine  of  vivisection  which  soon 
produces  complete  indifference  to  it  on 
the  part  even  of  those  who  are  naturally 
humane.  If  they  pass  on  from  the  routine 
of  lecture  preparation,  not  into  general 
practice,  but  into  research  work,  they 
carry  this  acquired  indifference  with  them 
into  the  laboratory,  where  any  atrocity 
is  possible,  because  all  atrocities  satisfy 
curiosity.  The  routine  man  is  in  the 
majority  in  his  profession  always:  con- 
sequently the  moment  his  practice  is 


tracked  down  to  its  source  in  human 
passion  there  is  a  great  and  quite  sincere 
poohpoohing  from  himself,  from  the 
mass  of  the  profession,  and  from  the 
mass  of  the  public,  which  sees  that  the 
average  docto£_is^  much  too  commcfri- 
placeLan d  deccnFaTpcrson  to  be  capable  of 
passionate  wickedness  of  any  kind. 

Here,  then,  we  have  in  vivisection,  as 
in  all  the  other  tolerated  and  instituted 
cruelties,  this  anti-climax:  that  only  a 
negligible  percentage  of  those  who  prac- 
tise and  consequently  defend  it  get  any 
satisfaction  out  of  it.  As  in  Mr  Gals- 
worthy's play  Justice  the  useless  and  de- 
testable torture  of  solitary  imprisonment 
is  shewn  at  its  worst  without  the  intro- 
duction of  a  single  cruel  person  into  the 
drama,  so  it  would  be  possible  to  repre- 
sent all  the  torments  of  vivisection  drama- 
tically without  introducing  a  single  vivi- 
sector  who  had  not  felt  sick  at  his  first 
experience  in  the  laboratory.  Not  that 
this  can  exonerate  any  vivisector  from 
suspicion  of  enjoying  his  work  (or  her 
work:  a  good  deal  of  the  vivisection/in 
medical  schools  is  done  by  women).  In 
every  autobiography  which  records  a  real 
experience  of  school  or  prison  life,  we 
find  that  here  and  there  among  the 
routineer^thereisto  be  found  the  genuine 
amateur,  the  orgiastic  flogging  school- 
master or  the  nagging  warder,  who  has 
sought  out  a  cruel  profession  for  the  sake 
of  its  cruelty.  But  it  is  the  genuine  rout- 
ineer who  is  the  bulwark'of  the  practice, 
because,  though  you  can  excite  public 
fury  against  a  Sade,  a  Bluebeard,  or  a 
Nero,  you  cannot  rouse  any  feeling 
against  dull  Mr  Smith  doing  his  duty; 
that  is,  doing  the  usual  thing.  He  is  so 
obviously  no  better  and  no  worse  than 
anyone  else  that  it  is  difficult  to  conceive 
that  the  things  he  does  are  abominable.  If 
you  would  see  public  dislike  surging  up 
in  a  moment  against  an  individual,  you 
must  watch  one  who  does  something  un- 
ysual,  no  matter  how  sensible  it  may  be. 
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The  name  of  Jonas  Hanway  lives  as  that 
of  a  brave  man  because  he  was  the  first 
who  dared  to  appear  in  the  streets  of  this 
rainy  island  with  an  umbrella. 

THE   OLD   LINE  BETWEEN  MAN 
AND   BEAST 

But  there  is  still  a  distinction  to  be 
clung  to  by  those  who  dare  not  tell  them- 
selves the  truth  about  the  medical  pro- 
fession because  they  are  so  helplessly 
dependent  on  it  when  death  threatens  the 
household.  That  distinction  is  the  line 
that  separates  the  brute  from  the  man  in 
the  old  classification.  Granted,  they  will 
plead,  that  we  are  all  cruel;  yet  the  tame 
stag  hunter  does  not  hunt  men;  and  the 
sportsman  who  lets  a  leash  of  greyhounds 
loose  on  a  hare  would  be  horrified  at  the 
thought  of  letting  them  loose  on  a  human 
child.  The  lady  who  gets  her  cloak  by 
flaying  a  sable  does  not  flay  a  negro;  nor 
does  it  ever  occur  to  her  that  her  veal 
cutlet  might  be  improved  on  by  a  slice  of 
tender  baby. 

Now  there  was  a  time  when  some  trust 
could  be  placed  in  this  distinction.  The 
Roman  Catholic  Church  still  maintains, 
with  what  it  must  permit  me  to  call  a 
stupid  obstinacy,  and  in  spite  of  St 
Francis  and  St  Anthony,  that  animals 
have  no  souls  and  no  rights;  so  that  you 
cannot  sin  against  an  animal,  or  against 
God  by  anything  you  may  choose  to  do 
to  an  animal.  Resisting  the  temptation  to 
enter  on  an  argument  as  to  whether  you 
may  not  sin  against  your  own  soul  if  you 
are  unjust  or  cruel  to  the  least  of  those 
whom  St  Francis  called  his  little  brothers. 
I  have  only  to  point  out  here  that  nothing 
could  be  more  despicably  superstitious  in 
the  opinion  of  a  vivisector  than  the  notion 
that  science  recognizes  any  such  step  in 
evolution  as  the  step  from  a  physical  or- 
ganism to  an  immortal  soul.  That  con- 
ceit has  been  taken  out  of  all  our  men  of 
science,  and  out  of  all  our  doctors,  by  the 
evolutionists;  and  when  it  is  considered 


how  completely  obsessed  biological  sci- 
ence has  become  in  our  days,  not  by  the 
full  scope  of  evolution,  but  by  that  par- 
ticular method  of  it  which  has  neither 
sense  nor  purpose  nor  life  nor  anything 
human,  much  less  godlike,  in  it:  by  the 
method  that  is,  of  so-called  Natural  Se- 
lection (meaning  no  selection  at  all,  but 
mere  dead  accident  and  luck),  the  folly  of 
trusting  to  vivisectors  to  hold  the  human 
animal  any  more  sacred  than  the  other 
animals  becomes  so  clear  that  it  would  be 
waste  of  time  to  insist  further  on  it.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  the  man  who  once  concedes 
to  the  vivisector  the  right  to  put  a  dog 
outside  the  laws  of  honor  and  fellowship, 
concedes  to  him  also  the  right  to  put  him- 
self outside  them;  for  he  is  nothing  to  the 
vivisector  but  a  more  highly  developed, 
and  consequently  more  interesting-to- 
experiment-on  vertebrate  than  the  dog. 

VIVISECTING  THE  HUMAN  SUBJECT 

I  have  in  my  hand  a  printed  and  pub- 
lished account  by  a  doctor  of  how  he 
tested  his  remedy  for  pulmonary  tuber- 
culosis, which  was,  to  inject  a  powerful 
germicideAlirectly  into  the  circulation  by 
stabbing  a  vein  with  a  syringe.  He  was 
one  of  those  doctors  who  are  able  to 
command  public  sympathy  by  saying, 
quite  truly,  that  when  they  discovered 
that  the  proposed  treatment  was  danger- 
ous, they  experimented  thenceforth  on 
themselves.  In  this  case  the  doctor  was 
devoted  enough  to  carry  his  experiments 
to  the  point  of  running  serious  risks,  and 
actually  making  himself  very  uncomfort- 
able. But  he  did  not  begin  with,  himself. 
His  first  experiment  was  on  two  hospital 
patients.  On  receiving  a  message  from 
the  hospital  to  the  effect  that  these  two 
martyrs  to  therapeutic  science  had  all  but 
expired  in  convulsions/  he  experimented 
on  a  rabbit,  which  instantly  dropped  dead. 
It  was  then,  and  not  until  then,  that  he 
began  to  experiment  on  himself,  with  the 
germicide  modified  in  the  direction  indi- 
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cated  by  the  experiments  made  on  the  two 
patients  and  the  rabbit.  As  a  good  many 
people  countenance  vivisection  because 
they  fear  that  if  the  experiments  are  not 
made  on  rabbits  they  will  be  made  on 
themselves,  it  is  worth  noting  that  in  this 
case,  where  both  rabbits  and  men  were 
equally  available,  the  men,  being  of 
course  enormously  more  instructive  and 
costing  nothing,  were  experimented  on 
first.  Once  grant  the  ethics  of  the  vivi- 
sectionists  and  you  not  only  sanction  the 
lexperiment  on  the  human  subject,  but 
make  it  the  first  duty  of  the  vivisector.  If 
a  guinea  pig  may  be  sacrificed  for  the  sake 
of  the  very  little  that  can  be  learnt  from 
it,  shall  not  a  man  be  sacrificed  for  the 
sake  of  the  great  deal  that  can  be  learnt 
from  him?  At  all  events,  he  is  sacrificed, 
as  this  typical  case  shows.  I  may  add  (not 
that  it  touches  the  argument)  that  the 
doctor,  the  patients,  and  the  rabbit  all 
suffered  in  vain,  as  far  as  the  hoped-for 
rescue  of  the  race  from  pulmonary  con- 
sumption is  concerned. 

"THE  LIE  is  A  EUROPEAN  POWER" 

Now  at  the  very  time  when  the  lec- 
tures describing  these  experiments  were 
being  circulated  in  print  and  discussed 
eagerly  by  the  medical  profession,  the 
Customary  denials  that  patients  are  experi- 
mented on  were  as  loud,  as  indignant,  as 
highminded  as  ever,  in  spite  of  the  few 
intelligent  doctors  who  point  out  rightly 
that  all  treatments  are  experiments  on  the 
patient.  And  this  brings  us  to  an  obvious 
but  mostly  overlooked  weakness  in  the 
vivisector's  position:  that  is,  his  inevit- 
able forfeiture  of  all  claim  to  have  his 
yvord  believed.  It  is  hardly  to  be  expected 
that  a  man  who  does  not  hesitate  to  vivi- 
sect for  the  sake  of  science  will  hesitate  to 
lie  about  it  afterwards  to  protect  it  from 
what  he  deems  the  ignorant  sentiment- 
ality of  the  laity.  When  the  public  con- 
science stirs  uneasily  and  threatens  sup- 
pression, there  is  never  wanting  some 


doctor  of  eminent  position  and  high 
character  who  will  sacrifice  himself  de- 
votedly to  the  cause  of  science  by  coming 
forward  to  assure  the  public  on  his  honor 
that  all  experiments  on  animals  are  com- 
pletely painless;  although  he  must  know 
that  the  very  experiments  which  first  pro- 
voked the  anti- vivisection  movement  by 
their  atrocity  were  experiments  to  ascer- 
tain the  physiological  effects  of  the  sen- 
sation of  extreme  pain  (the  much  more 
interesting  physiology  of  pleasure  re- 
mains uninvestigated)  and  that  all  experi- 
ments in  which  sensation  is  a  factor  are 
voided  by  its  suppression.  Besides,  vivi- 
section may  be  painless  in  cases  where 
the  experiments  are  very  cruel.  If  a  person 
scratches  me  with  a  poisoned  dagger  so 
gently  that  I  do  not  feel  the  scratch,  he 
has  achieved  a  painless  vivisection;  but  if 
I  presently  die  in  torment  I  am  not  likely 
to  consider  that  his  humanity  is  amply 
vindicated  by  his  gentleness.  A  cobra's 
bite  hurts  so  little  that  the  creature  is 
almost,  legally  speaking,  a  vivisector  who 
inflicts  no  pain.  By  giving  his  victims 
chloroform  before  biting  them  he  could 
comply  with  the  law  completely. 

Here,  then,  is  a  pretty  deadlock.  Public 
support  of  vivisection  is  founded  almost 
wholly  on  the  assurances  of  the  vivisectors 
that  great  public  benefits  may  be  expected 
from  the  practice.  Not  for  a  moment  do  I 
suggest  that  such  a  defence  would  be  valid 
even  if  proved.  But  when  the  witnesses 
begin  by  alleging  that  in  the  cause  of 
science  all  the  customary  ethical  obliga- 
tions (which  include  the  obligation  to  tell 
the  truth)  are  suspended,  what  weight  can 
any  reasonable  person  give  to  their  testi- 
mony? I  would  rather  swear  fifty  lies  than 
take  an  animal  which  had  licked  my  hand 
in  good  fellowship  and  torture  it.  If  I  did 
torture  the  dog,  I  should  certainly  not 
have  the  face  to  turn  round  and  ask  how 
any  person  dare  suspect  an  honorable 
man  like  myself  of  telling  lies.  Most  sens- 
ible and  humane  people  would,  I  hope, 
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reply  flatly  that  honorable  men  do  not 
behave  dishonorably  even  to  dogs.  The 
murderer  who,  when  asked  by  the  chap- 
lain whether  he  had  any  other  crimes 
to  confess,  replied  indignantly,  "What 
do  you  take  me  for?"  reminds  us  very 
strongly  of  the  vivisectors  who  are  so 
deeply  hurt  when  their  evidence  is  set 
aside  as  worthless. 

AN  ARGUMENT  WHICH  WOULD  DEFEND 
ANY  CRIME 

The  Achilles  heel  of  vivisection,  how- 
ever, is  not  to  be  found  in  the  pain  it 
:auses,  but  in  the  line  of  argument  by 
which  it  is  justified.  The  medical  code 
regarding  it  is  simply  criminal  anarchism 
at  its  very  worst.  Indeed,  no  criminal  has 
yet  had  the  impudence  to  argue  as  every 
vivisector  argues.  No  burglar  contends 
that  as  it  is  admittedly  important  to  have 
money  to  spend,  and  as  the  object  of 
burglary  is  to  provide  the  burglar  with 
money  to  spend,  and  as  in  many  instances 
it  has  achieved  this  object,  therefore  the 
burglar  is  a  public  benefactor  and  the 
police  are  ignorant  sentimentalists.  No 
highway  robber  has  yet  harrowed  us  with 
denunciations  of  the  puling  moralist  who 
allows  his  child  to  suffer  all  the  evils  of 
poverty  because  certain  faddists  think  it 
dishonest  to  garotte  an  alderman.  Thieves 
and  assassins  understand  quite  well  that 
there  are  paths  of  acquisition,  even  of  the 
best  things,  that  are  barred  to  all  men  of 
honor.  Again,  has  the  silliest  burglar  ever 
pretended  that  to  put  a  stop  to  burglary  is 
to  put  a  stop  to  industry?  All  the  vivisec- 
tions that  have  been  performed  since  the 
world  began  have  produced  nothing  so 
important  as  the  innocent  and  honorable 
discovery  of  radiography;  and  one  of  the 
reasons  why  radiography  was  not  dis- 
covered sooner  was  that  the  men  whose 
business  it  was  to  discover  new  clinical 
methods  were  coarsening  and  stupefying 
themselves  with  the  sensual  villainies  and 
cutthroat's  casuistries  of  vivisection.  The 


law  of  the  conservation  of  energy  holds 
good  in  physiology  as  in  other  things: 
every  vivisector  is  a  deserter  from  the 
army  of  honorable  investigators.  But  the 
vivisector  does  not  see  this.  He  not  only 
calls  his  methods  scientific:  he  contends 
that  there  are  no  other  scientific  methods. 
When  you  express  your  natural  loathing 
for  his  cruelty  and  your  natural  contempt 
for  his  stupidity,  he  imagines  that  you 
are  attacking  science.  Yet  he  has  no  ink- 
ling of  the  method  and  temper  of  science. 
The  point  at  issue  being  plainly  whether 
he  is  a  rascal  or  not,  he  not  only  insists 
that  the  real  point  is  whether  some  hoi- 
headed  anti-vivisectionist  is  a  liar  (which 
he  proves  by  ridiculously  unscientific  as- 
sumptions as  to  the  degree  of  accuracy 
attainable  in  human  statement),  but  never 
dreams  of  offering  any  scientific  evidence 
by  his  own  methods. 

There  are  many  pathsto  knowledf 
already  discovered;  and~no  enlightened 
man  doubts  that  there  are  many  more 
waiting  to  be  discovered.  Indeed,  all 
paths  lead  to  knowledge;  because  even 
the  vilest  and  stupidest  action  teaches  us 
something  about  vileness  and  stupidity, 
and  may  accidentally  teach  us  a  good  deal 
more:  for  instance,  a  cutthroat  learns  (and 
perhaps  teaches)  the  anatomy  of  the  caro- 
tid artery  and  jugular  vein;  and  there  can 
be  no  question  that  the  burning  of  St  Joan 
of  Arc  must  have  been  a  most  instructive 
and  interesting  experiment  to  a  good  ob- 
server, and  could  have  been  made  more 
so  if  it  had  been  carried  out  by  skilled 
physiologists  under  laboratory  condi- 
tions. The  earthquake  in  San  Francisco 
proved  invaluable  as  an  experiment  in  the 
stability  of  gtant  steel  buildings;  and  the 
ramming  of  the  Victoria  by  the  Camper- 
down  settled  doubtful  points  of  the  great- 
est importance  in  naval  warfare.  Accord- 
ing to  vivisectionist  logic  our  builders 
would  be  justified  in  producing  artificial 
earthquakes  with  dynamite,  and  our  ad- 
mirals in  contriving  catastrophes  at  naval 
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manoeuvres,  in  order  to  follow  up  the  line 
of  research  thus  accidentally  discovered. 
The  truth  is,  if  the  acquisition  of  know- 
ledge justifies  every  sort  of  conduct,  it 
justifies  any  sort  of  conduct,  from  the 
illumination  of  Nero's  feasts  by  burning 
human  beings  alive  (another  interesting 
experiment)  to  the  simplest  act  of  kind- 
ness. And  in  the  light  of  that  truth  it  is 
clear  that  the  exemption  of  the  pursuit  of 
knowledge  from  the  laws  of  honor  is  the 
most  hideous  conceivable  enlargement  of 
anarchy;  worse,  by  far,  than  an  exemp- 
tion of  the  pursuit  of  money  or  political 
power,  since  these  can  hardly  be  attained 
without  some  regard  for  at  least  the  ap- 
pearances of  human  welfare,  whereas  a 
curious  devil  might  destroy  the  whole 
race  in  torment,  acquiring  knowledge  all 
the  time  from  his  highly  interesting  ex- 
periment. There  is  more  danger  in  one 
respectable  scientist  countenancing  such 
a  monstrous  claim  than  in  fifty  assassins 
or  dynamitards.  The  man  who  makes  it 
is  ethically  imbecile;  and  whoever  im- 
agines that  it  is  a  scientific  claim  has  not 
the  faintest  conception  of  what  science 
means.  The  paths  to  knowledge  are 
countless.  One  of  these  paths  is  a  path 
through  darkness,  secrecy,  and  cruelty. 
When  a  man  deliberately  turns  from  all 
other  paths  and  goes  down  that  one,  it  is 
scientific  to  infer  that  what  attracts  him 
is  not  knowledge,  since  there  are  other 
paths  to  that,  but  cruelty.  With  so  strong 
and  scientific  a  case  against  him,  it  is 
childish  for  him  to  stand  on  his  honor  and 
reputation  and  high  character  and  the 
credit  of  a  noble  profession  and  so  forth: 
he  must  clear  himself  either  by  reason  or 
by  experiment,  unless  he  boldly  contends 
that  evolution  has  retained  a  passion  ot 
cruelty  in  man  just  because  it  is  indispens- 
able to  the  fulness  of  his  knowledge. 

THOU  ART  THE  MAN 

I  shall  not  be  at  all  surprised  if  what  I 
have  written  above  has  induced  in  sym- 


pathetic readers  a  transport  of  virtuous 
indignation  at  the  expense  of  the  medical 
profession.  I  shall  not  damp  so  creditable 
and  salutary  a  sentiment;  but  I  must  point 
out  that  the  guilt  is  shared  by  all  of  us. 
It  is  not  in  his  capacity  of  healer  and 
man  of  science  that  the  doctor  vivisects 
or  defends  vivisection,  but  in  his  en- 
tirely vulgar  lay  capacity.  He  is  made  of 
the  same  clay  as  the  ignorant,  shallow, 
credulous,  half-miseducated,  pecuniarily 
anxious  people  who  call  him  in  when  they 
have  tried  in  vain  every  bottle  and  every 
pill  the  advertizing  druggist  can  persuade 
them  to  buy.  The  real  remedy  for  vivi- 
section is  the  remedy  for  all  the  mischief 
that  the  medical  profession  and  all  the 
other  professions  are  doing:  namely,  more 
knowledge.The  juries  which  send  the  poor 
Peculiars  to  prison,  and  give  vivisection- 
ists  heavy  damages  against  humane  per- 
sons who  accuse  them  of  cruelty;  the 
editors  and  councillors  and  student-led 
mobs  who  are  striving  to  make  Vivisec- 
tion one  of  the  watch  words  tef  our  civil- 
ization, are  not  doctors;  they  are  the 
British  public,  all  so  afraid  to  die  that  they 
will  cling  frantically  to  any  idol  which 
promises  to  cure  all  their  diseases,  and 
crucify  anyone  who  tells  them  that  they 
must  not  only  diejyhenjheir  time  comes, 
but  die  like  gentlemen.  In  their  paroxysms 
of  cowardice  and  selfishness  they  force 
the  doctors  to  humor  their  folly  and 
ignorance.  How  complete  and  incon- 
siderate their  ignorance  is  can  only  be 
realized  by  those  who  have  some  know- 
ledge of  vital  statistics,  and  of  the  illu- 
sions which  beset  Public  Health  legis- 
lation. 

WHAT  THE  PUBLIC  WANTS  AND  WILk 
NOT   GET 

The  demands  of  this  poor  public  are 
not  reasonable,  but  they  are  quite  simple. 
It  dreads  disease  and  desires  to  be  pro- 
tected against  it.  But  it  is  poor  and  wants 
to  be  protected  cheaply.  Scientific  meas- 
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tires  are  too  hard  to  understand,  too 
costly,  too  clearly  tending  towards  a  rise 
in  the  rates  and  more  public  interference 
with  the  insanitary,  because  insufficiently 
financed,  private  house.  What  the  public 
wants,  therefore,  is  a  cheap  magic  charm 
to  prevent,  and  a  cheap  pill  or  potion  to 
cure  all  disease.  If  forces  all  such  cEarms 
on  the  doctors. 

THE  VACCINATION  CRAZE 

Thus  it  was  really  the  public  and  not 
the  medical  profession  that  took  up  vac- 
cination with  irresistible  faith,  sweeping 
the  invention  out  of  Jenner's  hands  and 
establishing  it  in  a  form  which  he  himself 
repudiated.  Jenner  was  not  a  man  of 
science;  but  he  was  not  a  fool;  and  when 
he  found  that  people  who  had  suffered 
from  cowpox  either  by  contagion'in  the 
milking  shed  or  by  vaccination,  were  not, 
as  he  had  supposed,  immune  from  small- 
pox, he  ascribed  the  cases  of  immunity 
which  had  formerly  misled  him  to  a 
disease  of  the  horse,  which,  perhaps  be- 
cause we  do  not  drink  its  milk  and  eat  its 
flesh,  is  kept  at  a  greater  distance  in  our 
imagination  than  our  foster  mother  the 
cow.  At  all  events,  the  public,  which  had 
been  boundlessly  credulous  about  the 
cow,  would  not  have  the  horse  on  any 
terms;  and  to  this  day  the  law  which  pre- 
scribes Jennerian  vaccination  is  carried 
out  with  an  anti-Jennerian  inoculation 
because  the  public  would  have  it  so  in 
spite  of  Jenner.  All  the  grossest  lies  and 
superstitions  which  have  disgraced  the 
vaccination  craze  were  taught  to  the 
doctors  by  the  public.  It  was  not  the 
doctors  who  first  began  to  declare  that 
all  our  old  men  remember  the  time  when 
almost  every  face  they  saw  in  the  street 
was  horribly  jgitted_jwith_smallpox,  and 
that  all  this  disfiguremenvTias~vanished 
since  the  introduction  of  vaccination. 
Jenner  himself  alluded  to  this  imaginary 
phenomenon  before  the  introduction  of 
vaccination,  and  attributed  it  to  the  older 


practice  of  smallpox  inoculation,  by 
which  Voltaire,  Catherine  II,  and  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu  so  confidently 
expected  to  see  the  disease  made  harm- 
less. It  was  not  Jenner  who  set  people  de- 
claring that  smallpox,  if  not  abolished  by 
vaccination,  had  at  least  been  made  much 
milder:  on  the  contrary,  he  recorded  a 
pre-vaccination  epidemic  in  which  none 
of  the  persons  attacked  went  to  bed  or 
considered  themselves  as  seriously  ill. 
Neither  Jenner,  nor  any  other  doctor 
ever,  as  far  as  I  know,  inculcated  the 
popular  notion  that  everybody  got  small- 
pox as  a  matter  of  course  before  vaccina- 
tion was  invented.  That  doctors  get  in- 
fected with  these  delusions^  and  are  in 
their  unprofessional  capacity  as  members 
of  the  public  subject  to  them  like  other 
men,  is  true;  but  if  we  had  to  decide 
whether  vaccination  was  first  forced  on  the 
public  by  the  doctors  or  olTthe^  doctors 
by  the  public,  we  should  have  to  decide 
against  the  public. 

STATISTICAL   ILLUSIONS 

Public  ignorance  of  the  laws  of  evi- 
dence and  of  statistics  can  hardly  be  exag- 
gerated. There  may  be  a  doctor  here  and 
there  who  in  dealing  with  the  statistics  of 
disease  has  taken  at  least  the  first  step 
towards  sanity  by  grasping  the  fact  that 
as  an  attack  of  even  the  commonest 
disease  is  an  exceptional  event,  apparently 
overwhelmingly  statistical  evidence  in 
favor  of  any  prophylactic  can  be  produced 
by  persuading  the  public  that  everybody 
caught  the  disease  formerly.  Thus  if  a 
disease  is  one  which  normally  attacks 
fifteen  per  cent  of  the  population,  and  if 
the  effect  of  a  prophylactic  is  actually  to 
increase  the  proportion  to  twenty  per 
cent,  the  publication  of  this  figure  of 
twenty  per  cent  will  convince  the  public 
that  the  prophylactic  has  reduced  the  per- 
centage by  eighty  per  cent  instead  of  in- 
creasing it  by  five,  because  the  public,  left 
to  itself  and  to  the  old  gentlemen  who  are 
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always  ready  to  remember,  on  every  pos- 
sible subject,  that  things  used  to  be  much 
worse  than  they  are  now  (such  old  gentle- 
men greatly  outnumber  the  laudatores 
temporis  acti),  will  assume  that  the  former 
percentage  was  about  100.  The  vogue  of 
the  Pasteur  treatment  of  hydrophobia, 
for  instance,  was  due  to  the  assumption 
by  the  public  that  every  person  bitten  by 
a  rabid  dog  necessarily  got  hydrophobia. 
I  myself  heard  hydrophobia  discussed 
in  my  youth  by  doctors  in  Dublin  before 
a  Pasteur  Institute  existed,  the  subject 
having  been  brought  forward  there  by 
the  scepticism  of  an  eminent  surgeon  as 
to  whether  hydrophobia  is  really  a  specific 
disease  or  only  ordinary  tetanus  induced 
(as  tetanus  was  then  supposed  to  be  in- 
duced) by  a  lacerated  wound.  There  were 
no  statistics  available  as  to  the  proportion 
of  dog  bites  that  ended  in  hydrophobia; 
but  nobody  ever  guessed  that  the  cases 
could  be  more  than  two  or  three  per  cent 
of  the  bites.  On  me,  therefore,  the  results 
published  by  the  Pasteur  Institute  pro- 
duced no  such  effect  as  they  did  on  the 
ordinary  man  who  thinks  tiiat  the  bite  of 
a  mad  dog  means  certain  hydrophobia. 
It  seemed  to  me  that  the  proportion  of 
deaths  among  the  cases  treated  at  the 
Institute  was  rather  higher,  if  anything, 
than  might  have  been  expected  had  there 
been  no  Institute  in  existence.  But  to 
the  public  every  Pasteur  patient  who  did 
not  die  was  miraculously  saved  from  an 
agonizing  death  by  the  beneficent  white 
magic  of  that  most  trusty  of  all  wizards,' 
the  man  of  science. 

Even  trained  statisticians  often  fail  to 
appreciate  the  extent  to  which  statistics 
are  vitiated  by  the  unrecorded  assump- 
tions of  their  interpreters.  Their  attention 
is  too  much  occupied  with  the  cruder 
tricks  of  those  who  make  a  corrupt  use  of 
statistics  for  advertizing  purposes.  There 
is,  for  example,  the  percentage  dodge.  In 
some  hamlet,  barely  large  enough  to  have 
a  name,  two  people  are  attacked  during  a 


smallpox  epidemic.  One  dies:  the  other 
recovers.  One  has  vaccination  marks:  the 
other  has  none.  Immediately  the  vaccin- 
ists  or  the  anti-vaccinists  publish  the 
triumphant  news  that  at  such  and  such  a 
place  not  a  single  vaccinated  person  died 
of  smallpox  whilst  100  per  cent  of  the  un- 
vaccinated  perished  miserably;  or,  as  the 
case  may  be,  that  100  per  cent  of  the  un- 
vaccinated  recovered  whilst  the  vaccin- 
ated succumbed  to  the  last  man.  Or,  to 
take  another  common  instance,  compari- 
sons which  are  really  comparisons  be- 
tween two  social  classes  with  different 
standards  of  nutrition  and  education  are 
palmed  off  as  comparisons  between  the 
results  of  a  certain  medical  treatment  and 
its  neglect.  Thus  it  is  easy  to  prove  that 
the  wearing  of  tall  hats  and  the  carrying 
of  umbrellas  enlarges  the  chest,  prolongs 
life,  and  confers  comparative  immunity 
from  disease;  for  the  statistics  shew  that 
the  classes  which  use  these  articles  are 
bigger,  healthier,  and  live  longer  than  the 
class  which  never  dreams  of  possessing 
such  things.  It  does  not  take  much  per- 
spicacity to  see  that  what  really  makes 
this  difference  is  not  the  tall  hat  and  the 
umbrella,  but  the  wealth  and  nourish- 
ment of  which  they  are  evidence,  and  that 
a  gold  watch  or  membership  of  a  club  in 
Pall  Mall  might  be  proved  in  the  same 
way  to  have  the  like  sovereign  virtues. 
A  university  degree,  a  daily  bath,  the 
owning  of  thirty  pairs  of  trousers,  a 
knowledge  of  Wagner's  music,  a  pew  in 
church,  anything,  in  short,  that  implies 
more  means  and  better  nurture  than  the 
mass  of  laborers  enjoy,  can  be  statistically 
palmed  off  as  a  magic-spell  conferring  all 
sorts  of  privileges. 

In  the  case  of  a  prophylactic  enforced 
by  law,  this  illusion  is  intensified  grot' 
esquely,  because  only  vagrants  can  evade 
it.  Now  vagrants  have  little  power  of  re- 
sisting any  disease:  their  death-rate  and 
their  case-mortality  rate  is  always  high 
relatively  to  that  of  respectable  folk. 
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Nothing  is  easier,  therefore,  than  to  prove 
that  compliance  with  any  public  regula- 
tion produces  the  most  gratifying  results. 
It  would  be  equally  easy  even  if  the 
regulation  actually  raised  the  death-rate, 
provided  it  did  not  raise  it  sufficiently  to 
make  the  average  householder,  who  can- 
not evade  regulations,  die  as  early  as  the 
average  vagrant  who  can. 

THE  SURPRISES  OF  ATTENTION  AND 
NEGLECT 

There  is  another  statistical  illusion 
which  is  independent  of  class  differences. 
A  common  complaint  of  houseowners 
is  that  the  Public  Health  Authorities 
frequently  compel  them  to  instal  costly 
sanitary  appliances  which  are  condemned 
a  few  years  later  as  dangerous  to  health, 
and  forbidden  under  penalties.  Yet  these 
discarded  mistakes  are  always  made  in 
the  first  instance  on  the  strength  of  a 
demonstration  that  their  introduction  has 
reduced  the  death-rate.  The  explanation 
is  simple.  Suppose  a  law  were  made  that 
every  child  in  the  nation  should  be  com- 
pelled to  drink  a  pint  "of  brandy  per 
month,  but  that  the  brandy  must  be  ad- 
ministered only  when  the  child  was  in 
good  health,  with  its  digestion  and  so 
forth  working  normally,  and  its  teeth 
either  naturally  or  artificially  sound.  Prob- 
ably the  result  would  be  an  immediate 
and  startling  reduction  in  child  mortality, 
leading  to  further  legislation  increasing 
the  quantity  of  brandy  to  a  gallon.  Not 
until  the  brandy  craze  had  been  carried  to 
a  point  at  which  the  direct  harm  done  by 
it  would  outweigh  the  incidental  good, 
would  an  anti-brandy  party  be  listened 
to.  That  incidental  good  would  be  the 
substitution  of  attention  to  the  general 
health  of  children  for  the  neglect  which 
is  now  the  rule  so  long  as  the  child  is 
not  actually  too  sick  to  run  about  and 
play  as  usual.  Even  if  this  attention 
were  confined  to  the  children's  teeth, 
there  would  be  an  improvement  which 


it  would  take  a  good  deal  of  brandy  to 
cancel. 

This  imaginary  case  explains  the  actual 
case  of  the  sanitary  appliances  which  our 
local  sanitary  authorities  prescribe  today 
and  condemn  tomorrow.  No  sanitary 
contrivance  which  the  mind  of  even  the 
very  worst  plumber  can  devize  could  be 
as  disastrous  as  that  total  neglect  for  long 
periods  which  gets  avenged  by  pestilences 
that  sweep  through  whole  continents, 
like  the  black  death  and  the  cholera.  If  it 
were  proposed  at  this  time  of  day  to  dis- 
charge all  the  sewage  of  London  crude 
and  untreated  into  the  Thames,  instead 
of  carrying  it,  after  elaborate  treatment, 
far  out  into  the  North  Sea,  there  would 
be  a  shriek  of  horror  from  all  our  experts. 
Yet  if  Cromwell  had  done  that  instead 
of  doing  nothing,  there  would  probably 
have  been  no  Great  Plague  of  London. 
When  the  Local  Health  Authority  forces 
every  householder  to  have  his  sanitary 
arrangements  thought  about  and  attended 
to  by  somebody  whose  special  business  it 
is  to  attend  to  such  things,  then  it  matters 
not  how  erroneous  or  even  directly  mis- 
chievous may  be  the  specific  measures 
taken:  the  net  result  at  first  is  sure  to  be 
an  improvement.  Not  until  attention  has 
been  effectually  substituted  for  neglect 
as  the  general  rule,  will  the  statistics  be- 
gin to  shew  the  merits  of  the  particular 
methods  of  attention  adopted.  And  as  we 
are  far  from  having  arrived  at  this  stage, 
being  as  to  health  legislation  only  at  the 
beginning  of  things,  we  have  practically 
no  evidence  yet  as  to  the  value  of 
methods.  Simple  and  obvious  as  this  is, 
nobody  seems  as  yet  to  discount  the  effect 
of  substituting  attention  for  neglect  in 
drawing  conclusions  from  health  statis- 
tics. Everything  is  put  to  the  credit  of  the 
particular  method  employed,  although  it 
may  quite  possibly  be  raising  the  death- 
rate  by  five  per  thousand  whilst  the  atten- 
tion incidental  to  it  is  reducing  the  death- 
rate  fifteen  per  thousand.  The  net  gain  of 
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ten  per  thousand  is  credited  to  the  method, 
and  made  the  excuse  for  enforcing  more 
of  it. 

STEALING   CREDIT   FROM  CIVILIZATION 

There  is  yet  another  way  in  which 
specifics  which  have  no  merits  at  all, 
either  direct  or  incidental,  may  be  brought 
into  high  repute  by  statistics.  For  a  cen- 
tury past  civilization  has  been  cleaning 
away  the  conditions  which  favor  bac- 
terial fevers.  Typhus,  once  rife,  has 
vanished:  plague  and  cholera  have  been 
stopped  at  our  frontiers  by  a  sanitary 
blockade.  We  still  have  epidemics  of 
smallpox  and  typhoid;  and  diphtheria 
and  scarlet  fever  are  endemic  in  the  slums. 
Measles,  which  in  my  childhood  was  not 
regarded  as  a  dangerous  disease,  has  now 
become  so  mortal  that  notices  are  posted 
publicly  urging  parents  to  take  it  seri- 
ously. But  even  in  these  cases  the  con- 
trast between  the  death  and  recovery 
rates  in  the  rich  districts  and  in  the  poor 
ones  has  led  to  the  general  conviction 
among  experts  that  bacterial  diseases  are 
preventible;  and  they  already  are  to  a 
large  extent  prevented.  The  dangers  of 
infection  and  the  way  to  avoid  it  are 
better  understood  than  they  used  to  be. 
It  is  barely  twenty  years  since  people  ex- 
posed themselves  recklessly  to  the  infec- 
tion of  consumption  and  pneumonia  in 
the  belief  that  these  diseases  were  not 
"catching."  Nowadays  the  troubles  of 
consumptive  patients  are  greatly  in- 
creased by  the  growing  disposition  to 
treat  them  as  lepers.  No  doubt  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  ignorant  exaggeration  and 
cowardly  refusal  to  face  a  human  and 
necessary  share  of  the  risk.  That  has 
always  been  the  case.  We  now  know  that 
the  medieval  horror  of  leprosy  was  out  of 
all  proportion  to  the  danger  of  infection, 
and  was  accompanied  by  apparent  blind- 
ness to  the  infectiousness  of  smallpox, 
which  has  since  been  worked  up  by  our 
disease  terrorists  into  the  position  for- 


merly held  by  leprosy.  But  the  scare  of 
infection,  though  it  sets  even  doctors 
talking  as  if  the  only  really  scientific  thing 
to  do  with  a  fever  patient  is  to  throw  him 
into  the  nearest  ditch  and  pump  carbolic 
acid  on  him  from  a  safe  distance  until  he 
is  ready  to  be  cremated  on  the  spot,  has 
led  to  much  greater  care  and  cleanliness. 
And  the  net  result  has  been  a  series  of 
victories  over  disease. 

Now  let  us  suppose  that  in  the  early 
nineteenth  century  somebody  had  come 
forward  with  a  theory  that  typhus  fever 
always  begins  at  the  top  joint  of  the  little 
finger;  and  that  if  this  joint  be  amputated 
immediately  after  birth,  typhus  fever  will 
disappear.  Had  such  a  suggestion  been 
adopted,  the  theory  would  have  been 
triumphantly  confirmed;  for  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  typhus  fever  has  disappeared.  On 
the  other  hand  cancer  and  madness  have 
increased  (statistically)  to  an  appalling 
extent.  The  opponents  of  the  little  finger 
theory  would  therefore  be  pretty  sure  to 
allege  that  the  amputations  were  spreading 
cancer  and  lunacy.  The  vaccination  con- 
troversy is  full  of  such  contentions.  So 
is  the  controversy  as  to  the  docking  of 
horses'  tails  and  the  cropping  of  dogs' 
ears.  So  is  the  less  widely  known  contro- 
versy as  to  circumcision  and  the  declar- 
ing certain  kinds  of  flesh  unclean  by  the 
Jews.  To  advertize  any  remedy  or  opera- 
tion, you  have  only  to  pick  out  all  the 
most  reassuring  advances  made  by  civil- 
ization, and  boldly  present  the  two  in  the 
relation  of  cause  and  effect:  the  public  will 
swallow  the  fallacy  without  a  wry  face.  It 
has  no  idea  of  the  need  for  what  is  called 
a  control  experiment.  In  Shakespear's 
time  and  for  long  after  it,  mummy  was  a 
favorite  medicament.  You  took  a  pinch 
of  the  dust  of  a  dead  Egyptian  in  a  pint 
of  the  hottest  water  you  could  bear  to 
drink;  and  it  did  you  a  great  deal  of 
good.  This,  you  thought,  proved  what 
a  sovereign  healer  mummy  was.  But  if 
you  had  tried  the  control  experiment  of 
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taking  the  hot  water  without  the  mummy, 
you  might  have  found  the  effect  exactly 
the  same,  and  that  any  hot  drink  would 
have  done  as  well. 

BIOMETRIKA 

Another  difficulty  about  statistics  is 
the  technical  difficulty  of  calculation.  Be- 
fore you  can  even  make  a  mistake  in 
drawing  your  conclusion  from  the  corre- 
lations established  by  your  statistics  you 
must  ascertain  the  correlations.  When  I 
turn  over  the  pages  of  Biometrika,  a  quar- 
terly journal  in  which  is  recorded  the 
work  done  in  the  field  of  biological  statis- 
tics by  Professor  Karl  Pearson  and  his 
colleagues,  I  am  out  of  my  depth  at  the 
first  line,  because  mathematics  are  to  me 
only  a  concept:  I  never  used  a  logarithm 
in  my  life,  and  could  not  undertake  to  ex- 
tract the  square  root  of  four  without  mis- 
giving. I  am  therefore  unable  to  deny 
that  the  statistical  ascertainment  of  the 
correlations  between  one  thing  and  an- 
other must  be  a  very  complicated  and 
difficult  technical  business,  not  to  be 
tackled  successfully  except  by  high  mathe- 
maticians; and  I  cannot  resist  Professor 
Karl  Pearson's  immense  contempt  for, 
and  indignant  sense  of  grave  social  danger 
in,  the  unskilled  guesses  of  the  ordinary 
sociologist. 

Now  the  man  in  the  street  knows 
nothing  of  Biometrika:  all  he  knows  is 
that  "you  can  prove  anything  by  figures," 
though  he  forgets  this  the  moment  figures 
are  used  to  prove  anything  he  wants  to 
believe.  If  he  did  take  in  Biometrika  he 
would  probably  become  abjectly  credu- 
lous as  to  all  the  conclusions  drawn  in  it 
from  the  correlations  so  learnedly  worked 
out;  though  the  mathematician  whose 
correlations  would  fill  a  Newton  with  ad- 
miration, may,  in  collecting  and  accepting 
data  and  drawing  conclusions  from  them, 
fall  into  quite  crude  errors  by  just  such 
popular  oversights  as  I  have  been  de- 
scribing. 
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To  all  these  blunders  and  ignorances 
doctors  are  no  less  subject  than  the  rest  of 
us.  They  are  not  trained  in  the  use  of  evi- 
dence, nor  in  biometrics,  nor  in  the  psy- 
chology of  human  credulity,  nor  in  the 
incidence  of  economic  pressure.  Further, 
they  must  believe,  on  the  whole,  what 
their  patients  believe,  just  as  they  must 
wear  the  sort  of  hat  their  patients  wear. 
The  doctor  may  lay  down  the  law  des- 
potically enough  to  the  patient  at  points 
where  the  patient's  mind  is  simply  blank; 
but  when  the  patient  has  a  prejudice  the 
doctor  must  either  keep  it  in  countenance 
or  lose  his  patient.  If  people  are  persuaded 
that  night  air  is  dangerous  to  health  and 
that  fresh  air  makes  them  catch  cold,  it 
will  not  be  possible  for  a  doctor  tojmake 
his  living, .in__prjyate  practice  if  he  pre- 
scribes ventilation.  We  have  to  go  back 
no  further  than  the  days  of  The  Pickwick 
Papers  to  find  ourselves  in  a  world  where 
people  slept  in  four-post  beds  with  cur- 
tains drawn  closely  round  to  exclude  as 
much  air  as  possible.  Had  Mr  Pickwick's 
doctor  told  him  that  he  would  be  much 
healthier  if  he  slept  on  a  camp  bed  by  an 
open  window,  Mr  Pickwick  would  have 
regarded  him  as  a  crank  and  called  in 
another  doctor.  Had  he  gone  on  to  forbid 
Mr  Pickwick  to  drink  brandy  and  water 
wheneverjiejeltjchilly,  and  assured  him 
that  if  he  were  deprived  of  meat  or  salt 
for  a  whole  year,  he  would  not  only  not 
die,  but  would  be  none  the  worse,  Mr 
Pickwick  would  have  fled  from  his  pre- 
sence as  from  that  of  a  dangerous  mad- 
man. And  in  these  matters  the  doctor 
cannot  cheat  his  patient.  If  he  has  no 
faith  in  drugs  or  vaccination,  and  the 
patient  has,  he  can  cheat  jiim  wjth  colored 
water  and  pass  his  lancet  through  the 
flame  of  a  spirit  lamp  before  scratch- 
ing his  arm.  But  he  cannot  make  him 
change  his  daily  habits  without  know- 
ing it. 
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THE  REFORMS  ALSO  COME  FROM 
THE  LAITY 

In  the  main,  then,  the  doctor  learns 
that  if  he  gets  ahead  of  the  superstitions  of 
his  patients  he  is  a  ruined  man;  and  the 
result  is  that  he  instinctively  takes  care 
not  to  get  ahead  of  them.  That  is  why  all 
the  changes  come  from  the  laity.  It  was 
not  until  an  agitation  had  been  conducted 
for  many  years  by  laymen,  including 
quacks  and  faddists  of  all  kinds,  that  the 
public  was  sufficiently  impressed  to  make 
it  possible  for  the  doctors  to  open  their 
minds  and  their  mouths  on  the_§ubject^>f 
freshjir,  cold  water,  temperance,  and  the 
rest  of  the  new  fashions  in  hygiene.  At 
present  the  tables  have  been  turned  on 
many  old  prejudices.  Plenty  of  our  most 
popular  elderly  doctors  believe  that  cold 
tubs  in  the  morning  are  unnatural,  ex- 
hausting, and  rheumatic;  that  fresh  air  is 
a  fad,  and  that  everybody  is  the  better 
for  a  glass  or  two  of  port  wine  every  day; 
but  they  no  longer  dare  say  as  much  until 
they  know  exactly  where  they  are;  for 
many  very  desirable  patients  in  country 
houses  have  lately  been  persuaded  that 
their  first  duty  is  to  get  up  at  six  in  the 
morning  and  begin  the  day  by  taking  a 
walk  barefoot  through  the  .dewy  grass, 

TT-^T""        1   "~~~        1          1  r-r-^— ¥ 

He  who  shews  the  least  scepticisnr  as  to 
this  practice  is  at  once  suspected  of  being 
"an  old-fashioned  doctor,"  and  dismissed 
to  make  room  for  a  younger  man. 

In  short,  private  medical  practice  is 
governed  not  by  science  but  by  supply 
and  demand;  and  however  scientific  a 
treatment  may  be,  it  cannot.  Jiold  its 
place  in  the  market  if  there  Is  no  demand 
0rjt;  nor  can  the  grossest  quackery"  be 
kept  off  the  market  if  there  is  a  demand 
for  it. 

FASHIONS  AND  EPIDEMICS 

A  demand,  however,  can  be  inculcated. 
This  is  thoroughly  understood  by  fashion- 
able tradesmen,  who  find  no  difficulty  in 


persuading  their  customers  to  renew 
articles  that  are  not  worn  out  and  to  buy 
things  they  do  not  want.  By  making 
doctors  tradesmen,  we  compel  them  to 
learn  the  tricks  of  trade;  consequently  we 
find  that  the  fashions  of  the  year  include 
treatments,  operations,  and  particular 
drugs,  as  well  as  hats,  sleeves,  ballads, 
and  games.  Tonsils,  vermiform  append- 
ices, uvulas,  even  ovaries  are  sacrificed  be- 
cause it  is  the  fashion  to  get  them  cut  out, 
and  because  the  operations  are  highly 
profitable.  The  psychology  of  fashion  be- 
comes a  pathology;  for  the  cases  have 
every  air  of  being  genuine:  fashions,  after 
all,  are  only  induced  epidemics,  proving 
that  epidemics  can  be  induced  by  trades- 
men, and  therefore  by  doctors. 

THE  DOCTOR'S  VIRTUES 

It  will  be  admitted  that  this  is  a  pretty 
bad  state  of  things.  And  the  melodramatic 
instinct  of  the  public,  always  demand- 
ing that  every  wrong  shall  have,  not  its 
remedy,  but  its  villain  to  be  hissed,  will 
blame,  not  its  own  apathy,  superstition, 
and  ignorance,  but  the  depravity  of  the 
doctors.  Nothing  could  be  more  unjust 
or  mischievous.  Doctors,  if  jio  better 

no  worse.  I 


was  reproached  during  the  performances 
of  The  Doctor's  Dilemma  at  the  Court 
Theatre  in  1907  because  I  made  the  artist 
a  rascal,  the  journalist  an  illiterate  in- 
capable, and  all  the  doctors  "angels."  But 
I  did  not  go  beyond  the  warrant  of  my 
own  experience.  It  has  been  my  luck  to 
have  doctors  among  my  friends  for  nearly 
forty  years  past  (all  perfectly  aware  of 
my  freedom  from  the  usual  credulity  as 
to  the  miraculous  powers  and  knowledge 
attributed  to  them);  and  though  I  know 
that  there  are  medical  blackguards  as  well 
as  military,  legal,  and  clerical  blackguards 
(one  soon  finds  that  out  when  one  is 
privileged  to  hear  doctors  talking  shop 
among  themselves),  the  fact  that  I  was  no 
more  at  a  loss  for  private  medical  advice 
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and  attendance  when  I  had  not  a  penny 
in  my  pocket  than  I  was  later  on  when  I 
could  afford  fees  on  the  highest  scale,  has 
made  it  impossible  for  me  to  share  that 
hostility  to  the  doctor  as  a  man  which 
exists  and  is  growing  as  an  inevitable 
result  of  the  present  condition  of  medical 
practice.  Not  that  the  interest  in  disease 
and  aberrations  which  turns_some  men 
and  women  to  medicine .._and  surgery  is 
not  sometimes  as  morbid  as  the  interest 
in  misery  and  vice  which  turns  some 
others  to  philanthropy  and  "rescue  work." 
But  the  true  doctor  is  inspired  by  a  hatred 
of  ill-health,  and  a  divine  impatience  of 
any  waste  of  vital  forces.  Unless  a  man  is 
led  to  medicine  or  surgery  through  a  very 
exceptional  technical  aptitude,  or  because 
doctoring  is  a  family  tradition,  or  because 
he  regards  it  unintelligently  as  a  lucrative 
and  gentlemanly  profession,  his  motives 
in  choosing  the  career  of  a  healer  are 
clearly  generous.  However  actual  prac- 
tice may  disillusion  and  corrupt  him, 
his  selection  in  the  first  instance  is  not  a 
selection  of  a  base  character. 

THE  DOCTOR'S  HARDSHIPS 

A  review  of  the  counts  in  the  indict- 
ment I  have  brought  against  private 
medical  practice  will  shew  that  they  arise 
out  of  the  doctor's  position  as  a  competi- 
tive private  tradesman:  that  is,  out  of  his 
poverty  and  dependence.  And  it  should 
be  borne  in  mind  that  doctors  are  ex- 
pected to  treat  other  people  specially  well 
whilst  themselves  submitting  to  specially 
inconsiderate  treatment.  The  butcher  and 
baker  are  not  expected  to  feed  the  hungry 
unless  the  hungry  can  pay;  but  a  doctor 
who  allows  a  fellow  creature  to  suffer 
or  perish  without  aid  is  regarded  as  a 
monster.  Even  if  we  must  dismiss  hos- 
pital service  as  really  venal/ the  fact  re- 
mains that  most  doctors  do  a  good  deal  of 
gratuitous  work  in  private  practice  all 
through  their  careers.  And  in  his  paid 
work  the  doctor  is  on  a  different  footing 


to  the  tradesman.  Although  the  articles 
he  sells,  advice  and  treatment,  are  the 
same  for  all  classes,  his  fees  havejojie 
graduated Jikejhe.  JncBmelaxTThe  sjic- 
cessiul  fashionable  doctor  may  weea  his 
poorer  patients  out  from  time  to  time, 
and  finally  use  the  College  of  Physicians 
to  place  it  out  of  his  own  power  to  accept 
low  fees;  but  the  ordinary  general  prac- 
titioner never  makes  out  his  bills  without 
considering  the  taxable  capacity  of  his 
patients. 

Then  there  is  the  disregard  of  his  own 
health  and  comfort  which  results  from 
the  fact  that  he  is,  by  the  nature  of  his 
work,  anjemergency  man.  We  are  polite 
and  considerate  to  the  doctor  when  there 
is  nothing  the  matter,  and  we  meet  him 
as  a  friend  or  entertain  him  as  a  guest; 
but  when  the  baby  is  suffering  from 
croup,  or  its  mother  has  a  temperature  of 
104°,  or  its  grandfather  has  broken  his 
leg,  nobody  thinks  of  the  doctor  except 
asihealer  and  savior,  flelnay^elrungry, 
weary,  sleepy,  run  down  by^seygral  suc- 
cessive nights  disturbed  by  that  instru- 
menToTT6Ftufe,  the  nigEt  bell;  but  who 
ever  thinks  of  this  in  the  face  of  sudden 
sickness  or  accident?  We  think  no  more 
of  the  condition  of  a  doctor  attending  a 
case  than  of  the  condition  of  a  fireman  at 
a  fire.  In  other  occupations  night-work  is 
specially  recognized  and  provided  for. 
The  worker  sleeps  all  day;  has  his  break- 
fast in  the  evening;  his  lunch  or  dinner  at 
midnight;  his  dinner  or  supper  before 
going  to  bed  in  the  morning;  and  he 
changes  to  day-work  if  he  cannot  stand 
night-work.  But  a  doctor  is  expected  to 
work  day  and  night.  In  practices  which 
consist  largely  of  workmen's  clubs,  and 
in  which  the  patients  are  therefore  taken  * 
on  wholesale  terms  and  very  numerous, 
the  unfortunate  assistant,  or  the  prin- 
cipal if  he  has  no  assistant,  often  does  not 
undress^knowing^ that  he  will_be  called 

hour's 


an 


J^LJ>efqre_  fce^  has  snatched   _          _ 
sleepTTo  the  strain  of  such  inhuman  con- 
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ditions  must  be  added  the  constant  risk 
of  infection.  One  wonders  why  the  im- 
patient doctors  do  not  become  savage 
and  unmanageable,  and  the  patient  ones 
imbecile.  Perhaps  they  do,  to  some  ex- 
tent. And  the  pay  is  wretched,  and  so  un- 
certain that  refusal  to  attend  without  pay- 
ment in  advance  becomes  often  a  neces- 
sary measure  of  self-defence,  whilst  the 
County  Court  has  long  ago  put  an  end 
to  the  tradition  that  the  doctor's  fee  is 
an  honorarium.  Even  the  most  eminent 
physicians,  as  such  biographies  as  those 
of  Paget  shew,  are  sometimes  miserably, 
inhumanly  poor  until  they  are  past  their 
prime. 

In  short,  the  doctor  needs  our  help  for 
the  moment  much  more  than  we  often 
need  his.  The  ridicule  of  Moliere,  the  death 
of  a  well-informed  and  clever  writer  like 
the  late  Harold  Frederic  in  the  hands  of 
Christian  Scientists  (a  sort  of  sealing  with 
his  blood  of  the  contemptuous  disbelief 
in  and  dislike  of  doctors  he  had  bitterly 
expressed  in  his  books),  the  scathing  and 
quite  justifiable  exposure  of  medical  prac- 
tice in  the  novel  by  Mr  Maarten  Maartens 
entitled  The  New  Religion:  all  these 
trouble  the  doctor  very  little,  and  are  in 
any  case  well  set  off  by  the  popularity  of 
Sir  Luke  Fildes*  famous  picture,  and  by 
the  verdicts  in  which  juries  from  time  to 
time  express  their_  conviction  that  the 
doctor  can  do  no  wrong.  The  real  woes 
of  the  doctor  are  the  shabby  coat,  the 
wolf  at  the  door,  the  tyranny  of  ignorant 
patients,  the_work-<day  of  24  hours,  and 
the  uselessness  of  honestly  prescribing 
what  most  of  the  patients  really  need: 
that  is,  not  medicine,  but  money. 

THE   PUBLIC  DOCTOR 

What  then  is  to  be  done? 

Fortunately  we  have  not  to  begin  ab- 
solutely from  the  beginning:  we  already 
have,  in  the  Medical  Officer  of  Health,  a 
sort  of  doctor  who  is  free  from  the  worst 
hardships,  and  consequently  from  the 


worst  vices,  of  the  private  practitioner. 
His  position  depends,  not  on  the  number 
of  people  who  are  ill,  and  whom  he  can 
keep  ill,  but  on  the  number  of  people  who 
are  well.  He  is  judged,  as  all  doctors 
and  treatments  should  be  judged,  by  the 
vital  statistics  of  his  district.  When  the 
death-rate  goes  up  his  credit  goes  down. 
As  every  increase  in  his  salary  depends 
on  the  issue  of  a  public  debate  as  to 
the  health  of  the  constituency  under  his 
charge,  he  has  every  inducement  to  strive 
towards  the  ideal  of  a  clean  bill  of  health. 
He  has  a  safe,  dignified,  responsible,  in- 
dependent position  based  wholly  on  the 
public  health;  whereas  the  private  prac- 
titioner has  a  precarious,  shabby-genteel, 
irresponsible,  servile  position,  based 
wholly  on  the  prevalence  of  illness. 

It  is  true,  tliere  are  grave  scandals  in 
the  public  medical  service.  The  public 
doctor  may  be  also  a  private  practitioner 
eking  out  his  earnings  by  giving  a  little 
time  to  public  work  for  a  mean  payment. 
There  are  cases  in  which  the  position  is 
one  which  no  successful  practitioner  will 
accept,  and  where,  therefore,  incapables 
or  drunkards  get  automatically  selected 
for  the  post,  faute  de  mieux;  but  even  in 
these  cases  the  doctor  is  less  disastrous  in 
his  public  capacity  than  in  his  private  one: 
besides,  the  conditions  which  produce 
these  bad  cases  are  doomed,  as  the  evil 
is  now  recognized  and  understood.  A 
popular  but  unstable  remedy  is  to  enable 
local  authorities,  when  they  are  too  small 
to  require  the  undivided  time  of  such 
men  as  the  Medical  Officers  of  our  great 
municipalities,  to  combine  for  public 
health  purposes  so  that  each  may  share 
the  services  of  a  highly  paid  official  of 
the  best  class;  but  the  right  remedy  is  a 
larger  area  as  the  sanitary  unit. 

MEDICAL   ORGANIZATION 

Another  advantage  of  public  medical 
work  is  that  it  admits  of  organization, 
and  consequently  of  the  distribution  of 


THE  DOCTOR'S  DILEMMA 


the  work  in  such  a  manner  as  to  avoid 
wasting  the  time  of  highly  qualified  ex- 
perts on  trivial  jobs.  The  individualism 
of  private  practice  leads  to  an  appalling 
waste  of  time  on  trifles.  Men  whose  dex- 
terity as  operators  or  almost  divinatory 
skill  in  diagnosis  are  constantly  needed 
for  difficult  cases,  are  poulticing  whit- 
lows, vaccinating,  changing  unimport- 
ant dressings,  prescribing  ether  drams  for 
ladies  with  timid  leanings  towards  dipso- 
mania, and  generally  wasting  their  time 
in  the  pursuit  of  private  fees.  In  no  other 
profession  is  the  practitioner  expected  to 
do  all  the  work  involved  in  it  from  the 
first  day  of  his  professional  career  to  the 
last  as  the  doctor  is.  The  judge  passes 
sentence  of  death;  but  he  is  not  expected 
to  hang  the  criminal  withJiisjOj^^ 
as  he  would  be  if  the  legal  profession 
were  as  unorganized  as  the  medical.  The 
bishop  is  not  expected  to  blow  the  organ 
or  wash  the  baby  he  baptizes.  The  general 
is  not  asked  to  plan  a  campaign  or  con- 
duct a  battle  at  half-past  twelve  and  to 
play  the  drum  at  half-past  two.  Even  if 
they  were,  things  would  still  not  be  as 
bad  as  in  the  medical  profession;  for  in  it 
not  only  is  the  first-class  man  set  to  do 
third-class  work,  but,  what  is  much  more 
terrifying,  the  third-class  man  is  expected 
to  do  first-class  work.  Every  general 
practitioner  is  supposed  to  be  capable  of 
the  whole  range  of  medical  and  surgical 
work  at  a  moment's  notice;  and  the 
country  doctor,  who  has  not  a  specialist 
nor  a  crack  consultant  at  the  end  of  his 
telephone,  often  has  to  tackle  without 
hesitation  cases  which  no  sane  practi- 
tioner in  a  town  would  take  in  hand  with- 
out assistance.  No  doubt  this  develops 
the  resourcefulness  of  the  country  doctor, 
and  makes  him  a  more  capable  man  than 
his  suburban  colleague;  but  it  cannot  de- 
velop the  second-class  man  into  a  first- 
class  one.  If  the  practice  of  law  not  only 
led  to  a  judge  having  to  hang,  but  the 
hangman  to  judge,  or  if  in  the  army 


matters  were  so  arranged  that  it  would  be 
possible  for  the  drummer  boy  to  be  in 
command  at  Waterloo  whilst  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  was  playing  the  drum  in 
Brussels,  we  should  not  be  consoled  by 
the  reflection  that  our  hangmen  were 
thereby    made   a    little   more    judicial- 
minded^  and  our  drummernnore^re- 
sponsTKle,  than  in  foreign  countries  where 
the  legal  and  military  professions  recog- 
nized the  advantages  of  division  of  labor. 
Under  such  conditions  no  statistics  as 
to  the  graduation  of  professional  ability 
among  doctors  are  available.  Assuming 
that  doctors  are  normal  men  and  not 
magicians  (and  it  is  unfortunately  very- 
hard  to  persuade  people  to  admit  so  much 
and  thereby  destroy  the  romance  of  doc- 
toring) we  may  guess  that  the  medical 
profession,  like  the  other  professions, 
consists  of  a  small  percentage  of  highly 
gifted  persons  at  one  end,  and  a  small  per- 
centage of  altogether  disastrous  duffers 
at_jhe  other.  Between  these  extFemes 
comes  the  main  body  of  doctors  (also, 
of  course,  with  a  weak  and  a  strong  end) 
who  can  be  trusted  to  work  under  regula- 
tions with  more  or  less  aid  from  above 
according  to  the  gravity  of  the  case.  Or, 
to  put  it  in  terms  of  the  cases,  there  are 
cases  that  present  no  difficulties,  and  can 
be  dealt  with  by  a  nurse  or  student  at  one 
end  of  the  scale,  and  cases  that  require 
watching  and  handling  by  the  very  high- 
est existing  skill  at  the  other;  whilst  be- 
tween come  the  great  mass  of  cases  which 
need  visits  from  the  doctor  of  ordinary 
ability  and  from  the  chiefs  of  the  pro- 
fession in  the  proportion  of,  say,  seven  to 
none,  seven  to  one,  three  to  one,  one  to 
one,  or,  for  a  day  or  two,  none  to  one. 
Such  a  service  is  organized  at  present 
only  in  hospitals;  though  in  large  towns 
the  practice  of  calling  in  the  consultant 
acts,  to  some  extent,  as  a  substitute  for  it. 
But  in  the  latter  case  it  is  quite  unregu- 
lated except  by  professional  etiquet^  which, 
as  we  have  seen,  has  for  its  object,  not 
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the  health  of  the  patient  or  of  the  com- 
munity at  large,  but  the  protection  of  the 
doctor's  livelihood  and  the  concealment 
of  his  errors.  And  as  the  consultant  is  an 
expensive  luxury,  he  is  a  last  resource 
rather  than,  as  he  should  be,  a  matter  of 
course  in  all  cases  where  the  general  prac- 
titioner is  not  jeuaL-taJ&e^  occasion:  a 


predicament  in  which  a  very  capable  man 
may  find  himself  at  any  time  through  the 
cropping  up  of  a  case  of  which  he  has  had 
no  clinical  experience. 

THE  SOCIAL   SOLUTION   OF  THE 
MEDICAL  PROBLEM 

The  social  solution  of  the  medical 
problem,  then,  depends  on  that  large, 
slowly  advancing,  pettishly  resisted  in- 
tegration of  society  called  generally 
Socialism.  Until  the  medical  profession 
becomes  a  body  of  men  trained  and  paid 
by  the  country  to  keep  the  country  in 
health  it  will  remain  what  it  is  at  present: 
a  conspiracy  to  exploit  popular  credul- 
ity and  human  suffering.  Already  our 
M.O.H.S  (Medical  Officers  of  Health)  are 
in  the  new  position:  what  is  lacking  is 
appreciation  of  the  change,  not  only  by 
the  public  but  by  the  private  doctors.  For, 
as  we  have  seen,  when  one  of  the  first- 
rate  posts  becomes  vacant  in  one  of  the 
great  cities,  and  all  the  leading  M.O.H.s 
compete  for  it,  they  must  appeal  to  the 
good  health  of  the  cities  of  which  they 
have  been  in  charge,  and  not  to  the  size 
of  the  incomes  the  local  private  doctors 
are  making  out  of  the  ill-health  of  their 
patients.  If  a  competitor  can  prove  that  he 
has  utterly  ruined  every  sort  of  medical 
private  practice  in  a  large  city  except  ob- 
stetric practice  and  the  surgery  of  acci- 
dents, his  claims  are  irresistible;  and  this 
is  the  ideal  at  which  every  M.O.H.  should 
aim.  But  the  profession  at  large  should 
none  the  less  welcome  him  and  set  its 
house  in  order  for  the  social  change 
which  will  finally  be  its  own  salvation. 
For  the  M.O.H.  as  we  know  him  is  only 


the  beginning  of  that  army  of  Public 
Hygiene  which  will  presently  take  the 
place  in  general  interest  and  honor  now 
occupied  by  our  military  and  naval  forces. 
It  is  silly  that  an  Englishman  should  be 
more  afraid  of  a  German  soldier  than  of  a 
British  disease  germ,  and  should  clamor 
for  more  barracks  in  the  same  newspapers 
that  protest  against  more  school  clinics, 
and  cry  out  that  if  the  State  fights  disease 
for  us  it  makes  us  paupers,  though  they 
never  say  that  if  the  State  fights  the  Ger- 
mans for  us  it  makes  us  cowards.  For- 
tunately, when  a  habit  of  thought  is  silly 
it  only  needs  steady  treatment  by  ridicule 
from  sensible  and  witty  people  to  be  put 
out  of  countenance  and  perish.  Every 
year  sees  an  increase  in  the  number  of 
persons  employed  in  the  Public  Health 
Service,  who  would  formerly  have  been 
mere  adventurers  in  the  Private  Illness 

Service.  To  put  it  another  way,  a  host  of 
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men  and  women  who  have  now  a  strong 
incentive  to  be  mischievous  and  even 
murderous  rogues  will  have  a  much 
stronger,  because  a  much  honester,  in- 
centive to  be  not  only  good  citizens  but 
active  benefactors  to  the  community* 
And  they  will  have  no  anxiety  whatever 
about  their  incomes. 

THE  FUTURE  OF  PRIVATE  PRACTICE 

It  must  not  be^hastiljLCQnclude_d  that 
this  involves  the  extinction  of  the  private 
practitioner.  What  it  will  really  mean  for 
him  is  release  from  his  present  degrading 
and  scientifically  corrupting  slavery  to 
his  patients.  As  I  have  already  shewn,  the 
doctor  who  has  to  live  by  pleasing  his 
patients  in  competition  with  everybody 
who  has  walked  the  hospitals,  scraped 
through  the  examinations,  and  bought  a 
brass  plate,  soon  finds  himself  prescribing 
water  to  teetotallers  and  brandy  or  cham- 
pagne jelly  to  drunkards;  beefsteaks  and 
stout  in  one  house,  and  "uric  acid  free" 
vegetarian  diet  over  the  way;  shut  win- 
dows, big  fires,  and  heavy  overcoats  to 
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old  Colonels,  and  open  air  and  as  much  ] 
nakedness  as  is  compatible  with  decency 
to  young  faddists,  never  once  daring  to 
say  either  "I  dont  know,"  or  "I  dont 
agree."  For  the  strength  of  the  doctor's, 
as  of  every  other  man's  position  when  the 
evolution  of  social  organization  at  last 
reaches  his  profession,  will  be  that  he  will 
always  have  open  to  him  the  alternative 
of  public  employment  when  the  private 
employer  becomes  too  tyrannous.  And 
let  no  one  suppose  that  the  words  doctor 
and  patient  can  disguise  from  the  parties 
the  fact  that  they  are  employer  and  em- 
ployee. No  doubt  doctors  who  are  in 
great  demand  can  be  as  high-handed  and 
independent  as  employees  are  in  all 
classes  when  a  dearth  in  their  labor  mar- 
ket makes  them  indispensable;  but  the 
average  doctor  is  not  in  this  position:  he 
is  struggling  for  life  in  an  overcrowded 
profession,  and  knows  well  that  "a  good 
bedside  manner"  will  carry  him  to  sol- 
vency through  a  morass  of  illness,  whilst 
the  least  attempt  at  plain  dealing  with 
people  who  are  eating  too  much  or 
drinking  too  much,  or  frowsting  too 
much  (to  go  no  further  in  the  list  of  in- 
temperances that  make  up  so  much  of 
family  life)  would  soon  land  him  in  the 
Bankruptcy  Court. 

Private  practice,  thus  protected,  would 
itself  protect  individuals,  as  far  as  such 
protection  is  possible,  against  the  errors 
and  superstitions  of  State  medicine,  which 
are  at  worst  no  worse  than  the  errors  and 
superstitions  of  private  practice,  being, 
indeed,  all  derived  from  it.  Such  mon- 
strosities as  vaccination  are,  as  we  have 
seen,  founded,  not  on  science,  but  on 
half-crowns.  If  the  Vaccination  Acts,  in- 
stead of  being  wholly  repealed  as  they 
are  already  half  repealed,  were  strength- 
ened by  compelling  every  parent  to  have 
his  child  vaccinated  by  a  public  officer 
whose  salary  was  completely  independ- 
ent of  the  number  of  vaccinations  per- 
formed by  him,  and  for  whom  there  was 


plenty  of  alternative  public  health  work 
waiting,  vaccination  would  be  dead  in? 
two  years,  as  the  vaccinator  would  not 
only  not  gain  by  it,  but  would  lose  credit 
through  the  depressing  effects  on  the 
vital  statistics  of  his  district  of  the  illness 
and  deaths  it  causes,  whilst  it  would  take 
from  him  all  the  credit  of  that  freedom 
from  smallpox  which  is  the  result  of  good 
sanitary  administration  and  vigilant  pre^ 
vention  of  infection.  Such  absurd  panic 
scandals  as  that  of  the  last  London  epi- 
demic, where  a  fee  of  half-a-crown  per 
revaccination  produced  raids  on  houses 
during  the  absence  of  parents,  and  the 
forcible  seizure  and  revaccination  of 
children  left  to  answer  the  door,  can  be 
prevented  simply  by  abolishing  the  half- 
crown  and  all  similar  follies,  paying,  not 
for  this  or  that  ceremony  of  witchcraft, 
but  for  immunity  from  disease,  and  pay- 
ing, too,  in  a  rational  way.  The  officer 
with  a  fixed  salary  saves  himself  trouble 
by  doing  his  business  with  the  least  pos- 
sible interference  with  the  private  citizen. 
The  man  paid  by  the  job  loses  money 
by  not  forcing  his  job  on  the  public  as 
often  as  possible  without  reference  to  its 
results. 

THE  TECHNICAL  PROBLEM 

As  to  any  technical  medical  problem 
specially  involved,  there  is  none.  If  there 
were,  I  should  not  be  competent  to  deal 
with  it,  as  I  am  not  a  technical  expert 
in  medicine:  I  deal  with  the  subject  as 
an  economist,  a  politician,  and  a  citizen 
exercising  my  common  sense.  Every- 
thing that  I  have  said  applies  equally  to 
all  the  medical  techniques,  and  will  hold 
good  whether  public  hygiene  be  based 
on  the  poetic  fancies  of  Christian  Science, 
the  tribal  superstitions  of  the  druggist  and 
the  vivisector,  or  the  best  we  can  make  of 
our  real  knowledge.  But  I  may  remind 
those  who  confusedly  imagine  that  the 
medical  problem  is  also  the  scientific 
problem,  that  all  problems  are  finally 
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scientific  problems.  The  notion  that  thera- 
peutics or  hygiene  or  surgery  is  any  more 
or  less  scientific  than  making  or  cleaning 
boots  is  entertained  only  by  people  to 
whom  a  man  of  science  is  still  a  magician 
who  can  cure  diseases,  transmute  metals, 
and  enable  us  to  live  for  ever.  It  may  still 
be  necessary  for  some  time  to  come  to 
practise  on  popular  credulity,  popular 
love  and  dread  of  the  marvellous,  and 
popular  idolatry,  to  induce  the  poor  to 
comply  with  the  sanitary  regulations  they 
are  too  ignorant  to  understand.  As  I  have 
elsewhere  confessed,  I  have  myself  been 
responsible  for  ridiculous  incantations 
with  burning  sulphur,  experimentally 
proved  to  be  quite  useless,  because  poor 
people  are  convinced,  by  the  mystical  air 
of  the  burning  and  the  horrible  smell, 
that  it  exorcizes  the  demons  of  smallpox 
and  scarlet  fever  and  makes  it  safe  for 
them  to  return  to  their  houses.  To  assure 
them  that  the  real  secret  is  sunshine  and 
soap  is  only  to  convince  them  that  you 
do  not  care  whether  they  live  or  die,  and 
wish  to  save  money  at  their  expense.  So 
you  perform  the  incantation;  and  back 
they  go  to  their  houses,  satisfied.  A  re- 
ligious ceremony — a  poetic  blessing  of 
the  threshold,  for  instance — would  be 
much  better;  but  unfortunately  our  re- 
ligion is  weak  on  the  sanitary  side.  One 
of  the  worst  misfortunes  of  Christendom 
was  that  reaction  against  the  voluptuous 
bathing  of  the  imperial  Romans  which 
made  dirty  habits  a  part  of  Christian 
piety,  and  in  some  unlucky  places  (the 
Sandwich  Islands,  for  example)  made  the 
introduction  of  Christianity  also  the  in- 
troduction of  disease,  because  the  formu- 
lators  of  the  superseded  native  religion, 
like  Mahomet,  had  been  enlightened 
enough  to  introduce  as  religious  duties 
such  sanitary  measures  as  ablution  and 
the  most  careful  and  reverent  treatment 
of  everything  cast  off  by  the  human  body, 
even  to  nail  clippings  and  hairs;  and  our 
missionaries  thoughtlessly  discredited  this 


godly  doctrine  without  supplying  its 
place,  which  was  promptly  taken  by  lazi- 
ness and  neglect.  If  the  priests  of  Ireland 
could  only  be  persuaded  to  teach  their 
flocks  that  it  is  a  deadly  insult  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  to  place  her  image  in  a 
cottage  that  is  not  kept  up  to  that  high 
standard  of  Sunday  cleanliness  to  which 
all  her  worshippers  must  believe  she  is 
accustomed,  and  to  represent  her  as  being 
especially  particular  about  stables  be- 
cause her  son  was  born  in  one,  they  might 
do  more  in  one  year  than  all  the  Sanitary 
Inspectors  in  Ireland  could  do  in  twenty; 
and  they  could  hardly  doubt  that  Our 
Lady  would  be  delighted.  Perhaps  they 
do  nowadays;  for  Ireland  is  certainly  a 
transfigured  country  since  my  youth  as 
far  as  clean  faces  and  pinafores  can  trans- 
figure it.  In  England,  where  so  many  of 
the  inhabitants  are  too  gross  to  believe  in 
poetic  faiths,  too  respectable  to  tolerate 
the  notion  that  the  stable  at  Bethany  was 
a  common  peasant  farmer's  stable  instead 
of  a  first-rate  racing  one,  and  too  savage 
to  believe  that  anything  can  really  cast 
out  the  devil  of  disease  unless  it  be  some 
terrifying  hoodoo  of  tortures  and  stinks, 
the  M.O.H.  will  no  doubt  for  a  long  time 
to  come  have  to  preach  to  fools  accord- 
ing to  their  folly,  promising  miracles, 
and  threatening  hideous  personal  con- 
sequences of  neglect  of  by-laws  and  the 
like;  therefore  it  will  be  important  that 
every  M.O.H.  shall  have,  with  his  (or 
her)  other  qualifications,  a  sense  of 
humor,  lest  he  (or  she)  should  come  at 
last  to  believe  all  the  nonsense  that  must 
needs  be  talked.  But  he  must,  in  his  capa- 
city of  an  expert  advising  the  authorities, 
keep  the  government  itself  free  of  super- 
stition. If  Italian  peasants  are  so  ignorant 
that  the  Church  can  get  no  hold  of  them 
except  by  miracles,  why,  miracles  there 
must  be.  The  blood  of  St  Januarius  must 
liquefy  whether  the  Saint  is  in  the  humor 
or  not.  To  trick  a  heathen  into  being  a 
dutiful  Christian  is  no  worse  than  to 
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trick  a  whitewasher  into  trusting  himself 
in  a  room  where  a  smallpox  patient  has 
lain,  by  pretending  to  exorcize  the  disease 
with  burning  sulphur.  But  woe  to  the 
Church  if  in  deceiving  the  peasant  it  also 
deceives  itself;  for  then  the  Church  is 
lost,  and  the  peasant  too,  unless  he  revolt 
against  it.  Unless  the  Church  works  the 
pretended  miracle-  painfully  against  the 
grain,  and  is  continually  urged  by  its  dis- 
like of  the  imposture  to  strive  to  make 
the  peasant  susceptible  to  the  true  reasons 
for  behaving  well,  the  Church  will  be- 
come an  instrument  of  his  corruption  and 
an  exploiter  of  his  ignorance,  and  will 
find  itself  launched  upon  that  persecution 
of  scientific  truth  of  which  all  priesthoods 
are  accused — and  none  with  more  justice 
than  the  scientific  priesthood. 

And  here  we  come  to  the  danger  that 
terrifies  so  many  of  us:  the  danger  of  hav- 
ing a  hygienic  orthodoxy  imposed  on  us. 
But  we  must  face  that:  in  such  crowded 
and  poverty  ridden  civilizations  as  ours 
any  orthodoxy  is  better  than  laisser-faire. 
If  our  population  ever  comes  to  consist 
exclusively  of  well-to-do,  highly  culti- 
vated, and  thoroughly  instructed  free 
persons  in  a  position  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves, no  doubt  they  will  make  short 
work  of  a  good  deal  of  official  regulation 
that  is  now  of  life-and-death  necessity  to 
us;  but  under  existing  circumstances,  I 
repeat,  almost  any  sort  of  attention  that 
democracy  will  stand  is  better  than  ne- 
glect. Attention  and  activity  lead  to  mis- 
takes as  well  as  to  successes;  but  a  life 
spent  in  making  mistakes  is  not  only  more 
honorable  but  more  useful  than  a  life 
spent  doing  nothing.  The  one  lesson  that 
comes  out  of  all  our  theorizing  and  experi- 
menting is  that  there  is  only  one  really 
scientific  progressive  method;  and  that  is 
the  method  of  trial  and  error.  If  you  come 
to  that,  what  is  laisser-faire  but  an  ortho- 
doxy? the  most  tyrannous  and  disastrous 
of  all  the  orthodoxies,  since  it  forbids  you 
even  to  learn. 
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Medical  theories  are  so  much  a  matter 
of  fashion,  and  the  most  fertile  of  them 
are  modified  so  rapidly  by  medical  prac- 
tice and  biological  research,  which  are 
international    activities,    that    the    play 
which  furnishes  the  pretext  for  this  pre- 
face is  already  slightly  outmoded,  though 
I  believe  it  may  be  taken  as  a  faithful  re- 
cord for  the  year  (1906)  in  which  it  was 
begun.  I  must  not  expose  any  professional 
man  to  ruin  by  connecting  his  name  with 
the  entire  freedom  of  criticism  which  I,  as 
a  layman,  enjoy;  but  it  will  be  evident  to 
all  experts  that  my  play  could  not  have 
been  written  but  for  the  work  done  by 
Sir  Almroth  Wright  in  the  theory  and 
practice  of  securing  immunization  from 
bacterial  diseases  by  the  inoculation  of 
"vaccines"  made  of  their  own  bacteria:  a 
practice  incorrectly  called  vaccinetherapy 
(there  is  nothing  vaccine  about  it)  ap- 
parently because  it  is  what  vaccination 
ought  to  be  and  is  not.  Until  Sir  Alm- 
roth Wright,  following  up  one  of  Metch- 
nikoff's  most  suggestive  biological  ro- 
mances, discovered  that  the  white  cor- 
puscles or  phagocytes  which  attack  and 
devour  disease  germs  for  us  do  their  work 
only  when  we  butter  the  disease  germs 
appetizingly   for   them  with   a   natural 
sauce  which  Sir  Almroth  named  opsonin, 
and  that  our  production  of  this  condi- 
ment continually  rises  and  falls  rhythmic- 
ally from  negligibility  to  the  highest  effi- 
ciency, nobody  had  been  able  even  to 
conjecture  why  the  various  serums  that 
were  from  time  to  time  introduced  as 
having  effected  marvellous  cures,  pre- 
sently made  such  direful  havoc  of  some 
unfortunate  patient  that  they  had  to  be 
dropped  hastily.  The  quantity  of  sturdy 
lying  that  was  necessary  to  save  the  credit 
of  inoculation  in  those  days  was  prodigi- 
ous; and  had  it  not  been  for  the  devotion 
shewn  by  the  military  authorities  through- 
out Europe,  who  would  order  the  entire 
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disappearance  of  some  disease  from  their 
armies,  and  bring  it  about  by  the  simple 
plan  of  changing  the  name  under  which 
the  cases  were  reported,  or  for  our  own 
Metropolitan  Asylums  Board,  which  care- 
fully suppressed  all  the  medical  reports 
that  revealed  the  sometimes  quite  appal- 
ling effects  of  epidemics  of  revaccination, 
there  is  no  saying  what  popular  reaction 
might  not  have  taken  place  against  the 
whole  immunization  movement  in  thera- 
peutics. 

The  situation  was  saved  when  Sir  Aim- 
roth  Wright  pointed  out  that  if  you  in- 
oculated a  patient  with  pathogenic  germs 
at  a  moment  when  his  powers  of  cooking 
them  for  consumption  by  the  phagocytes 
was  receding  to  its  lowest  point,  you 
would  certainly  make  him  a  good  deal 
worse  and  perhaps  kill  him,  whereas  if 
you  made  precisely  the  same  inoculation 
when  the  cooking  power  was  rising  to 
one  of  its  periodical  climaxes,  you  would 
stimulate  it  to  still  further  exertions  and 
produce  just  the  opposite  result.  And  he 
invented  a  technique  for  ascertaining  in 
which  phase  the  patient  happened  to  be 
at  any  given  moment.  The  dramatic  pos- 
sibilities of  this  discovery  and  invention 
will  be  found  in  my  play.  But  it  is  one 
thing  to  invent  a  technique:  it  is  quite 
another  to  persuade  the  medical  profes- 
sion to  acquire  it.  Our  general  practi- 
tioners, I  gather,  simply  declined  to  ac- 
quire it,  being  mostly  unable  to  afford 
either  the  acquisition  or  the  practice  of 
it  when  acquired.  Something  simple, 
cheap,  and  ready  at  all  times  for  all  comers, 
is,  as  I  have  shewn,  the  only  thing  that  is 
economically  possible  in  general  practice, 
whatever  may  be  the  case  in  Sir  Aim- 
roth's  famous  laboratory  in  St  Mary's 
Hospital.  It  would  have  become  neces- 
sary to  denounce  opsonin  in  the  trade 
papers  as  a  fad  and  Sir  Almroth  as  a  dan- 
gerous man  if  his  practice  in  the  labora- 
tory had  not  led  him  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  customary  inoculations  were  very 


much  too  powerful,  and  that  a  compara- 
tively infinitesimal  dose  would  not  pre- 
cipitate a  negative  phase  of  cooking  acti- 
vity, and  might  induce  a  positive  one. 
And  thus  it  happens  that  the  refusal  of 
our  general  practitioners  to  acquire  the 
new  technique  is  no  longer  quite  so  dan- 
gerous in  practice  as  it  was  when  The 
Doctor's  Dilemma  was  written:  nay,  that 
Sir  Ralph  Bloomfield  Bonington's  way  of 
administering  inoculations  as  if  they  were 
spoonfuls  of  squills  may  sometimes  work 
fairly  well.  For  all  that,  I  find  Sir  Almroth 
Wright,  on  the  23rd  May  1910,  warning 
the  Royal  Society  of  Medicine  that  "the 
clinician  has  not  yet  been  prevailed  upon 
to  reconsider  his  position/'  which  means 
that  the  general  practitioner  ("the  doctor," 
as  he  is  called  in  our  homes)  is  going  on 
just  as  he  did  before,  and  could  not  afford 
to  learn  or  practise  a  new  technique  even 
if  he  had  ever  heard  of  it.  To  the  patient 
who  does  not  know  about  it  he  will  say 
nothing.  To  the  patient  who  does,  he  will 
ridicule  it,  and  disparage  Sir  Almroth. 
What  else  can  he  do,  except  confess  his 
ignorance  and  starve? 

But  now  please  observe  how  "the 
whirligig  of  time  brings  its  revenges." 
This  latest  discovery  of  the  remedial 
virtue  of  a  very  very  tiny  hair  of  the  dog 
that  bit  you  reminds  us,  not  only  of 
Arndt's  law  of  protoplasmic  reaction  to 
stimuli,  according  to  which  weak  and 
strong  stimuli  provoke  opposite  reac- 
tions, but  of  Hahnemann's  homeopathy, 
which  was  founded  on  the  fact  alleged 
by  Hahnemann  that  drugs  which  produce 
certain  symptoms  when  taken  in  ordinary 
perceptible  quantities,  will,  when  taken 
in  infinitesimally  small  quantities,  pro- 
voke just  the  opposite  symptoms;  so  that 
the  drug  that  gives  you  a  headache  will 
also  cure  a  headache  if  you  take  little 
enough  of  it.  I  have  already  explained 
that  the  savage  opposition  which  homeo- 
pathy encountered  from  the  medical  pro- 
fession was  not  a  scientific  opposition; 
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for  nobody  seems  to  deny  that  some 
drugs  act  in  the  alleged  manner.  It  was 
opposed  simply  because  doctors  and  apo- 
thecaries lived  by  selling  bottles  and 
boxes  of  doctor's  stuff  to  be  taken  in 
spoonfuls  or  in  pellets  as  large  as  peas; 
and  people  would  not  pay  as  much  for 
drops  and  globules  no  bigger  than  pins' 
heads.  Nowadays,  however,  the  more 
cultivated  folk  are  beginning  to  be  so 
suspicious  of  drugs ,  and  the  incorrigibly 
superstitious  people  so  profusely  supplied 
with  patent  medicines  (the  medical  advice 
to  take  them  being  wrapped  round  the 
bottle  and  thrown  in  for  nothing)  that 
homeopathy  has  become  a  way  of  re- 
habilitating the  trade  of  prescription  com- 
pounding, and  is  consequently  coming 
into  professional  credit.  At  which  point 
the  theory  of  opsonins  comes  very  oppor- 
tunely to  shake  hands  with  it. 

Add  to  the  newly  triumphant  homeo- 
pathist  and  the  opsonist  that  other  re- 
markable innovator,  the  Swedish  mas- 
seur, who  does  not  theorize  about  you, 
but  probes  you  all  over  with  his  powerful 
thumbs  until  he  finds  out  your  sore  spots 
and  rubs  them  away,  besides  cheating 
you  into  a  little  wholesome  exercise;  and 
you  have  nearly  everything  in  medical 
practice  today  that  is  not  flat  witchcraft 
or  pure  commercial  exploitation  of  human 
credulity  and  fear  of  death.  Add  to  them 
a  good  deal  of  vegetarian  and  teetotal 
controversy  raging  round  a  clamor  for 
scientific  eating  and  drinking,  and  result- 
ing in  little  so  far  except  calling  diges- 
tion Metabolism  and  dividing  the  public 
between  the  eminent  doctor  who  tells  us 
that  we  do  not  eat  enough  fish,  and  his 
equally  eminent  colleague  who  warns  us 
that  a  fish  diet  must  end  in  leprosy,  and 
you  have  all  that  opposes  with  any  sort 
of  countenance  the  rise  of  Christian  Sci- 
ence with  its  cathedrals  and  congregations 
and  zealots  and  miracles  and  cures:  all 
very  silly,  no  doubt,  but  sane  and  sen- 
sible, poetic  and  hopeful,  compared  to  the 


pseudo  science  of  the  commercial  general 
practitioner,  who  foolishly  clamors  for 
the  prosecution  and  even  the  execution  of 
the  Christian  Scientists  when  their  patients 
die,  forgetting  the  long  deathroll  of  his 
own  patients. 

By  the  time  this  preface  is  in  print  the 
kaleidoscope  may  have  had  another  shake; 
and  opsonin  may  have  gone  the  way  of 
phlogiston  at  the  hands  of  its  own  rest- 
less discoverer.  I  will  not  say  that  Hahne- 
mann  may  have  gone  the  way  of  Dia- 
foirus;  for  Diafoirus  we  have  always  with 
us.  But  we  shall  still  pickup  all  our  know- 
ledge in  pursuit  of  some  Will  o'  the  Wisp 
or  other.  What  is  called  science  has  al- 
ways pursued  the  Elixir  of  Life  and  the 
Philosopher's  Stone,  and  is  just  as  busy 
after  them  today  as  ever  it  was  in  the  days 
of  Paracelsus.  We  call  them  by  different 
names:  Immunization  or  radiotherapy  or 
what  not;  but  the  dreams  which  lure  us 
into  the  adventures  from  which  we  learn 
are  always  at  bottom  the  same.  Science 
becomes  dangerous  only  when  it  imagines 
that  it  has  reached  its  goal.  What  is  wrong 
with  priests  and  popes  is  that  instead  of 
being  apostles  and  saints,  they  are  nothing 
but  empirics  who  say  "I  know"  instead  of 
"I  am  learning,"  and  pray  for  credulity 
and  inertia  as  wise  men  pray  for  scepti- 
cism and  activity.  Such  abominations  as 
the  Inquisition  and  the  Vaccination  Acts 
are  possible  only  in  the  famine  years  of 
the  soul,  when  the  great  vital  dogmas  of 
honor,  liberty,  courage,  the  kinship  of  all 
life,  faith  that  the  unknown  is  greater  than 
the  known  and  is  only  the  As  Yet  Un- 
known, and  resolution  to  find  a  manly 
highway  to  it,  have  been  forgotten  in  a 
paroxysm  of  littleness  and  terror  in  which 
nothing  is  active  except  concupiscence 
and  the  fear  of  death,  playing  on  which 
any  trader  can  filch  a  fortune,  any  black- 
guard gratify  his  cruelty,  and  any  tyrant 
make  us  his  slaves. 

Lest  this  should  seem  too  rhetorical  a 
conclusion  for  our  professional  men  of 
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science,  who  are  mostly  trained  not  to 
believe  anything  unless  it  is  worded  in 
the  jargon  of  those  writers  who,  because 
they  never  really  understand  what  they 
are  trying  to  say,  cannot  find  familiar 
words  for  it,  and  are  therefore  compelled 
to  invent  a  new  language  of  nonsense  for 
every  book  they  write,  let  me  sum  up 
my  conclusions  as  dryly  as  is  consistent 
with  accurate  thought  and  live  convic- 
tion. 

1.  Nothing  is  more  dangerous  than  a 
poor  doctor:  not  even  a  poor  employer  or 
a  poor  landlord. 

2.  Of  all  the  anti-social  vested  inter- 
ests the  worst  is  the  vested  interest  in 
ill-health. 

3.  Remember  that  an  illness  is  a  mis- 
demeanor; and  treat  the  doctor  as  an  ac- 
cessory unless  he  notifies  every  case  to 
the  Public  Health  Authority. 

4.  Treat  every  death  as  a  possible  and, 
under  our  present  system,  a  probable 
murder,  by  making  it  the  subject  of  a 
reasonably  conducted  inquest;  and  exe- 
cute the  doctor,  if  necessary,  as  a  doctor, 
by  striking  him  off  the  register. 

5.  Make  up  your  mind  how  many 
doctors  the  community  needs  to  keep  it 
well.  Do  not  register  more  or  less  than 
this  number;  and  let  registration  con- 
stitute the  doctor  a  civil  servant  with  a 
dignified  living  wage  paid  out  of  public 
funds. 

6.  Municipalize  Harley  Street. 

7.  Treat  the  private  operator  exactly  as 
you  would  treat  a  private  executioner. 

8.  Treat  persons  who  profess  to  be 
able  to  cure  disease  as  you  treat  fortune 
tellers. 

9.  Keep  the  public  carefully  informed, 
by  special  statistics  and  announcements 
of  individual  cases,  of  all  illnesses  of 
doctors  or  in  their  families. 

10.  Make  it  compulsory  for  a  doctor 
using  a  brass  plate  to  have  inscribed  on  it, 
in  addition  to  the  letters  indicating  his 
qualifications,  the  words  "Remember  that 


I  too  am  mortal." 

n.  In  legislation  and  social  organiza- 
tion, proceed  on  the  principle  that  in- 
valids, meaning  persons  who  cannot  keep 
themselves  alive  by  their  own  activities, 
cannot,  beyond  reason,  expect  to  be  kept 
alive  by  the  activity  of  others.  There  is  a 
point  at  which  the  most  energetic  police- 
man or  doctor,  when  called  upon  to  deal 
with  an  apparently  drowned  person,  gives 
up  artificial  respiration,  although  it  is 
never  possible  to  declare  with  certainty, 
at  any  point  short  of  decomposition,  that 
another  five  minutes  of  the  exercise  would 
not  effect  resuscitation.  The  theory  that 
every  individual  alive  is  of  infinite  value 
is  legislatively  impracticable.  No  doubt 
the  higher  the  life  we  secure  to  the  in- 
dividual by  wise  social  organization,  the 
greater  his  value  is  to  the  community, 
and  the  more  pains  we  shall  take  to  pull 
him  through  any  temporary  danger  or 
disablement.  But  the  man  who  costs  more 
than  he  is  worth  is  doomed  by  sound 
hygiene  as  inexorably  as  by  sound  eco- 
nomics. 

12.  Do  not  try  to  live  for  ever.  You 
will  not  succeed. 

13.  Use  your  health,  even  to  the  point 
of  wearing  it  out.  That  is  what  it  is  for. 
Spend  all  you  have  before  you  die;  and 
do  not  outlive  yourself. 

14.  Take  the  utmost  care  to  get  well 
born  and  well  brought  up.  This  means 
that  your  mother  must  have  a  good 
doctor.  Be  careful  to  go  to  a  school  where 
there  is  what  they  call  a  school  clinic, 
where  your  nutrition  and  teeth  and  eye- 
sight and  other  matters  of  importance  to 
you  will  be  attended  to.  Be  particularly 
careful  to  have  all  this  done  at  the  expense 
of  the  nation,  as  otherwise  it  will  not  be 
done  at  all,  the  chances  being  about  forty 
to  one  against  your  being  able  to  pay  for 
it  directly  yourself,  even  if  you  know  how 
to  set  about  it.  Otherwise  you  will  be 
what  most  people  are  at  present:  an  un- 
sound citizen  of  an  unsound  nation,  with- 
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out  sense  enough  to  be  ashamed  or  un- 
happy about  it. 

1911. 

POSTSCRIPT  1930.  During  the  year 
which  have  elapsed  since  the  foregoing 
preface  was  penned,  the  need  for  bring- 
ing the  medical  profession  under  re- 
sponsible and  effective  public  control  has 
become  constantly  more  pressing  as  the 
inevitable  collisions  between  the  march  of 
discovery  in  therapeutic  science  and  the 
reactionary  obsolescence  of  the  General 
Medical  Council  have  become  more  fre- 
quent and  sensational.  A  later  volume  in 
the  present  edition  of  my  works  deals 
with  this  development. 

POSTSCRIPT  1933.  The  condition  of  the 
medical  profession  is  now  so  scandalous 
that  unregistered  practitioners  obtain 


higher  fees  and  are  more  popular  with 
educated  patients  than  registered  ones.  I 
have  dealt  with  this  fully  in  my  volume 
entitled  Doctors'  Delusions;  but  I  may 
mention  here  that  my  demand  for  lay 
representation  on  the  General  Medical 
Council  at  last  moved  the  Government  to 
impose  one  of  their  best  men,  Sir  Edward 
Hilton  Young,  on  that  body.  But  as  it 
immediately  imposed  on  him  several  other 
whole-time  jobs,  culminating  in  the  over- 
whelming business  of  Slum  Clearance,  it 
was  evident  that  no  serious  importance 
was  attached  to  his  appointment.  Until 
the  General  Medical  Council  is  composed 
of  hardworking  representatives  of  the 
suffering  public,  with  doctors  who  live 
by  private  practice  rigidly  excluded  ex- 
cept as  assessors,  we  shall  still  be  deci- 
mated by  the  vested  interest  of  the  private 
side  of  the  profession  in  disease. 


XI 

HOW  HE  LIED  TO  HER  HUSBAND 

1904 


Like  many  other  works  of  mine,  this 
playlet  is  apiece  d*  occasion.  In  1904  it  hap- 
pened that  the  late  Arnold  Daly,  who 
was  then  playing  the  part  of  Napoleon  in 
The  Man  of  Destiny  in  New  York,  found 
that  whilst  the  play  was  too  long  to  take 
a  secondary  place  in  the  evening's  per- 
formance, it  was  too  short  to  suffice  by 
itself.  I  therefore  took  advantage  of  four 
days  continuous  rain  during  a  holiday  in 
the  north  of  Scotland  to  write  How  He 
Lied  To  Her  Husband  for  Daly.  In  his 
hands,  it  served  its  turn  very  effectively. 

Trifling  as  it  is,  I  print  it  as  a  sample  of 


what  can  be  done  with  even  the  most 
hackneyed  stage  framework  by  filling  it 
in  with  an  observed  touch  of  actual 
humanity  instead  of  with  doctrinaire 
romanticism.  Nothing  in  the  theatre  is 
staler  than  the  situation  of  husband,  wire, 
and  lover,  or  the  fun  of  knockabout  farce. 
I  have  taken  both,  and  got  an  original 
play  out  of  them,  as  anybody  else  can  if 
only  he  will  look  about  him  for  his 
material  instead  of  plagiarizing  Othello 
and  the  thousand  plays  that  have  pro- 
ceeded on  Othello's  romantic  assump- 
tions and  false  point  of  honor. 
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XII 

IMPRISONMENT  (ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT, 
BY  SIDNEY  AND  BEATRICE  WEBB) 

DEC.-JAN.  1921-22 


FOREWORD 

When  I  was  a  boy  in  my  teens  in  Dub- 
lin I  was  asked  by  an  acquaintance  of 
mine  who  was  clerk  to  a  Crown  Solicitor, 
and  had  business  in  prisons,  whether  I 
would  like  to  go  through  Mount  joy 
Prison,  much  as  he  might  have  asked  me 
whether  I  would  like  to  go  through  the 
Mint,  or  the  cellars  at  the  docks.  I  ac- 
cepted the  invitation  with  my  head  full  of 
dungeons  and  chains  and  straw  pallets 
and  stage  gaolers:  in  short,  of  the  last 
acts  of  II  Trovatore  and  Gounod's  Faust, 
and  of  the  Tower  of  London  in  Richard 
III.  I  expected  the  warders  to  look  like 
murderers,  and  the  murderers  like  heroes. 
At  least  I  suppose  I  did,  because  what 
struck  me  most  was  that  the  place  was  as 
bright  and  clean  as  whitewash  and  scrub- 
bing and  polish  could  make  it,  with  all  the 
warders  looking  thoroughly  respectable, 
and  all  the  prisoners  ruffianly  and  degen- 
erate, except  one  tall  delicate  figure  tramp- 
ing round  in  the  exercise  ring,  a  Lifer  by 
the  color  of  his  cap,  who  had  chopped 
up  his  family  with  a  hatchet,  and  been 
recommended  to  mercy  on  account  of 
his  youth.  I  thought,  and  still  think, 
imprisonment  for  life  a  curious  sort  of 
mercy.  My  main  impression  of  the  others, 
and  the  one  that  has  stuck  longest  and 
hardest,  was  that  as  it  was  evidently  im- 
possible to  reform  such  men,  it  was  use- 
less to  torture  them,  and  dangerous  to 
release  them. 

I  have  never  been  imprisoned  myself; 
but  in  my  first  years  as  a  public  speaker  I 
had  to  volunteer  for  prison  martyrdom  in 
two  Free  Speech  conflicts  with  the  police. 
As  my  luck  would  have  it,  on  the  first  oc- 


casion  the  police  capitulated  on  the  eve  of 
the  day  on  which  I  had  undertaken  to  ad- 
dress a  prohibited  meeting  and  refuse  to 
pay  a  fine;  and  on  the  second  a  rival  poli- 
tical organization  put  up  a  rival  martyr, 
and,  on  a  division,  carried  his  election 
over  my  head,  to  my  great  relief.  These 
incidents  are  not  very  impressive  now; 
but  the  fact  that  my  acquaintance  with 
the  subject  of  the  following  essay  began 
with  the  sight  of  an  actual  prison,  and 
that  twice  afterwards  I  was  for  a  week  or 
so  firmly  convinced  that  I  was  about  to 
spend  at  least  a  fortnight  and  possibly  a 
month  in  the  cells,  gave  me  an  interest  in 
the  subject  less  perfunctory  than  that  of 
the  ordinary  citizen  to  whom  prison  is 
only  a  reference  in  the  police  news,  de- 
noting simply  a  place  where  dishonest 
and  violent  people  are  very  properly 
locked  up. 

This  comfortable  ignorance,  by  the 
way,  is  quite  commonly  shared  by  judges. 
A  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England,  grieved 
at  hearing  from  a  lady  of  social  import- 
ance that  her  son  had  been  sent  to  prison 
as  a  Conscientious  Objector,  told  her 
that  he  hoped  she  would  get  to  see  him 
often,  and  keep  up  his  spirits  with  fre- 
quent letters,  and  send  him  in  nice  things 
to  eat.  He  was  amazed  to  learn  from  her 
that  he  might  just  as  well  have  suggested 
a  motor  ride  every  afternoon  and  a  visit 
to  the  opera  in  the  evening.  He  had  been 
sentencing  people  all  through  his  judicial 
career  to  terms  of  imprisonment,  some  of 
them  for  life,  without  knowing  that  it 
meant  anything  more  than  being  con- 
fined to  the  house  and  wearing  a  dress 
with  broad  arrows  all  over  it.  No  doubt 
he  thought,  quite  rightly,  that  such  con- 
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finement  was  bad  enough  for  anybody, 
however  wicked. 

I  had  no  such  illusions  about  prison  life. 
My  political  activities  often  brought  me 
into  contact  with  men  of  high  character 
and  ability  who  had  been  victims  of 
modern  forms  of  persecution  under  the 
very  elastic  headings  of  treason,  sedition, 
obstruction,  blasphemy,  offences  against 
press  laws,  and  so  forth.  I  knew  that  Karl 
Marx  had  declared  that  British  prisons 
were  the  cruellest  in  the  world;  and  I 
thought  it  quite  probable  that  he  was 
right.  I  knew  Prince  Peter  Kropotkin, 
who,  after  personal  experience  of  the 
most  villainous  convict  prisons  in  Siberia 
and  the  best  model  prison  in  France,  said 
that  they  were  both  so  bad  that  the  differ- 
ence was  not  worth  talking  about.  What 
with  European  "politicals"  and  amnes- 
tied Irish  Fenians,  those  who,  like  myself, 
were  in  the  way  of  meeting  such  people 
could  hardly  feel  easy  in  their  consciences 
about  the  established  methods  of  handling 
criminals. 

Also  I  was  in  occasional  touch  with 
certain  efforts  made  by  the  now  extinct 
Humanitarian  League,  and  by  a  little 
Society  called  the  Police  and  Public  Vigil- 
ance Society,  to  call  attention  to  the 
grievances  of  prisoners.  The  League  dealt 
with  punishments:  the  Society,  which  was 
really  an  agitation  conducted  by  one  de- 
voted man  with  very  slender  means,  the 
late  James  Timewell,  tried  to  obtain  re- 
dress for  people  who  alleged  that  they 
had  been  the  victims  of  petty  frame-ups 
by  the  police.  But  the  witnesses  on  whose 
testimony  these  two  bodies  had  to  pro- 
ceed were  mostly  either  helpless  creatures 
who  could  not  tell  the  truth  or  scoundrels 
who  would  not  tell  it.  The  helpless  crea- 
tures told  you  what  they  wanted  to  believe 
themselves:  the  scoundrels  told  you  what 
they  wanted  you  to  believe. 

Anyone  who  has  tried  to  find  out  what 
war  is  like  from  our  demobilized  soldiers 
will  understand.  Their  consciousness  is 


limited  and  utterly  uncritical;  their  mem- 
ory is  inaccurate  and  confused;  their 
judgment  is  perverted  by  personal  dis- 
likes and  vanities;  and  as  to  reflection, 
reason,  self-criticism,  and  the  rest  of  the 
intellectual  counterchecks,  they  have  no 
more  of  them  than  a  mouse  has  of  mathe- 
matics. If  this  is  the  case  with  normal  men 
like  soldiers,  even  less  is  to  be  expected 
from  subnormal  men  like  criminals. 
Neither  the  Humanitarian  League  nor 
Mr  Timewell  could  rouse  general  public 
compunction  with  such  testimony,  or 
attract  special  subscriptions  enough  to 
enable  them  to  conduct  a  serious  investi- 
gation. And  John  Galsworthy  had  not 
then  arisen  to  smite  our  consciences  with 
such  plays  as  The  Silver  Box  and  Justice. 
This  situation  was  changed  by  the  agi- 
tation for  Votes  for  Women  and  the  sub- 
sequent war  of  1914-18,  both  of  which 
threw  into  prison  an  unprecedented  num- 
ber of  educated,  critical,  public-spirited, 
conscientious  men  and  women  who 
under  ordinary  circumstances  would  have 
learnt  no  more  about  prisons  than  larks 
learn  about  coal  mines.  They  came  out 
of  prison  unembittered  by  their  personal 
sufferings:  their  grievance  was  the  public 
grievance  of  the  whole  prison  system  and 
its  intense  irreligiousness.  In  prison  they 
had  been  capable  of  observing  critically 
what  they  saw;  and  out  of  prison  they 
were  able  to  describe  it.  The  official  white- 
wash of  the  Prison  Commissioners  could 
not  impose  on  them.  They  and  their 
friends  had  money  enough  to  take  an 
office  and  engage  a  secretarial  staff,  be- 
sides supplying  some  voluntary  educated 
labor.  They  formed  a  committee  with 
Lord  Olivier  as  chairman,  which  investi- 
gated the  condition  of  English  prisons 
and  incidentally  read  some  interesting  re- 
ports of  American  ones.  Eventually  they 
issued  their  report  as  a  volume  entitled 
English  Prisons  Today,  edited  by  Stephen 
Hobhouse  and  Fenner  Brockway,  who 
had  both  been  in  prison  during  the  war. 
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I  was  a  member  of  that  committee;  and 
the  essay  which  follows  was  written  as  a 
preface  to  the  report.  But  I  did  not  find  it 
possiole  to  keep  a  thorough  sifting  of  the 
subject  within  the  limits  of  the  sixth  com- 
mandment, on  which  Mr  Hobhouse  took 
an  uncompromising  stand.  Fortunately 
mv  friends  Sidney  and  Beatrice  Webb 
were  just  then  reinforcing  the  work  of 
the  committee  by  issuing  the  volume 
of  their  monumental  history  of  English 
Local  Government  which  deals  with 
prisons.  By  transferring  my  preface  to 
their  book  I  was  able  to  secure  the  in- 
tended publicity  for  it,  and  to  please 
everybody  concerned,  myself  included. 

I  give  this  history  of  the  essay  lest  it 
should  be  taken  as  a  fanciful  exercise  by  a 
literary  man  making  up  the  subject  out  of 
his  own  head.  I  have  not  made  a  parade 
of  facts  and  figures  because  my  business 
is  to  change  the  vindictive  attitude  to- 
wards criminals  which  has  made  the  facts 
possible;  but  I  know  the  facts  better,  ap- 
parently, than  the  Prison  Commissioners, 
and  relevant  figures  quite  as  well. 

However,  the  matter  did  not  stop  with 
the  issue  of  Mr  and  Mrs  Webb's  Prisons 
Under  Local  Government.  That  work, 
though  read  throughout  the  civilized 
world  by  serious  students  of  political 
science,  has  a  specialized  circulation.  For- 
tunately, my  preface  to  it  attracted  the 
attention  of  the  Department  of  Christian 
Social  Service  of  the  National  Council  of 
the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  the 
United  States.  That  body  put  it  into 
general  circulation  in  America. 

[It  now  appears  among  my  own  works 
for  the  first  time  in  the  British  Isles,  1931.] 

G.  B.  S. 
Madeira,  January  1925. 


THE    SPIRIT    IN   WHICH   TO    READ   THIS 
ESSAY 

Imprisonment  as  it  exists  today  is  a 
worse  crime  than  any  of  those  committed 


by  its  victims;  for  no  single  criminal  can 
be  as  powerful  for  evil,  or  as  unrestrained 
in  its  exercise,  as  an  organized  nation. 
Therefore,  if  any  person  is  addressing 
himself  to  the  perusal  of  this  dreadful 
subject  in  the  spirit  of  a  philanthropist 
bent  on  reforming  a  necessary  and  bene- 
ficent public  institution,  I  beg  him  to  put 
it  down  and  go  about  some  other  busi- 
ness. It  is  just  such  reformers  who  have 
in  the  past  made  the  neglect,  oppression, 
corruption,  and  physical  torture  of  the 
old  common  gaol  the  pretext  for  trans- 
forming it  into  that  diabolical  den  of 
torment,  mischief,  and  damnation,  the 
modern  model  prison. 

If,  on  the  contrary,  the  reader  comes 
as  a  repentant  sinner,  let  him  read  on. 

THE  OBSTACLE  OF  VINDICTIVENESS 

The  difficulty  in  finding  repentant 
sinners  when  this  crime  is  in  question  has 
two  roots.  The  first  is  that  we  are  all 
brought  up  to  believe  that  we  may  inflict 
injuries  on  anyone  against  whom  we  can 
make  out  a  case  of  moral  inferiority.  We 
have  this  thrashed  into  us  in  our  child- 
hood by  the  infliction  on  ourselves  of 
such  injuries  by  our  parents  and  teachers, 
or  indeed  by  any  elder  who  happens  to  be 
in  charge  of  us.  The  second  is  that  we  are 
all  now  brought  up  to  believe,  not  that 
the  king  can  do  no  wrong,  because  kings 
have  been  unable  to  keep  up  that  pre- 
tence, but  that  Society  can  do  no  wrong. 
Now  not  only  does  Society  commit  more 
frightful  crimes  than  any  individual,  king 
or  commoner:  it  legalizes  its  crimes,  and 
forges  certificates  of  righteousness  for 
them,  besides  torturing  anyone  who  dares 
expose  their  true  character.  A  society  like 
ours,  which  will,  without  remorse,  ruin  a 
boy  body  and  soul  for  life  for  trying  to 
sell  newspapers  in  a  railway  station,  is 
not  likely  to  be  very  tender  to  people 
who  venture  to  tell  it  that  its  laws  would 
shock  the  Prince  of  Darkness  himself  if 
he  had  not  been  taught  from  his  earliest 


286 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


childhood  to  respect  as  well  as  fear  them. 
Consequently  we  have  a  desperately 
sophisticated  public,  as  well  as  a  quite 
frankly  vindictive  one.  Judges  spend 
their  lives  consigning  their  fellow-crea- 
ture? to  prison;  and  when  some  whisper 
reaches  them  that  prisons  are  horribly 
cruel  and  destructive  places,  and  that  no 
creature  fit  to  live  should  be  sent  there, 
they  only  remark  calmly  that  prisons  are 
not  meant  to  be  comfortable,  which  is  no 
doubt  the  consideration  that  reconciled 
Pontius  Pilate  to  the  practice  of  cruci- 
fixion. 

THE  OBSTACLE  OF  STUPIDITY 

Another  difficulty  is  the  sort  of  stupid- 
ity that  comes  from  lack  of  imagination. 
When  I  tell  people  that  I  have  seen  with 
these  eyes  a  man  (no  less  a  man  than 
Richard  Wagner,  by  the  way)  who  once 
met  a  crowd  going  to  see  a  soldier  broken 
on  the  wheel  by  the  crueller  of  the  two 
legalized  methods  of  carrying  out  that 
hideous  sentence,  they  shudder,  and  are 
amazed  to  hear  that  what  they  call  medi- 
eval torture  was  used  in  civilized  Europe 
so  recently.  They  forget  that  the  punish- 
ment of  half-hanging,  unmentionably 
mutilating,  beheading,  and  quartering, 
was  on  the  British  statute  book  within 
my  own  memory.  The  same  people  will 
read  of  a  burglar  being  sentenced  to  ten 
years'  penal  servitude  without  turning  a 
hair.  They  are  like  Ibsen's  Peer  Gynt, 
who  was  greatly  reassured  when  he  was 
told  that  the  pains  of  hell  are  mental:  he 
thought  they  cannot  be  so  very  bad  if 
there  is  no  actual  burning  brimstone. 
When  such  people  are  terrified  by  an  out- 
burst of  robbery  with  violence,  or  Sad- 
istically excited  by  reports  of  the  White 
Slave  traffic,  they  clamor  to  have  sen- 
tences of  two  years'  hard  labor  supple- 
mented by  a  flogging,  which  is  a  joke 
by  comparison.  They  will  try  to  lynch 
a  criminal  who  illtreats  a  child  in  some 
sensationally  cruel  manner;  but  on  the 


most  trifling  provocation  they  will  inflict 
on  the  child  the  prison  demoralization  and 
the  prison  stigma  which  condemn  it  for 
the  rest  of  its  life  to  crime  as  the  only 
employment  open  to  a  prison  child.  The 
public  conscience  would  be  far  more 
active  if  the  punishment  of  imprisonment 
were  abolished,  and  we  went  back  to  the 
rack,  the  stake,  the  pillory,  and  the  lash 
at  the  cart's  tail. 

BLOOD  SPORTS  DISGUISED  AS  PUNISHMENT 
ARE  LESS  CRUEL  THAN  IMPRISONMENT 
BUT  MORE  DEMORALIZING  TO  THE 
PUBLIC 

The  objection  to  retrogression  is  not 
that  such  punishments  are  more  cruel 
than  imprisonment.  They  are  less  cruel, 
and  far  less  permanently  injurious.  The 
decisive  objection  to  them  is  that  they  are 
sports  in  disguise.  The  pleasure  to  the 
spectators,  and  not  the  pain  to  the  crim- 
inal, condemns  them.  People  will  go  to 
see  Titus  Gates  flogged  or  Joan  of  Arc 
burnt  with  equal  zest  as  an  entertainment. 
They  will  pay  high  prices  for  a  good 
view.  They  will  reluctantly  admit  that 
they  must  not  torture  one  another  as  long 
as  certain  rules  are  observed;  but  they 
will  hail  a  breach  of  the  rules  with  delight 
as  an  excuse  for  a  bout  of  cruelty.  Yet 
they  can  be  shamed  at  last  into  recogniz- 
ing that  such  exhibitions  are  degrading 
and  demoralizing;  that  the  executioner  is 
a  wretch  whose  hand  no  decent  person 
cares  to  take;  and  that  the  enjoyment  of 
the  spectators  is  fiendish.  We  have  then 
to  find  some  form  of  torment  which  can 
give  no  sensual  satisfaction  to  the  tor- 
mentor, and  which  is  hidden  from  public 
view.  That  is  how  imprisonment,  being 
just  such  a  torment,  became  the  normal 
penalty.  The  fact  that  it  may  be  worse  for 
the  criminal  is  not  taken  into  account. 
The  public  is  seeking  its  own  salvation, 
not  that  of  the  lawbreaker.  For  him  it 
would  be  far  better  to  suffer  in  the  public 
eye;  for  among  the  crowd  of  sightseers 
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there  might  be  a  Victor  Hugo  or  a  Dick- 
ens, able  and  willing  to  make  the  sight- 
seers think  of  what  they  are  doing  and 
ashamed  of  it.  The  prisoner  has  no  such 
chance.  He  envies  the  unfortunate  animals 
in  the  Zoo,  watched  daily  by  thousands  of 
disinterested  observers  who  never  try  to 
convert  a  tiger  into  a  Quaker  by  solitary 
confinement,  and  would  set  up  a  resound- 
ing agitation  in  the  papers  if  even  the 
most  ferocious  maneater  were  made  to 
suffer  what  the  most  docile  convict  suffers. 
Not  only  has  the  convict  no  such  protec- 
tion: the  secrecy  of  his  prison  makes  it 
hard  to  convince  the  public  that  he  is 
suffering  at  all. 

HOW   WE   ALL    BECOME    INURED    TO 
IMPRISONMENT 

There  is  another  reason  for  this  in- 
credulity. The  vast  majority  of  our  city 
populations  are  inured  to  imprisonment 
from  their  childhood.  The  school  is  a 
prison.  The  office  and  the  factory  are 
prisons.  The  home  is  a  prison.  To  the 
young  who  have  the  misfortune  to  be 
what  is  called  well  brought  up  it  is  some- 
times a  prison  of  inhuman  severity.  The 
children  of  John  Howard,  as  far  as  their 
liberty  was  concerned,  were  treated  very 
much  as  he  insisted  criminals  should  be 
treated,  with  the  result  that  his  children 
were  morally  disabled,  like  criminals.  This 
imprisonment  in  the  home,  the  school, 
the  office,  and  the  factory  is  kept  up  by 
browbeating,  scolding,  bullying,  punish- 
ing, disbelief  of  the  prisoner's  statements 
and  acceptance  of  those  of  the  official, 
essentially  as  in  a  criminal  prison.  The 
freedom  given  by  the  adult's  right  to 
walk  out  of  his  prison  is  only  a  freedom 
to  go  into  another  or  starve:  he  can  choose 
the  prison  where  he  is  best  treated:  that  is 
all.  On  the  other  hand,  the  imprisoned 
criminal  is  free  from  care  as  to  his  board, 
lodging,  and  clothing:  he  pays  no  taxes, 
and  has  no  responsibilities.  Nobody  ex- 
pects him  to  work  as  an  unconvicted  man 


must  work  if  he  is  to  keep  his  job:  nobody 
expects  him  to  do  his  work  well,  or  cares 
twopence  whether  it  is  well  done  or  not. 
Under  such  circumstances  it  is  very 
hard  to  convince  the  ordinary  citizen  that 
the  criminal  is  not  better  off  than  he  de- 
serves to  be,  and  indeed  on  the  verge 
of  being  positively  pampered.  Judges, 
magistrates,  and  Home  Secretaries  are  so 
commonly  under  the  same  delusion  that 
people  who  have  ascertained  the  truth 
about  prisons  have  been  driven  to  declare 
that  the  most  urgent  necessity  of  the 
situation  is  that  every  judge,  magistrate, 
and  Home  Secretary  should  serve  a  six 
months'  sentence  incognito;  so  that  when 
he  is  dealing  out  and  enforcing  sentences 
he  should  at  least  know  what  he  is  doing. 

COMPETITION   IN   EVIL   BETWEEN   PRISON 
AND    SLUM 

When  we  get  down  to  the  poorest  and 
most  oppressed  of  our  population  we  find 
the  conditions  of  their  life  so  wretched 
that  it  would  be  impossible  to  conduct  a 
prison  humanely  without  making  the  lot 
of  the  criminal  more  eligible  than  that  of 
many  free  citizens.  If  the  prison  does  not 
underbid  the  slum  in  human  misery,  the 
slum  will  empty  and  the  prison  will  fill. 
This  does  in  fact  take  place  to  a  small 
extent  at  present,  because  slum  life  at  its 
worst  is  so  atrocious  that  its  victims, 
when  they  are  intelligent  enough  to  study 
alternatives  instead  of  taking  their  lot 
blindly,  conclude  that  prison  is  the  most 
comfortable  place  to  spend  the  winter  in, 
and  qualify  themselves  accordingly  by 
committing  an  offence  for  which  they 
will  get  six  months.  But  this  considera- 
tion affects  only  those  people  whose  con- 
dition is  not  defended  by  any  responsible 
publicist:  the  remedy  is  admittedly  not 
to  make  the  prison  worse  but  the  slum 
better.  Unfortunately  the  admitted  claims 
of  the  poor  on  life  are  pitifully  modest. 
The  moment  the  treatment  of  the  criminal 
is  decent  and  merciful  enough  to  give  him 
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a  chance  of  moral  recovery,  or,  in  incor- 
rigible cases,  to  avoid  making  bad  worse, 
the  official  descriptions  of  his  lot  become 
so  rosy  that  a  clamor  arises  against  thieves 
and  murderers  being  better  off  than 
honest  and  kindly  men;  for  the  official 
reports  tell  us  only  of  the  care  that  is 
taken  of  the  prisoner  and  the  advantages 
he  enjoys,  or  can  earn  by  good  conduct, 
never  of  his  sufferings;  and  the  public  is 
not  imaginative  or  thoughtful  enough  to 
supply  the  deficiency. 

What  sane  man,  I  ask  the  clamorers, 
would  accept  an  offer  of  free  board,  lodg- 
ing, clothing,  waiters  in  attendance  at 
a  touch  of  the  bell,  medical  treatment, 
spiritual  advice,  scientific  ventilation  and 
sanitation,  technical  instruction,  liberal 
education,  and  the  use  of  a  carefully 
selected  library,  with  regular  exercise 
daily  and  sacred  music  at  frequent  inter- 
vals, even  at  the  very  best  of  the  Ritz 
Hotels,  if  the  conditions  were  that  he 
should  never  leave  the  hotel,  never  speak, 
never  sing,  never  laugh,  never  see  a  news- 
paper, and  write  only  one  sternly  cen- 
sored letter  and  have  one  miserable  inter- 
view at  long  intervals  through  the  bars  of 
a  cage  under  the  eye  of  a  warder?  And 
when  the  prison  is  not  the  Ritz  Hotel, 
when  the  lodging,  the  food,  the  bed,  are 
all  deliberately  made  so  uncomfortable  as 
to  be  instruments  of  torture,  when  the 
clothes  are  rags  promiscuously  worn  by 
all  your  fellow-prisoners  in  turn  with 
yourself,  when  the  exercise  is  that  of  a 
turnspit,  when  the  ventilation  and  sanita- 
tion are  noisome,  when  the  instruction  is 
a  sham,  the  education  a  fraud,  when  the 
doctor  is  a  bully  to  whom  your  ailments 
are  all  malingerings,  and  the  chaplain  a 
moral  snob  with  no  time  for  anything 
but  the  distribution  of  unreadable  books, 
when  the  waiters  are  bound  by  penalties 
not  to  speak  to  you  except  to  give  you  an 
order  or  a  rebuke,  and  then  to  address  you 
as  you  would  not  dream  of  addressing 
your  dog,  when  the  manager  holds  over 


your  head  a  continual  threat  of  starvation 
and  confinement  in  a  punishment  cell  (as 
if  your  own  cell  were  not  punishment 
enough),  then  what  man  in  his  senses 
would  voluntarily  exchange  even  the 
most  harassed  freedom  for  such  a  life, 
much  less  wallow  luxuriously  in  it,  as  the 
Punch  burglar  always  does  on  paper  the 
moment  anyone  suggests  the  slightest 
alleviation  of  the  pains  of  imprisonment? 

GIVING    THEM   HELL 

Yet  people  cannot  be  brought  to  see 
this.  They  ask,  first,  what  right  the  con- 
vict has  to  complain  when  he  has  brought 
it  on  himself  by  his  own  misconduct,  and 
second,  what  he  has  to  complain  of.  You 
reply  that  his  grievances  are  silence,  soli- 
tude, idleness,  waste  of  time,  and  irre- 
sponsibility. The  retort  is,  "Why  call 
that  torture,  as  if  it  were  boiling  oil  or  red 
hot  irons  or  something  like  that?  Why, 
I  have  taken  a  cottage  in  the  country  for 
the  sake  of  silence  and  solitude;  and  I 
should  be  only  too  glad  to  get  rid  of  my 
responsibilities  and  waste  my  time  in  idle- 
ness like  a  real  gentleman.  A  jolly  sight 
too  well  off,  the  fellows  are.  I  should 
give  them  hell." 

Thus  imprisonment  is  at  once  the  most 
cruel  of  punishments  and  the  one  that 
those  who  inflict  it  without  having  ever 
experienced  it  cannot  believe  to  be  cruel. 
A  country  gentleman  with  a  big  hunting 
stable  will  indignantly  discharge  a  groom 
and  refuse  him  a  reference  for  cruelly 
thrashing  a  horse.  But  it  never  occurs  to 
him  that  his  stables  are  horse  prisons,  and 
the  stall  a  cell  in  which  it  is  quite  un- 
natural for  the  horse  to  be  immured.  In 
my  youth  I  saw  the  great  Italian  actress 
Ristori  play  Mary  Stuart;  and  nothing  in 
her  performance  remains  more  vividly 
with  me  than  her  representation  of  the 
relief  of  Mary  at  finding  herself  in  the 
open  air  after  months  of  imprisonment. 
When  I  first  saw  a  stud  of  hunters  turned 
out  to  grass,  they  reminded  me  so  strongly 
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of  Ristori  that  I  at  once  understood  that 
they  had  been  prisoners  in  their  stables, 
a  fact  which,  obvious  as  it  was,  I  had 
not  thought  of  before.  And  this  sort  of 
thoughtlessness,  being  continuous  and 
unconscious,  inflicts  more  suffering  than 
all  the  malice  and  passion  in  the  world.  In 
prison  you  get  one  piled  on  the  other:  to 
the  cruelty  that  is  intended  and  contrived, 
that  grudges  you  even  the  inevitable  re- 
lief of  sleep,  and  makes  your  nights  miser- 
able by  plank  beds  and  the  like,  is  added 
the  worse  cruelty  that  is  not  intended  as 
cruelty,  and,  when  its  perpetrators  can  be 
made  conscious  of  it  at  all,  deludes  them 
by  a  ghastly  semblance  of  pampered  in- 
dulgence. 

THE   THREE    OFFICIAL   AIMS    OF 
IMPRISONMENT 

And  now  comes  a  further  complication. 
When  people  are  at  last  compelled  to 
think  about  what  they  are  doing  to  our 
unfortunate  convicts,  they  think  so  un- 
successfully and  confusedly  that  they 
only  make  matters  worse.  Take  fur  ex- 
ample the  official  list  of  the  results  aimed 
at  by  the  Prison  Commissioners.  First, 
imprisonment  must  be  "retributory"  (the 
word  vindictive  is  not  in  official  use). 
Second,  it  must  be  deterrent.  Third,  it 
must  be  reformative. 

THE   RETRIBUTION   MUDDLE 

Now,  if  you  are  to  punish  a  man  re- 
tributively,  you  must  injure  him.  If  you 
are  to  reform  him,  you  must  improve  him. 
And  men  are  not  improved  by  injuries. 
To  propose  to  punish  and  reform  people 
by  the  same  operation  is  exactly  as  if  you 
were  to  take  a  man  suffering  from  pneu- 
monia, and  attempt  to  combine  punitive 
and  curative  treatment.  Arguing  that  a 
man  with  pneumonia  is  a  danger  to  the 
community,  and  that  he  need  not  catch  it 
if  he  takes  proper  care  of  his  health,  you 
resolve  that  he  shall  have  a  severe  lesson, 
both  to  punish  him  for  his  negligence  and 


pulmonary  weakness  and  to  deter  others 
from  fo  lowing  his  example.  You  there- 
fore strip  h'm  naked,  and  in  that  condi- 
tion stand  him  all  night  in  the  snow.  But 
as  you  admit  the  duty  of  restoring  him  to 
heal  h  if  possible,  and  discharging  him 
with  sound  lungs,  you  engage  a  doctor 
to  superintend  the  punishment  and  ad- 
minister cough  lozenges,  made  as  un- 
pleasant to  the  taste  as  possible  so  as  not 
to  pamper  the  culprit.  A  Board  of  Com- 
missioners ordering  such  treatment  would 
prove  thereby  that  either  they  were  im- 
beciles or  else  they  were  hotly  in  earnest 
about  punishing  the  patient  and  not  in 
the  least  in  earnest  about  curing  him. 

When  our  Prison  Commissioners  pre- 
tend to  combine  punishment  with  moral 
reformation  they  are  in  the  same  dilemma. 
We  are  told  that  the  reformation  of  the 
criminal  is  kept  constantly  in  view;  yet 
the  destruction  of  the  prisoner's  self- 
respect  by  systematic  humiliation  is  de- 
liberately ordered  and  practised;  and  we 
learn  from  a  chaplain  that  he  "does  not 
think  it  is  good  to  give  opportunity  for 
the  exercise  of  Christian  and  social  virtues 
one  towards  another"  among  prisoners. 
The  only  consolation  for  such  contradic- 
tions is  their  demonstration  that,  as  the 
tormentors  instinctively  feel  that  they 
must  be  liars  and  hypocrites  on  the  sub- 
ject, their  consciences  cannot  be  very  easy 
about  the  torment.  But  the  contradictions 
are  obvious  here  only  because  I  put  them 
on  the  same  page.  The  Prison  Commis- 
sioners keep  them  a  few  pages  apart;  and 
the  average  reader's  memory,  it  seems,  is 
not  long  enough  to  span  the  gap  when 
his  personal  interests  are  not  at  stake. 

PLAUSIBILITY    OF   THE   DETERRENCE 
DELUSION 

Deterrence,  which  is  the  real  object  of 
the  courts,  has  much  more  to  be  said  for 
it,  because  it  is  neither  simply  and  directly 
wicked  like  retribution,  nor  a  false  excuse 
for  wickedness  like  reformation.  It  is  an 
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unquestionable  fact  that,  by  making  rules 
and  forcing  those  who  break  them  to 
suffer  so  severely  that  others  like  them 
become  afraid  to  break  them,  discipline 
can  be  maintained  to  a  certain  extent 
among  creatures  without  sense  enough 
to  understand  its  necessity,  or,  if  they  do 
understand  it,  without  conscience  enough 
to  refrain  from  violating  it.  This  is  the 
crude  basis  of  all  our  disciplines:  home 
discipline,  school  discipline,  factory  dis- 
cipline, army  and  navy  discipline,  as  well 
as  of  prison  discipline,  and  of  the  whole 
fabric  of  criminal  law.  It  is  imposed  not 
only  by  cruel  rulers,  but  by  unquestion- 
ably humane  ones:  the  only  difference 
being  that  the  cruel  rulers  impose  it  with 
alacrity  and  gloat  over  its  execution,  and 
the  humane  rulers  are  driven  to  it  re- 
luctantly by  the  failure  of  their  appeals  to 
the  consciences  of  people  who  have  no 
conscience.  Thus  we  find  Mahomet,  a 
conspicuously  humane  and  conscientious 
Arab,  keeping  his  fierce  staff  in  order,  not 
by  unusual  punishments,  but  by  threats 
of  a  hell  after  death  which  he  invented  for 
the  purpose  in  revolting  detail  of  a  kind 
which  suggests  that  Mahomet  had  per- 
haps too  much  of  the  woman  and  the 
artist  in  him  to  know  what  would  frighten 
a  Bedouin  most.  Wellington,  a  general  so 
humane  that  he  sacrificed  the  exercise  of  a 
military  genius  of  the  first  order  to  his 
moral  horror  of  war  and  his  freedom  from 
its  illusions,  nevertheless  hanged  and 
flogged  his  soldiers  mercilessly  because 
he  had  learnt  from  experience  that,  as  he 
put  it,  nothing  is  worse  than  impunity. 
All  revolutions  have  been  the  work  of 
men  who,  like  Robespierre,  were  senti- 
mental humanitarians  and  conscientious 
objectors  to  capital  punishment  and  to 
the  severities  of  military  and  prison  dis- 
cipline; yet  all  the  revolutions  have  after 
a  very  brief  practical  experience  been 
driven  to  Terrorism  (the  proper  name  of 
Deterrence)  as  ruthless  as  the  Counter- 
Revolutionary  Terror  of  Sulla,  a  late 


example  being  that  of  the  Russian  revolu- 
tion of  1917.  Whether  it  is  Sulla,  Robe- 
spierre, Trotsky,  or  the  fighting  mate  of  a 
sailing  ship  with  a  crew  of  loafers  and 
wastrels,  the  result  is  the  same:  there  are 
people  to  be  dealt  with  who  will  not  obey 
the  law  unless  they  are  afraid  to  disobey 
it,  and  whose  disobedience  would  mean 
disaster. 

CRIME  CANNOT  BE   KILLED   BY   KINDNESS 

It  is  useless  for  humanitarians  to  shirk 
this  hard  fact,  and  proclaim  their  con- 
viction that  all  lawbreakers  can  be  re- 
formed by  kindness.  That  may  be  true  in 
many  cases,  provided  you  can  find  a  very 
gifted  practitioner  to  take  the  worst  ones 
in  hand,  with  unlimited  time  and  means 
to  treat  them.  But  if  these  conditions  are 
not  available,  and  a  policeman  and  an  exe- 
cutioner who  will  disable  the  wrongdoer 
instantaneously  are  available,  the  police 
remedy  is  the  only  practicable  one,  even 
for  rulers  filled  with  the  spirit  of  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount.  The  late  G.  V. 
Foote,  President  of  the  English  National 
Secular  Society,  a  strenuous  humanitar- 
ian, once  had  to  persuade  a  very  intimate 
friend  of  his,  a  much  smaller  and  weaker 
man,  to  al  ow  himself  to  be  taken  to  an 
asylum  for  lunatics.  It  took  four  hours  of 
humanitarian  persuasion  to  get  the  patient 
from  the  first  floor  of  his  house  to  the  cab 
door.  Foote  told  me  that  he  had  not  only 
recognized  at  once  that  no  asjjum  attend- 
ant, with  several  patients  to  attend  to, 
could  possibly  spend  four  hours  in  get- 
ting each  of  them  downstairs,  but  found 
his  temper  so  intolerably  strained  by  the 
unnatural  tax  on  his  patience  that  if  the 
breaking  point  had  been  reached,  as  it 
certainly  would  have  been  in  the  case  of 
a  warder  or  asylum  attendant,  he  would 
have  been  far  more  violent,  not  to  say 
savage,  than  if  he  had  resorted  to  force 
at  once,  and  finished  the  job  in  five 
minutes. 

From  resorting  to  this  rational  and 
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practically  compulsory  use  of  kindly  i 
physical  coercion  to  making  it  so  painful 
that  the  victim  will  be  afraid  to  give  any 
trouble  next  time  is  a  pretty  certain  step. 
In  prisons  the  warders  have  to  protect 
themselves  against  violence  from  prison- 
ers, of  which  there  is  a  constant  risk  and 
very  well  founded  dread,  as  there  are  al- 
ways ungovernably  savage  criminals  who 
have  little  more  power  of  refraining  from 
furious  assaults  than  some  animals,  in- 
cluding quite  carefully  bred  dogs  and 
horses,  have  of  refraining  from  biting 
and  savaging.  The  official  punishment  is 
flogging  and  putting  in  irons  for  months. 
But  the  immediate  rescue  of  the  assaulted 
warder  has  to  be  effected  by  the  whole 
body  of  warders  within  reach;  and  who- 
ever supposes  that  the  prisoner  suffers 
nothing  more  at  their  hands  than  the 
minimum  of  force  necessary  to  restrain 
h'm  knows  nothing  cf  prison  life  and  less 
of  human  nature. 

Any  criticism  of  the  deterrent  theory 
of  our  prison  system  which  ignores  the 
existence  of  ungovernable  savages  will 
be  discredited  by  the  citation  of  actual 
cases.  I  should  be  passed  over  as  a  senti- 
mentalist if  I  lost  sight  of  them  for  a 
moment.  On  any  other  subject  I  could 
dispose  of  the  matter  by  reminding  my 
critics  that  hard  cases  make  bad  law.  On 
this  subject  I  recognize  that  the  hard  cases 
are  of  such  a  nature  that  provision  must 
be  made  for  them.  Indeed  hard  cases  may 
be  said  to  be  the  whole  subject  matter  of 
criminal  law;  for  the  normal  human  case 
is  not  that  of  the  criminal,  but  of  the 
law-abiding  person  on  whose  collar  the 
grip  of  the  policeman  never  closes.  Only, 
it  does  not  follow  that  the  hardest  cases 
should  dictate  the  treatment  of  the  rela- 
tively soft  ones. 

THE    SEAMY    SIDE    OF   DETERRENCE 

Let  us  now  see  what  are  the  objections 
to  the  Deterrent  or  Terrorist  system. 
It  necessarily  leaves  the  interests  of 


the  victim  wholly  out  of  account.  It  in- 
jures and  degrades  h'm;  destroys  the  re- 
putation without  which  he  cannot  get 
employment;  and  when  the  punishment 
is  imprisonment  under  our  system,  atro- 
phies his  powers  of  fending  for  himself 
in  the  world.  Now  this  would  not  materi- 
ally hurt  anyone  but  himself  if,  when 
he  had  been  duly  made  an  example  of,  he 
were  killed  like  a  vivisected  dog.  But  he 
is  not  killed.  He  is,  at  the  expiration  of 
his  sentence,  flung  out  of  the  prison  into 
the  streets  to  earn  his  living  in  a  labor 
market  where  nobody  will  employ  an  ex- 
prisoner,  betraying  himself  at  every  turn 
by  his  ignorance  of  the  common  news  of 
the  months  or  years  he  has  passed  with- 
out newspapers,  lamed  in  speech,  and 
terrified  at  the  unaccustomed  task  of  pro- 
viding food  and  lodging  for  himself. 
There  is  only  one  lucrative  occupation 
available  for  him;  and  that  is  crime.  He 
has  no  compunction  as  to  Society:  why 
should  he  have  any?  Society  having  for 
its  own  selfish  protection  done  its  worst 
to  him,  he  has  no  feeling  about  it  except 
a  desire  to  get  a  bit  of  his  own  back.  He 
seeks  the  only  company  in  which  he  is 
welcome:  the  society  of  criminals;  and 
sooner  or  later,  according  to  his  luck,  he 
finds  himself  in  prison  again.  The  figures 
of  recidivism  shew  that  the  exceptions  to 
this  routine  are  so  few  as  to  be  negligible 
for  the  purposes  of  our  argument.  The 
criminal,  far  from  being  deterred  from 
crime,  is  forced  into  it;  and  the  citizen 
whom  his  punishment  was  meant  to  pro- 
tect suffers  from  his  depredations. 

OUR   PLAGUE    OF   UNRESTRAINED    CRIME 

It  is,  in  fact,  admitted  that  the  deterrent 
system  does  not  deter  the  convicted  crim- 
inal. Its  real  efficacy  is  sought  in  its  deter- 
rent effect  on  the  free  citizens  who  would 
commit  crimes  but  for  their  fear  of  pun- 
ishment. The  Terrorist  can  point  to  the 
wide  range  of  evil-doing  which,  not  being 
punished  by  law,  is  rampant  among  us; 
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for  though  a  man  can  get  himself  hanged 
for  a  momentary  lapse  of  self-control 
under  intolerable  provocation  by  a  nag- 
ging woman,  or  into  prison  for  putting 
the  precepts  of  Christ  above  the  orders  of 
a  Competent  Military  Authority,  he  can 
be  a  quite  infernal  scoundrel  without 
breaking  any  penal  law.  If  it  be  true,  as  it 
certainly  is,  that  it  is  conscience  and  not 
the  fear  of  punishment  that  makes  civil- 
ized life  possible,  and  that  Dr.  Johnson's 

How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  that  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or 
cure! 

is  as  applicable  to  crime  as  to  human  ac- 
tivity in  general,  it  is  none  the  less  true 
that  commercial  civilization  presents  an 
appalling  spectacle  of  pillage  and  parasit- 
ism, of  corruption  in  the  press  and  in  the 
pulpit,  of  lyng  advertisements  which 
make  people  buy  rank  poisons  in  the 
belief  that  they  are  health  restorers,  of 
traps  to  catch  the  provision  made  for  the 
widow  and  the  fatherless  and  divert  it 
to  the  pockets  of  company  promoting 
rogues,  of  villainous  oppression  of  the 
poor  and  cruelty  to  the  defenceless;  and 
it  is  arguable  that  most  of  this  could,  like 
burglary  and  forgery,  be  kept  within 
bearable  bounds  if  its  perpetrators  were 
dealt  with  as  burglars  and  forgers  are 
dealt  with  today.  It  is,  let  us  not  forget, 
equally  arguable  that  if  we  can  afford  to 
leave  so  much  villainy  unpunished  we  can 
afford  to  leave  all  villainy  unpunished. 
Unfortunately,  we  cannot  afford  it:  our 
toleration  is  threatening  our  civilization. 
The  prosperity  that  consists  in  the  wicked 
flourishing  like  a  green  bay  tree,  and  the 
humble  and  contrite  hearts  being  thor- 
oughly despised,  is  a  commercial  delu- 
sion. Facts  must  be  looked  in  the  face, 
rascals  told  what  they  are,  and  all  men 
called  on  to  justify  their  ways  to  God  and 
Man  up  to  the  point  at  which  the  full  dis- 
charge of  their  social  duties  leaves  them 
free  to  exercise  their  individual  fancies. 


Restraint  from  evil-doing  is  withm  the? 
rights  as  well  as  within  the  powers  of 
organized  society  over  its  members;  and 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  exercise  of 
these  powers,  as  far  as  it  could  be  made 
inevitable,  would  incidentally  deter  from 
crime  a  certain  number  of  people  with 
only  marginal  consciences  or  none  at  aii, 
and  that  an  extension  of  the  penal  code 
would  create  fresh  social  conscience  by 
enlarging  the  list  of  things  which  law- 
abiding  people  make  it  a  point  of  honor 
not  to  do,  besides  calling  the  attention  of 
the  community  to  grave  matters  in  which 
they  have  hitherto  erred  through  thought- 
lessness. 

DETERRENCE  A  FUNCTION   OF  CER- 
TAINTY,  NOT   OF   SEVERITY 

But  there  is  all  the  difference  in  the 
world  between  deterrence  as  an  incident 
of  the  operation  of  criminal  law,  and 
deterrence  as  its  sole  object  and  justifica- 
tion. In  a  purely  deterrent  system,  for  in- 
stance, it  matters  not  a  jot  who  is  pun- 
ished provided  somebody  is  punished 
and  the  public  persuaded  that  he  is  guilty. 
The  effect  of  hanging  or  imprisoning  the 
wrong  man  is  as  deterrent  as  hanging  or 
imprisoning  the  right  one.  This  is  the 
fundamental  explanation  of  the  extreme 
and  apparently  fiendish  reluctance  of  the 
Home  Office  to  release  a  prisoner  when, 
as  in  the  Beck  case,  the  evidence  on  which 
he  was  convicted  has  become  discredited 
to  a  point  at  which  no  jury  would  main- 
tain its  verdict  of  guilty.  The  reluctance 
is  not  to  confess  that  an  innocent  man  is 
being  punished,  but  to  proclaim  that  a 
guilty  man  has  escaped.  For  if  escape  is 
possible  deterrence  shrinks  almost  to  no- 
thing. There  is  no  better  established  rule 
of  criminology  than  that  it  is  not  the 
severity  of  punishment  that  deters,  but 
its  certainty.  And  the  flaw  in  the  case  of 
Terrorism  is  that  it  is  impossible  to  ob- 
tain enough  certainty  to  deter.  The  police 
are  compelled  to  confess  every  year,  when 
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they  publish  their  statistics,  that  against 
the  list  of  crimes  reported  to  them  they 
can  set  only  a  percentage  of  detections 
and  convictions.  And  the  list  of  reported 
crimes  can  form  only  a  percentage,  how 
large  or  small  it  is  impossible  to  say,  but 
probably  small,  of  the  crimes  actually 
committed;  for  it  is  the  greatest  mistake 
to  suppose  that  everyone  who  is  robbed 
runs  to  the  police:  on  the  contrary,  only 
foolish  and  ignorant  or  very  angry  people 
do  so  without  very  serious  consideration 
and  great  reluctance.  In  most  cases  it 
costs  nothing  to  let  the  thief  off,  and  a 
good  deal  to  prosecute  him.  The  burglar 
in  Heartbreak  House,  who  makes  his  liv- 
ing by  breaking  into  people's  houses,  and 
then  blackmailing  them  by  threatening  to 
give  himself  up  to  the  police  and  put  them 
to  the  expense  and  discomfort  of  attend- 
ing his  trial  and  giving  evidence  after 
enduring  all  the  worry  of  the  police  en- 
quiries, is  not  a  joke;  he  is  a  comic  drama- 
tization of  a  process  that  is  going  on 
every  day.  As  to  the  black  sheep  of  re- 
spectable families  who  blackmail  them  by 
offering  them  the  alternative  of  making 
good  their  thefts  and  frauds,  even  to  the 
extent  of  honoring  their  forged  cheques, 
or  having  the  family  name  disgraced,  ask 
any  experienced  family  solicitor. 

Besides  the  chances  of  not  being  prose- 
cuted, there  are  the  chances  of  acquittal; 
but  I  doubt  whether  they  count  for  much 
except  with  very  attractive  women.  Still, 
it  is  worth  mentioning  that  juries  will 
snatch  at  the  flimsiest  pretexts  for  refusing 
to  send  people  who  engage  their  sym- 
pathy to  the  gallows  or  to  penal  servi- 
tude, even  on  evidence  of  murder  or 
theft  which  would  make  short  work  of  a 
repulsive  person. 

SOME   PERSONAL  EXPERIENCES 

Take  my  own  experience  as  probably 
common  enough.  Fifty  years  ago  a  friend 
of  mine,  hearing  that  a  legacy  had  been 
left  him,  lent  himself  the  expected  sum 
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out  of  his  employers'  cash;  concealed  the 
defalcation  by  falsifying  his  accounts;  and 
was  detected  before  he  could  repay.  His 
employers  angrily  resented  the  fraud,  and 
had  certainly  no  desire  to  spare  him.  But 
a  public  exposure  of  the  affair  would  have 
involved  shock  to  their  clients'  sense  of 
security,  loss  of  time  and  consequently  of 
money,  an  end  to  all  hope  of  his  ever 
making  good  the  loss,  and  the  unpleasant- 
ness of  attendance  in  court  at  the  forial. 
All  this  put  any  recourse  to  the  police  out 
of  the  question;  and  my  friend  obtained 
another  post  after  a  very  brief  interval 
during  which  he  supported  himself  as  a 
church  organist.  This,  by  the  way,  was  a 
quite  desirable  conclusion,  as  he  was  for 
all  ordinary  practical  purposes  a  suffi- 
ciently honest  man.  It  would  have  been 
pure  mischief  to  make  him  a  criminal; 
but  that  is  not  the  present  point.  He 
serves  here  as  an  illustration  of  the  fact 
that  our  criminal  law,  far  from  inviting 
prosecution,  attaches  serious  losses  and 
inconveniences  to  it. 

It  may  be  said  that  whatever  the  losses 
and  inconveniences  may  be,  it  is  a  public 
duty  to  prosecute.  But  is  it?  Is  it  not  a 
Christian  duty  not  to  prosecute?  A  man 
stole  £500  from  me  by  a  trick.  He  specu- 
lated in  my  character  with  subtlety  and 
success;  and  yet  he  ran  risks  of  detection 
which  no  quite  sensible  man  would  have 
ventured  on.  It  was  assumed  that  I  would 
resort  to  the  police.  I  asked  why.  The 
answer  was  that  he  should  be  punished  to 
deter  others  from  similar  crimes.  I  natur- 
ally said,  "You  have  been  punishing 
people  cruelly  for  more  than  a  century 
for  this  kind  of  fraud;  and  the  result  is 
that  lam  robbed  of  £500.  Evidently  your 
deterrence  does  not  deter.  What  it  does 
do  is  to  torment  the  swindler  for  years, 
and  then  throw  him  back  upon  society, 
a  worse  man  in  every  respect,  with  no 
other  employment  open  to  him  except 
that  of  fresh  swindling.  Besides,  your 
elaborate  arrangements  to  deter  me  from 
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prosecuting  are  convincing  and  effective. 
I  could  earn  £500  by  useful  work  in  the 
time  it  would  take  to  prosecute  this  man 
vindictively  and  worse  than  uselessly.  So 
1  wish  him  joy  of  his  booty,  and  invite 
him  to  swindle  me  again  if  he  can."  Now 
this  was  not  sentimentality.  I  am  not  a 
bit  fonder  of  being  swindled  than  other 
people;  and  if  society  would  treat  swind- 
lers properly  I  should  denounce  them 
withbut  the  slightest  remorse,  and  not 
grudge  a  reasonable  expenditure  of  time 
and  energy  in  the  business.  But  to  throw 
good  money  after  bad  in  setting  to  work 
a  wicked  and  mischievous  routine  of  evil 
would  be  to  stamp  myself  as  a  worse  man 
than  the  swindler,  who  earned  the  money 
more  energetically,  and  appropriated  it 
no  more  unjustly,  if  less  legally,  than  I 
earn  and  appropriate  my  dividends. 

I  must  however  warn  our  thieves  that 
I  can  promise  them  no  immunity  from 
police  pursuit  if  they  rob  me.  Some  time 
after  the  operation  just  recorded,  an  un- 
invited guest  came  to  a  luncheon  party 
in  my  house.  He  (or  she)  got  away  with 
an  overcoat  and  a  pocketful  of  my  wife's 
best  table  silver.  But  instead  of  selecting 
my  overcoat,  he  took  the  best  overcoat, 
which  was  that  of  one  of  my  guests.  My 
guest  was  insured  against  theft;  the  in- 
surance company  had  to  buy  him  a  new 
overcoat;  and  the  matter  thus  passed  out 
of  my  hands  into  those  of  the  police.  But 
the  result,  as  far  as  the  thief  was  con- 
cerned, was  the  same.  He  was  not  cap- 
tured; and  he  had  the  social  satisfaction 
of  providing  employment  for  others  in 
converting  into  a  strongly  fortified  ob- 
stacle the  flimsy  gate  through  which  he 
had  effected  an  entrance,  thereby  giving 
my  flat  the  appearance  of  a  private  mad- 
house. 

On  another  occasion  a  drunken  woman 
obtained  admission  by  presenting  an 
authentic  letter  from  a  soft-hearted  mem- 
ber of  the  House  of  Lords.  I  had  no 
guests  at  the  moment;  and  as  she,  too, 


wanted  an  overcoat,  she  took  mine,  and 
actually  interviewed  me  with  it  most  per- 
functorily concealed  under  her  jacket. 
When  I  called  her  attention  to  it  she 
handed  it  back  to  me  effusively;  begged 
me  to  shake  hands  with  her;  and  went  her 
way. 

Now  these  things  occur  by  the  dozen 
every  day,  in  spite  of  the  severity  with 
which  they  are  punished  when  the  thief 
is  dealt  with  by  the  police.  I  daresay  all 
my  readers,  if  not  too  young  to  have 
completed  a  representative  experience, 
could  add  two  or  three  similar  stories. 
What  do  they  go  to  prove?  Just  that 
detection  is  so  uncertain  that  its  conse- 
quences have  no  really  effective  deter- 
rence for  the  potential  offender,  whilst 
the  unpleasant  and  expensive  conse- 
quences of  prosecution,  being  absolutely 
certain,  have  a  very  strong  deterrent  effect 
indeed  on  the  prosecutor.  In  short,  all  the 
hideous  cruelty  practised  by  us  for  the 
sake  of  deterrence  is  wasted:  we  are 
damning  our  souh  at  great  expense  and 
trouble  for  nothing. 

JUDICIAL  VENGEANCE  AS  AN  ALTER- 
NATIVE TO  LYNCH  LAW 

Thus  we  see  that  of  the  three  official 
objects  of  our  prison  system:  vengeance, 
deterrence,  and  reformation  of  the  crim- 
inal, only  one  is  achieved;  and  that  is  the 
one  which  is  nakedly  abominable.  But 
there  is  a  plea  for  it  which  must  be  taken 
into  account,  and  which  brings  us  to  the 
root  of  the  matter  in  our  own  characters. 
It  is  said,  and  it  is  in  a  certain  degree  true, 
that  if  the  Government  does  not  lawfully 
organize  and  regulate  popular  vengeance, 
the  populace  will  rise  up  and  execute  this 
vengeance  lawlessly  for  itself.  The  stand- 
ard defence  of  the  Inquisition  is  that  with- 
out it  no  heretic's  life  would  have  been 
safe.  In  Texas  today  the  people  are  not 
satisfied  with  the  prospect  of  knowing 
that  a  murderer  or  ravisher  will  be  elec- 
trocuted inside  a  gaol  if  a  jury  can  resist 
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the  defence  put  up  by  his  lawyer.  They 
tear  him  from  the  hands  of  the  sheriff; 
pour  lamp  oil  over  him;  and  burn  him 
alive.  Now  the  burning  of  human  beings 
is  not  only  an  expression  of  outraged 
public  morality:  it  is  also  a  sport  for 
which  a  taste  can  be  acquired  much  more 
easily  and  rapidly  than  a  taste  for  cours- 
ing hares,  just  as  a  taste  for  drink  can  be 
acquired  from  brandy  and  cocktails  more 
easily  and  rapidly  than  from  beer  or 
sauterne.  Lynching  mobs  begin  with 
negro  ravishers  and  murderers;  but  they 
presently  go  on  to  any  sort  of  delinquent, 
provided  he  is  black.  Later  on,  as  a  white 
man  will  burn  as  amusingly  as  a  black 
one,  and  a  white  woman  react  to  tarring 
and  feathering  as  thrillingly  as  a  negress, 
the  color  line  is  effaced  by  what  professes 
to  be  a  rising  wave  of  virtuous  indigna- 
tion, but  is  in  fact  an  epidemic  of  Sadism. 
The  defenders  of  our  penal  systems  take 
advantage  of  it  to  assure  us  that  if  they 
did  not  torment  and  ruin  a  boy  guilty  of 
sleeping  in  the  open  air,  an  indignant 
public  would  rise  and  tear  that  boy  limb 
from  limb. 

Now  the  reply  to  such  a  plea,  from  the 
point  of  view  of  civilized  law,  cannot  be 
too  sweeping.  The  government  which 
cannot  restrain  a  mob  from  taking  the 
law  into  its  own  hands  is  no  government 
at  all.  If  Landru  could  go  to  the  guillo- 
tine unmolested  in  France,  and  his  British 
prototype  who  drowned  all  his  wives  in 
their  baths  could  be  peaceably  hanged  in 
England,  Texas  can  protect  its  criminals 
by  simply  bringing  its  civilization  up  to 
the  French  and  British  level.  But  indeed 
the  besetting  sin  of  the  mob  is  a  morbid 
hero  worship  of  great  criminals  rather 
than  a  ferocious  abhorrence  of  them.  In 
any  case  nobody  will  have  the  effrontery 
to  pretend  that  the  number  of  criminals 
who  excite  popular  feeling  enough  to 
provoke  lynching  is  more  than  a  neg- 
ligible percentage  of  the  whole.  The 
theory  that  the  problem  of  crime  is  only 


one  of  organizing,  regulating,  and  execut- 
ing the  vengeance  of  the  mob  will  not 
bear  plain  statement,  much  less  dis<~irs- 
sion.  It  is  only  the  retributive  theory  over 
again  in  its  most  impudent  form. 

THE  HARD  CASES  THAT  MAKE 
BAD  LAW 

Having  now  disposed  of  all  the  official 
theories  as  the  trash  they  are,  let  us  re- 
turn to  the  facts,  and  deal  with  the  hard 
ones  first.  Everyone  who  has  any  ex- 
tensive experience  of  domesticated  ani- 
mals, human  or  other,  knows  that  there 
are  negatively  bad  specimens  who  have 
no  consciences,  and  positively  bad  ones 
who  are  incurably  ferocious.  The  nega- 
tive ones  are  often  very  agreeable  and 
even  charming  companions;  but  they  beg, 
borrow,  steal,  defraud,  and  seduce  almost 
by  reflex  action:  they  cannot  resist  the 
most  trifling  temptation.  They  are  in- 
dulged and  spared  to  the  extreme  limit  of 
endurance;  but  in  the  end  they  have  to  be 
deprived  of  their  liberty  in  some  way. 
The  positive  ones  enjoy  no  such  toler- 
ance. Unless  they  are  physically  re- 
strained they  break  people's  bones,  knock 
out  their  eyes,  rupture  their  organs,  or 
kill  them. 

Then  there  are  the  cruel  people,  not 
necessarily  unable  to  control  their  tem- 
pers, nor  fraudulent,  nor  in  any  other 
way  disqualified  for  ordinary  social  ac- 
tivity or  liberty,  possibly  even  with  con- 
spicuous virtues.  But,  by  a  horrible  in- 
volution, they  lust  after  the  spectacle  of 
suffering,  mental  and  physical,  as  normal 
men  lust  after  love.  Torture  is  to  them  a 
pleasure  except  when  it  is  inflicted  on 
themselves.  In  scores  of  ways,  from  the 
habitual  utterance  of  wounding  speeches, 
and  the  contriving  of  sly  injuries  and 
humiliations  for  which  they  cannot  be 
brought  to  book  legally,  to  thrashing 
their  wives  and  children  or,  as  bachelors, 
paying  prostitutes  of  the  hardier  sort  to 
submit  to  floggings,  they  seek  the  satis- 
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faction  of  their  desire  wherever  and  how- 
ever they  can. 

POSSIBILITIES  OF  THERAPEUTIC 
TREATMENT 

Now  in  the  present  state  of  our  know- 
ledge it  is  folly  to  talk  of  reforming  these 
people.  By  this  I  do  not  mean  that  even 
now  they  are  all  quite  incurable.  The 
cases  of  no  conscience  are  sometimes,  like 
Parsifal's  when  he  shot  the  swan,  cases 
of  unawakened  conscience.  Violent  and 
quarrelsome  people  are  often  only  ener- 
getic people  who  are  underworked:  I 
have  known  a  man  cured  of  wife-beating 
by  setting  him  to  beat  the  drum  in  a 
village  band;  and  the  quarrels  that  make 
country  life  so  very  unarcadian  are  picked 
mostly  because  the  quarrelers  have  not 
enough  friction  in  their  lives  to  keep  them 
goodhumored. 

Psycho-analysis,  too,  which  is  not  all 
quackery  and  pornography,  might  con- 
ceivably cure  a  case  of  Sadism  as  it  might 
cure  any  of  the  phobias.  And  psycho- 
analysis is  a  mere  fancy  compared  to  the 
knowledge  we  now  pretend  to  concern- 
ing the  function  of  our  glands  and  their 
effect  on  our  character  and  conduct.  In 
the  nineteenth  century  this  knowledge 
was  pursued  barbarously  by  crude  vivi- 
sectors  whose  notion  of  finding  out  what 
a  gland  was  for  was  to  cut  it  violently  out 
and  see  what  would  happen  to  the  victim, 
meanwhile  trying  to  bribe  the  public  to 
tolerate  such  horrors  by  promising  to 
make  old  debauchees  young  again.  This 
was  rightly  felt  to  be  a  villainous  busi- 
ness; besides,  who  could  suppose  that  the 
men  who  did  these  things  would  hesitate 
to  lie  about  the  results  when  there  was 
plenty  of  money  to  be  made  by  repre- 
senting them  as  cures  for  dreaded  dis- 
eases? But  today  we  are  not  asked  to  infer 
that  because  something  has  happened  to 
a  violently  mutilated  dog  it  must  happen 
also  to  an  unmutilated  human  being.  We 
can  now  make  authentic  pictures  of  in- 


ternal organs  by  means  of  rays  to  which 
flesh  is  transparent.  This  makes  it  pos- 
sible to  take  a  criminal  and  say  authori- 
tatively that  he  is  a  case,  not  of  original 
sin,  but  of  an  inefficient,  or  excessively 
efficient,  thyroid  gland,  or  pituitary  gland, 
or  adrenal  gland,  as  the  case  may  be.  This 
of  course  does  not  help  the  police  in  deal- 
ing with  a  criminal:  they  must  apprehend 
and  bring  him  to  trial  all  the  same.  But  if 
the  prison  doctor  were  able  to  say  'Tut 
some  iodine  in  this  man's  skilly,  and  his 
character  will  change,"  then  the  notion 
of  punishing  instead  of  curing  him  would 
become  ridiculous.  Of  course  the  matter 
is  not  so  simple  as  that;  and  all  this 
endocrinism,  as  it  is  called,  may  turn  out 
to  be  only  the  latest  addition  to  our  al- 
ready very  extensive  collection  of  pseudo- 
scientific  mares'  nests;  still,  we  cannot 
ignore  the  fact  that  a  considerable  case  is 
being  made  out  by  eminent  physiologists 
for  at  least  a  conjecture  that  many  cases 
which  are  now  incurable  may  be  disposed 
of  in  the  not  veiy  remote  future  by  in- 
ducing the  patient  to  produce  more 
thyroxin  or  pituitrin  or  adrenalin  or  what 
not,  or  even  administering  them  to  him 
as  thyroxin  is  at  present  administered  in 
cases  of  myxcedema.  Yet  the  reports  of 
the  work  of  our  prison  medical  officers 
suggest  that  hardly  any  of  them  has 
ever  heard  of  these  discoveries,  or  regards 
a  convict  as  anything  more  interesting 
scientifically  than  a  malingering  rascal. 

THE  INCORRIGIBLE  VILLAINS 

It  will  be  seen  that  I  am  prepared  to  go 
to  lengths  which  still  seem  fantastic  as  to 
the  possibility  of  changing  a  criminal  into 
an  honest  man.  And  I  have  more  faith 
than  most  prison  chaplains  seem  to  have 
in  the  possibilities  of  religious  conversion. 
But  I  cannot  add  too  emphatically  that 
the  people  who  imagine  that  all  criminals 
can  be  reformed  by  setting  chaplains  to 
preach  at  them,  by  giving  them  pious 
books  and  tracts  to  read,  by  separating 
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them  from  their  companions  in  crime  and 
locking  them  up  in  solitude  to  reflect  on 
their  sins  and  repent,  are  far  worse 
enemies  both  to  the  criminal  and  to 
Society  than  those  who  face  the  fact  that 
these  are  merely  additional  cruelties  which 
make  their  victims  worse,  or  even  than 
those  who  frankly  use  them  as  a  means 
of  "giving  them  hell."  But  when  this  is 
recognized,  and  the  bigoted  reformers 
with  their  sermons,  their  tracts,  their 
horrors  of  separation,  silence,  and  soli- 
tude to  avoid  contamination,  are  bundled 
out  of  our  prisons  as  nuisances,  the  prob- 
lem remains,  how  are  you  to  deal  with 
your  incorrigibles?  Here  you  have  a  man 
who  supports  himself  by  gaining  the  con- 
fidence and  affection  of  lonely  women; 
seducing  them;  spending  all  their  money; 
and  then  burning  them  in  a  stove  or 
drowning  them  in  a  bath.  He  is  quite  an 
attractive  fellow,  with  a  genuine  taste  for 
women  and  no  taste  at  all  for  murder, 
which  is  only  his  way  of  getting  rid  of 
them  when  their  money  is  spent  and  they 
are  in  the  way  of  the  next  woman.  There 
is  no  more  malice  or  Sadism  about  the 
final  operation  than  there  is  about  tearing 
up  a  letter  when  it  is  done  with,  and  throw- 
ing it  into  the  waste  paper  basket.  You 
electrocute  him  or  hang  him  or  chop  his 
head  off.  But  presently  you  have  to  deal 
with  a  man  who  lives  in  exactly  the  same 
way,  but  has  not  executive  force  or 
courage  enough  to  commit  murder.  He 
only  abandons  his  victims  and  turns  up 
in  a  fresh  place  with  a  fresh  name.  He 
generally  marries  them,  as  it  is  easier  to 
seduce  them  so. 

Alongside  him  you  have  a  married 
couple  united  by  a  passion  for  cruelty. 
They  amuse  themselves  by  tying  their 
children  to  the  bedstead;  thrashing  them 
with  straps;  and  branding  them  with  red- 
hot  pokers.  You  also  have  to  deal  with  a 
man  who  on  the  slightest  irritation  flings 
his  wife  under  a  dray,  or  smashes  a  lighted 
kerosene  lamp  into  her  face.  He  has  been 


in  prison  again  and  again  for  outbursts  of 
this  kind;  and  always,  within  a  week  of 
his  release,  or  within  a  few  hours  of  it,  he 
has  done  it  again. 

Now  you  cannot  get  rid  of  these  nui- 
sances and  monsters  by  simply  catalogu- 
ing them  as  subthyroidics  and  superad- 
renals  or  the  like.  At  present  you  torment 
them  for  a  fixed  period,  at  the  end  of 
which  they  are  set  free  to  resume  their 
operations  with  a  savage  grudge  against 
the  community  which  has  tormented 
them.  That  is  stupid.  Nothing  is  gained  by 
punishing  people  who  cannot  help  them- 
selves, and  on  whom  deterrence  is  thrown 
away.  Releasing  them  is  like  releasing  the 
tigers  from  the  Zoo  to  find  their  next 
meal  in  the  nearest  children's  playing 
ground. 

THE  LETHAL  CHAMBER 

The  most  obvious  course  is  to  kill 
them.  Some  of  the  popular  objections  to 
this  may  be  considered  for  a  moment. 
Death,  it  is  said,  is  irrevocable;  and  after 
all,  they  may  turn  out  to  be  innocent.  But 
really  you  cannot  handle  criminals  on  the 
assumption  that  they  may  be  innocent. 
You  are  not  supposed  to  handle  them  at 
all  until  you  have  convinced  yourself  by 
an  elaborate  trial  that  they  are  guilty.  Be- 
sides, imprisonment  is  as  irrevocable  as 
hanging.  Each  is  a  method  of  taking  a 
criminal's  life;  and  when  he  prefers  hang- 
ing or  suicide  to  imprisonment  for  life,  as 
he  sometimes  does,  he  says,  in  effect,  that 
he  had  rather  you  took  his  life  all  at  once, 
painlessly,  than  minute  by  minute  in  long- 
drawn-out  torture.  You  can  give  a  pris- 
oner a  pardon;  but  you  cannot  give  him 
back  a  moment  of  his  imprisonment.  He 
may  accept  a  reprieve  willingly  in  die 
hope  of  a  pardon  or  an  escape  or  a  re- 
volution or  an  earthquake  or  what  not; 
but  as  you  do  not  mean  him  to  evade  his 
sentence  in  any  way  whatever,  it  is  not  for 
you  to  take  such  clutchings  at  straws  into 
account. 

L2 


298 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


Another  argument  against  the  death 
penalty  for  anything  short  of  murder  is 
the  practical  one  of  the  policeman  and  the 
householder,  who  plead  that  if  you  hang 
burglars  they  will  shoot  to  avoid  capture 
on  the  ground  that  they  may  as  well  be 
hanged  for  a  sheep  as  for  a  lamb.  But  this 
can  be  disposed  of  by  pointing  out,  first, 
that  even  under  existing  circumstances 
the  burglar  occasionally  shoots,  and, 
second,  that  acquittals,  recommendations 
to  mercy,  verdicts  of  manslaughter,  suc- 
cessful pleas  of  insanity  and  so  forth,  al- 
ready make  the  death  penalty  so  uncer- 
tain that  even  red-handed  murderers 
shoot  no  oftener  than  burglars — less 
often,  in  fact.  This  uncertainty  would  be 
actually  increased  if  the  death  sentence 
were,  as  it  should  be,  made  applicable  to 
other  criminals  than  those  convicted  of 
wilful  murder,  and  no  longer  made  com- 
pulsory in  any  case. 

THE  SACREDNESS  OF  HUMAN  LIFE 
FROM  THE  WARDER'S  SIDE 

Then  comes  the  plea  for  the  sacred- 
ness  of  human  life.  The  State  should  not 
set  the  example  of  killing,  or  of  clubbing 
a  rioter  with  a  policeman's  baton,  or  of 
dropping  bombs  on  a  sleeping  city,  or  of 
doing  many  things  that  States  neverthe- 
less have  to  do.  But  let  us  take  the  plea  on 
its  own  ground,  which  is,  fundamentally, 
that  life  is  the  most  precious  of  all  things, 
and  its  waste  the  worst  of  crimes.  We 
have  already  seen  that  imprisonment  does 
not  spare  the  life  of  the  criminal:  it  takes 
it  and  wastes  it  in  the  most  cruel  way.  But 
there  are  others  to  be  considered  beside 
the  criminal  and  the  citizens  who  fear 
him  so  much  that  they  cannot  sleep  in 
peace  unless  he  is  locked  up.  There  are 
the  people  who  have  to  lock  him  up,  and 
fetch  him  his  food,  and  watch  him.  Why 
are  their  lives  to  be  wasted?  Warders,  and 
especially  wardresses,  are  almost  as  much 
tied  to  the  prison  by  their  occupation,  and 
by  their  pensions,  which  they  dare  not 


forfeit  by  seeking  other  employment,  as 
the  criminals  are.  If  I  had  to  choose  be- 
tween a  spell  under  preventive  detention 
among  hardened  criminals  in  Camp  Hill 
and  one  as  warder  in  an  ordinary  prison, 
I  think  I  should  vote  for  Camp  Hill.  War- 
ders suffer  in  body  and  mind  from  their 
employment;  and  if  it  be  true,  as  our  ex- 
amination seems  to  prove,  that  they  are 
doing  no  good  to  society,  but  very  active 
harm,  their  lives  are  wasted  more  com- 
pletely than  those  of  the  criminals;  for 
most  criminals  are  discharged  after  a  few 
weeks  or  months;  but  the  warder  never 
escapes  until  he  is  superannuated,  by 
which  time  he  is  an  older  gaolbird  than 
any  Lifer  in  the  cells. 

THE  PRICE   OF  LIFE   IN  COMMUNITIES 

How  then  does  the  case  stand  with 
your  incurable  pathological  case  of  crime? 
If  you  treat  the  life  of  the  criminal  as 
sacred,  you  find  yourself  not  only  taking 
his  life  but  sacrificing  the  lives  of  innocent 
men  and  women  to  keep  him  locked  up. 
There  is  no  sort  of  sense  or  humanity  in 
such  a  course.  The  moment  we  face  it 
frankly  we  are  driven  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  community  has  a  right  to  put  a 
price  on  the  right  to  live  in  it.  That  price 
must  be  sufficient  self-control  to  live 
without  wasting  and  destroying  the  lives 
of  others,  whether  by  direct  attack  like  a 
tiger,  parasitic  exploitation  like  a  leech, 
or  having  to  be  held  in  a  leash  with  an- 
other person  at  the  end  of  it.  Persons 
lacking  such  self-control  have  been  thrust 
out  into  the  sage-brush  to  wander  there 
until  they  die  of  thirst,  a  cruel  and 
cowardly  way  of  killing  them.  The  dread 
of  clean  and  wilful  killing  often  leads  to 
evasions  of  the  commandment  "Thou 
shalt  not  kill"  which  are  far  more  cruel 
than  its  frank  violation.  It  has  never  been 
possible  to  obey  it  unreservedly,  either 
with  men  or  with  animals;  and  the  at- 
tempts to  keep  the  letter  of  it  have  led  to 
burying  vestal  virgins  and  nuns  alive, 
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crushing  men  to  death  in  the  press-yard, 
handing  heretics  over  to  the  secular  arm, 
and  the  like,  instead  of  killing  them 
humanely  and  without  any  evasion  of  the 
heavy  responsibility  involved.  It  was  a 
horrible  thing  to  build  a  vestal  virgin  into 
a  wall  with  food  and  water  enough  for  a 
day;  but  to  build  her  into  a  prison  for 
years  as  we  do>  with  just  enough  loath- 
some food  to  prevent  her  from  dying,  is 
more  than  horrible:  it  is  diabolical.  If  no 
better  alternatives  to  death  can  be  found 
than  these,  then  who  will  not  vote  for 
death?  If  people  are  fit  to  live,  let  them 
live  under  decent  human  conditions,  if 
they  are  not  fit  to  live,  kill  them  in  a 
decent  human  way.  Is  it  any  wonder  that 
some  of  us  are  driven  to  prescribe  the 
lethal  chamber  as  the  solution  for  the 
hard  cases  which  are  at  present  made  the 
excuse  for  dragging  all  the  other  cases 
down  to  their  level,  and  the  only  solution 
that  will  create  a  sense  of  full  social  re- 
sponsibility in  modern  populations? 

THE  SIXTH  COMMANDMENT 

The  slaughtering  of  incorrigibly  dan- 
gerous persons,  as  distinguished  from  the 
punitive  execution  of  murderers  who 
have  violated  the  commandment  not  to 
kill,  cannot  be  established  summarily  by 
these  practical  considerations.  In  spite  of 
their  cogency  we  have  not  only  indi- 
viduals who  are  resolutely  and  uncom- 
promisingly opposed  to  slaying  under 
any  provocation  whatever,  we  have 
nations  who  have  abolished  the  death 
penalty,  and  regard  our  grim  retention  of 
it  as  barbarous.  Wider  than  any  nation 
we  have  the  Roman  Catholic  Church, 
which  insists  literally  on  absolute  obedi- 
ence to  the  commandment,  and  con- 
demns as  murder  even  the  killing  of  an 
unborn  child  to  save  the  mother's  life. 
In  practice  this  obligation  has  been  evaded 
so  grossly — by  the  Inquisition,  for  ex- 
ample, which  refused  to  slay  the  heretic, 
but  handed  him  over  to  the  secular  arm 
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with  a  formal  recommendation  to  mercy, 
knowing  that  the  secular  arm  would  im- 
mediately burn  him — that  the  case  of  the 
Church  might  be  cited  to  illustrate  the 
uselessness  of  barring  the  death  penalty. 
But  it  also  illustrates  the  persistence  and 
antiquity  of  a  point  of  conscience  which 
still  defies  the  argument  from  expediency. 
That  point  of  conscience  may  be  called  a 
superstition  because  it  is  as  old  as  the 
story  of  Cain  and  Abel,  and  because  it  is 
difficult  to  find  any  rational  basis  for  it. 
But  there  is  something  to  be  said  for  it  all 
the  same. 

Killing  is  a  dangerously  cheap  way  out 
of  a  difficulty.  "Stone  dead  hath  no 
fellow"  was  a  handy  formula  for  Crom- 
well's troops  in  dealing  with  the  Irish; 
still,  that  precedent  is  not  very  reassuring. 
All  the  social  problems  of  all  the  countries 
can  be  got  rid  of  by  extirpating  the  in- 
habitants; but  to  get  rid  of  a  problem  is 
not  to  solve  it.  Even  perfectly  rational  so- 
lutions of  our  problems  must  be  humane 
as  well  if  they  are  to  be  accepted  by 
good  men:  otherwise  the  logic  of  the  in- 
quisitor, the  dynamiter,  and  the  vivisec- 
tionist  would  rule  the  world  for  ever  as  it 
unfortunately  does  to  far  too  great  an 
extent  already.  It  may  also  be  argued  that 
if  society  were  to  forgo  its  power  of  slay- 
ing, and  also  its  practice  of  punishment, 
it  would  have  a  stronger  incentive  to  find 
out  how  to  correct  the  apparently  in- 
corrigible. Although  whenever  it  has  re- 
nounced its  power  to  slay  sane  criminals 
it  nas  substituted  a  horribly  rigorous  and 
indeed  virtually  lethal  imprisonment,  this 
does  not  apply  to  homicidal  lunatics,  the 
comparatively  lenient  treatment  of  whom 
could  obviously  be  extended  to  sane  mur- 
derers. The  Oxford  Dictionary  owes 
several  of  its  pages  to  a  homicide  who 
was  detained  at  Broadmoor  (the  English 
Asylum  for  Criminal  Lunatics)  during  the 
pleasure  of  the  Crown.  As  to  the  cases 
which,  when  not  disposed  of  by  the  lethal 
method,  involve  caging  men  as  tigers  are 
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caged,  can  they  not  be  dealt  with  by  the 
padded  room?  Granted  that  it  is  ques- 
tionable whether  the  public  conscience 
which  tolerates  such  caging  is  really  more 
sensitive  or  thoughtful  than  that  which 
demands  the  lethal  solution,  and  that  at 
the  present  time  executions,  and  even 
floggings,  do  not  harden  the  authorities 
and  lower  the  standard  of  humanity  all 
through  our  penal  system  as  much  as  con- 
tinuing penalties  do,  yet  the  reluctance  to 
kill  persists.  The  moment  it  is  pointed 
out  that  if  we  kill  incurable  criminals  we 
may  as  well  also  kill  incurable  trouble- 
some invalids,  people  realize  with  a  shock 
that  the  urge  of  horror,  hatred,  and  venge- 
ance is  needed  to  nerve  them — or  un- 
nerve them — to  slay.  When  I  force  hu- 
mane people  to  face  their  political  powers 
of  life  and  death  apart  from  punishment 
as  I  am  doing  now,  I  produce  a  terrified 
impression  that  I  want  to  hang  every- 
body. In  vain  I  protest  that  I  am  dealing 
with  a  very  small  class  of  human  mon- 
sters, and  that  as  far  as  crime  is  concerned 
our  indiscriminate  hanging  of  wilful  mur- 
derers and  traitors  slays  more  in  one  year 
than  dispassionate  lethal  treatment  would 
be  likely  to  slay  in  ten.  I  am  asked  at  once 
who  is  to  be  trusted  with  the  appalling 
responsibility  of  deciding  whether  a  man 
is  to  live  or  die,  and  what  government 
could  be  trusted  not  to  kill  its  enemies 
under  the  pretence  that  they  are  enemies 
of  society. 

GOVERNMENTS  MUST  PRESUME   OR 
ABDICATE 

The  reply  is  obvious.  Such  responsi- 
bilities must  be  taken,  whether  we  are  fit 
for  them  or  not,  if  civilized  society  is  to 
be  organized.  No  unofficial  person  denies 
that  they  are  abused:  the  whole  effect  of 
this  essay  is  to  shew  that  they  are  horribly 
abused.  I  can  say  for  my  own  part  as  a 
vehement  critic  and  opponent  of  all  the 
governments  of  which  I  have  had  any 
experience  that  I  am  the  last  person  to 


forget  that  governments  use  the  criminal 
law  to  suppress  and  exterminate  their 
opponents  whenever  the  opposition  be- 
comes really  acute,  and  that  the  more 
virtuous  the  revolutionist  and  the  more 
vicious  the  government,  the  more  likely 
it  is  to  kill  him,  and  to  do  so  under  pre- 
tence of  his  being  one  of  the  dangerous 
persons  for  whom  the  lethal  treatment 
would  be  reserved.  It  has  been  pointed 
out  again  and  again  that  it  is  in  the  very 
nature  of  power  to  corrupt  those  to  whom 
it  is  entrusted,  and  that  to  God  alone  be- 
longs the  awful  prerogative  of  dismissing 
the  soul  from  the  body.  Tolstoy  has  ex- 
hausted the  persuasions  of  literary  art  in 
exhorting  us  that  we  resist  not  evil;  and 
men  have  suffered  abominable  persecu- 
tions sooner  than  accept  military  service 
with  its  chief  commandment,  Thou  shalt 
kill. 

All  this  leaves  the  problem  just  where 
it  was.  The  irresponsible  humanitarian 
citizen  may  indulge  his  pity  and  sym- 
pathy to  his  heart's  content,  knowing 
that  whenever  a  criminal  passes  to  his 
doom  there,  but  for  the  grace  of  God, 
goes  he;  but  those  who  have  to  govern 
find  that  they  must  either  abdicate,  and 
that  promptly,  or  else  take  on  themselves 
as  best  they  can  many  of  the  attributes  of 
God.  They  must  decide  what  is  good  and 
what  evil;  they  must  force  men  to  do  cer- 
tain things  and  refrain  from  doing  certain 
other  things  whether  individual  consci- 
ences approve  or  not;  they  must  resist 
evil  resolutely  and  continually,  possibly 
and  preferably  without  malice  or  revenge, 
but  certainly  with  the  effect  of  disarming 
it,  preventing  it,  stamping  it  out,  and 
creating  public  opinion  against  it.  In 
short,  they  must  do  all  sorts  of  things 
which  they  are  manifestly  not  ideally  fit 
to  do,  and,  let  us  hope,  do  with  becom- 
ing misgiving,  but  which  must  be  done, 
all  the  same,  well  or  ill,  somehow  and 
by  somebody.  If  I  were  to  ignore  this, 
everyone  who  has  had  any  experi- 
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ence  of  government  would  throw  these 
pages  aside  as  those  of  an  inexperienced 
sentimentalist  or  an  Impossibilist  An- 
archist. 

Nevertheless,  certain  lines  have  to  be 
diawn  limiting  the  activities  of  govern- 
ments, and  allowing  the  individual  to  be 
a  law  unto  himself.  For  instance,  we  are 
obliged  (if  we  are  wise)  to  tolerate  sedi- 
tion and  blasphemy  to  a  considerable 
extent  because  sedition  and  blasphemy 
are  nothing  more  than  the  advocacy  of 
changes    in    the    established    forms    of 
government,  morals,  and  religion;  and 
without  such  changes  there  can  be  no 
social  evolution.  But  as  governments  are 
not  always  wise,  it  is  difficult  enough  to 
secure  this  intellectual  anarchy,  or  as  we 
call  it,  freedom  of  speech  and  conscience; 
and  anyone  who  proposed  to  extend  it 
to  such  actions  as  are  contemplated  by 
the  advocates  of  lethal  treatment  would 
be  dismissed  as  insane.  No  country  at 
peace  will  tolerate  murder,  whether  it  is 
done  on  principle  or  in  sin.  What  is  more, 
no  country  at  war  will  tolerate  a  refusal 
to  murder  the  enemy.  Thus,  whether  the 
powers  of  the  country  are  being  exer- 
cised for  good  or  evil,  they  never  remain 
in  abeyance,  and  whoever  proposes  to 
set  to  those  powers  the  limit  of  an  ab- 
solute obedience  to  the  commandment 
'Thou  shalt  not  kill,"  must  do  so  quite 
arbitrarily.  He  cannot  give  any  reason 
that  I  can  discover  for  saying  that  it  is 
wickeder  to  break  a  man's  neck  than  to 
cage  him  for  life:  he  can  only  say  that  his 
instinct  places  an  overwhelming  ban  on 
the  one  and  not  on  the  other;  and  he  must 
depend  on  the  existence  of  a  similar  in- 
stinct in  the  community  for  his  success  in 
having  legal  slaying  ruled  out. 

THE  RUTHLESSNESS  OF  THE  PURE 
HEART 

In  this  he  will  have  little  difficulty  as 
long  as  the  slaying  is  an  act  of  revenge 
and  expiation,  as  it  is  at  present:  that  is 


why  capital  punishment  has  been  abol- 
ished in  some  countries,  and  why  its 
abolition  is  agitated  for  in  the  countries 
which  still  practise  it.  But  if  these  sinful 
elements  be  discarded,  and  the  slaying  is 
made  a  matter  of  pure  expediency,  the 
criminal  being  pitied  as  sincerely  as  a 
mad  dog  is  pitied,  the  most  ardent  pre- 
sent advocate  of  the  abolition  of  capital 
punishment  may  not  only  consent  to  the 
slaying  as  he  does  in  the  case  of  the  mad 
dog,  but  even  demand  it  to  put  an  end  to 
an  unendurable  danger  and  horror.  Malice 
and  fear  are  narrow  things,  and  carry  with 
them  a  thousand  inhibitions  and  terrors 
and  scruples.  A  heart  and  brain  purified 
of  them  gain  an  enormous  freedom;  and 
this  freedom  is  shewn  not  only  in  the 
many  civilized  activities  that  are  tabooed 
in  the  savage  tribe,  but  also  in  the  ruth- 
lessness  with  which  the  civilized  man  de- 
stroys things  that  the  savage  prays  to  and 
propitiates.  The  attempt  to  reform  an  in- 
curably dangerous  criminal  may  come  to 
be  classed  with  the  attempt  to  propitiate 
a  sacred  rattlesnake.  The  higher  civiliza- 
tion does  not  make  still  greater  sacrifices 
to  the  snake:  it  kills  it. 

I  am  driven  to  conclude,  that  though, 
if  voluntary  custodians  can  be  found  for 
dangerous  incorrigibles,  as  they  doubt- 
less can  by  attaching  compensating  ad- 
vantages to  their  employment,  it  is  quite 
possible  to  proceed  with  slaying  ab- 
solutely barred,  there  is  not  enough  like- 
lihood of  this  renunciation  by  the  State 
of  the  powers  of  life  and  death  to  justify 
me  in  leaving  lethal  treatment  out  of  the 
question.  In  any  case  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  obtain  any  clear  thinking  on 
the  question  unless  its  possibilities  were 
frankly  faced  and  to  some  extent  ex- 
plored. I  have  faced  them  frankly  and 
explored  them  as  far  as  seems  necessary; 
and  at  that  I  must  leave  it.  Nothing  that 
I  have  to  say  about  the  other  sorts  of 
criminals  will  be  in  the  least  invalidated  if 
it  should  be  decided  that  killing  is  to  be 
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ruled  out.  I  think  it  quite  likely  that  it 
may  be  ruled  out  on  sentimental  grounds. 
By  the  time  we  have  reached  solid  ground 
the  shock  of  reintroducing  it  (though  this 
has  been  effected  and  even  clamored  for 
in  some  countries)  may  be  too  great  to  be 
faced  under  normal  conditions.  Also,  as 
far  as  what  we  call  crime  is  concerned, 
the  matter  is  not  one  of  the  first  import- 
ance. I  should  be  surprised  if,  even  in  so 
large  a  population  as  ours,  it  would  ever 
be  thought  necessary  to  extirpate  one 
criminal  as  utterly  unmanageable  every 
year;  and  this  means,  of  course,  that  if  we 
decide  to  cage  such  people,  the  cage  need 
not  be  a  very  large  one. 

I  am  not  myself  writing  as  an  advo- 
cate one  way  or  the  other.  I  have  to  deal 
with  European  and  American  civilization, 
which,  having  no  longer  than  a  century 
ago  executed  people  for  offences  now 
punished  by  a  few  months  or  even  weeks 
of  imprisonment,  has  advanced  to  a  point 
at  which  less  than  half  a  dozen  crimes  are 
punishable  by  death:  murder,  piracy,  rape, 
arson,  and  (in  Scotland)  vitriol  throwing. 
The  opponents  of  capital  punishment 
usually  believe,  naturally  enough,  that 
the  effect  of  abandoning  the  notion  of 
punishment  altogether  as  sinful  (which  it 
is)  will  sweep  away  the  scaffold  from 
these  crimes  also,  and  thus  make  an  end 
of  the  death  penalty.  No  doubt  it  will; 
but  I  foresee  that  it  will  reintroduce  the 
idea  of  killing  dangerous  people  simply 
because  they  are  dangerous,  without  the 
least  desire  to  punish  them,  and  without 
specific  reference  to  the  actions  which 
have  called  attention  to  their  dangerous- 
ness.  That  extremity  may  be  met  with  an 
absolute  veto,  or  it  may  not.  I  cannot  fore- 
see which  side  I  should  take:  a  wise  man 
does  not  ford  a  stream  till  he  gets  to  it. 
But  I  am  so  sure  that  the  situation  will 
arise,  that  I  have  to  deal  with  it  here  as 
impersonally  as  may  be,  without  com- 
mitting myself  or  anyone  else  one  way  or 
the  other. 


THE  SOFT  CASES  THAT  WE  TURN  INTO 
HARD   ONES 

Now  let  us  look  at  the  other  end  of  the 
scale,  where  the  soft  cases  are.  Here  we 
are  confronted  with  the  staggering  fact 
that  many  of  our  prisoners  have  not  been 
convicted  of  any  offence  at  all.  They  are 
awaiting  their  trial,  and  are  too  poor  and 
friendless  to  find  bail;  whilst  others  have 
been  convicted  of  mere  breaches  of  by- 
laws of  which  they  were  ignorant,  and 
which  they  could  not  have  guessed  by 
their  sense  of  right  and  wrong;  for  many 
by-laws  have  no  ethical  character  what- 
ever. For  example,  a  boy  sells  a  news- 
paper on  the  premises  of  a  railway  com- 
pany, and  thereby  infringes  a  by-law 
the  object  of  which  is  to  protect  the  com- 
mercial monopoly  of  the  newsagents  who 
have  paid  the  company  for  the  right  to 
have  a  bookstall  on  the  platform.  The 
boy's  brother  jostles  a  passenger  who  is 
burdened  with  hand  luggage,  and  says 
"Carry  your  bag,  ~ir?"  These  perfectly 
innocent  lads  are  senr  to  prison,  though 
the  warders  themselves  admit  that  a  sen- 
tence of  imprisonment  is  so  ruinous  to  a 
boy's  morals  that  they  would  rather  see 
their  own  sons  dead  than  in  prison. 

But  let  us  take  the  guilty.  The  great 
majority  of  them  have  been  convicted  of 
petty  frauds  compared  to  which  the  com- 
mon practices  of  the  commercial  world 
are  serious  crimes.  Herbert  Spencer's 
essays  on  the  laxity  of  the  morals  of  trade 
have  called  no  trader  successfully  to  re- 
pentance. It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that 
any  contractor  in  Europe  or  America  who 
does  not  secure  business  by  tenders  and 
estimates  and  specifications  for  work  and 
materials  which  he  has  not  the  smallest 
intention  of  doing  or  putting  in,  and  who 
does  not  resort  to  bribery  to  have  the 
work  and  materials  he  actually  does  do 
and  put  in  passed  by  anybody  whose  duty 
it  is  to  check  them,  is  an  exceptional  man. 
The  usage  is  so  much  a  matter  of  course> 
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and  competition  has  made  it  so  compul- 
sory, that  conscience  is  awakened  only 
when  the  fraud  is  carried  to  some  unusual 
length,  I  can  remember  two  cases  which 
illustrate  what  I  mean  very  well.  A  builder 
of  high  commercial  standing  contracted 
to  put  up  a  public  building.  When  the 
work  began  he  found  that  the  clerk  of  the 
works,  whose  business  it  was  to  check 
tne  work  on  behalf  of  the  purchaser,  lived 
opposite  the  building  site.  The  contractor 
immediately  protested  that  this  was  not 
part  of  the  bargain,  and  that  his  estimate 
had  been  obtained  on  false  pretences.  The 
other  is  the  case  of  the  omnibus  con- 
ductors of  London  when  the  alarum 
punch  was  invented  and  introduced. 
They  immediately  struck  for  higher 
wages,  and  got  them,  frankly  on  the 
ground  that  the  punch  had  cut  off  the 
percentage  they  had  been  accustomed  to 
add  to  their  wages  by  peculation,  and 
that  it  should  be  made  up  to  them. 

Both  these  cases  prove  that  dishonesty 
does  not  pay  when  it  becomes  general. 
The  contractor  might  just  as  well  esti- 
mate for  the  work  he  really  does  and  the 
material  he  actually  uses;  for,  after  all, 
since  his  object  is  to  tempt  the  purchaser 
by  keeping  prices  down,  he  has  to  give 
him  the  benefit  of  the  fraud.  If  the  pur- 
chaser finds  him  out  and  says,  for  ex- 
ample, "You  estimated  for  galvanized 
pipes;  and  you  have  put  in  plain  ones," 
the  contractor  can  reply,  "If  I  had  put  in 
galvanized  pipes  I  should  have  had  to 
charge  you  more."  In  the  same  way,  the 
bus  conductors  might  just  as  well  have 
struck  for  an  increase  of  wage  as  stolen 
it:  the  event  proved  they  could  have  got 
it.  But  they  thought  they  could  secure 
employment  more  easily  by  asking  for  a 
low  wage  and  making  it  up  to  their  needs 
surreptitiously.  It  is  one  of  the  grievances 
of  clerks  in  many  businesses  that  they  have 
to  connive  at  dishonest  practices  as  part  of 
the  regular  routine  of  the  office;  but  neither 
they  nor  their  employers  are  any  the  richer, 


because  business  always  finally  settles 
down  to  the  facts,  and  is  conducted  in 
terms  not  of  the  pretence  but  of  the  reality. 

MOST  PRISONERS  NO  WORSE  THAN 
OURSELVES 

We  may  take  it,  then,  that  the  thief 
who  is  in  prison  is  not  necessarily  more 
dishonest  than  his  fellows  at  large,  but 
mostly  only  one  who,  through  ignorance 
or  stupidity,  steals  in  a  way  that  is  not 
customary.  He  snatches  a  loaf  from  the 
baker's  counter  and  is  promptly  run  into 
gaol.  Another  man  snatches  bread  from 
the  tables  of  hundreds  of  widows  and 
orphans  and  simple  credulous  souls  who 
do  not  know  the  ways  of  company  pro- 
moters; and,  as  likely  as  not,  he  is  run 
into  Parliament.  You  may  say  that  the 
remedy  for  this  is  not  to  spare  the  lesser 
offender  but  to  punish  the  greater;  but 
there  you  miss  my  present  point,  which 
is,  that  as  the  great  majority  of  prisoners 
are  not  a  bit  more  dishonest  naturally 
than  thousands  of  people  who  are  not 
only  at  liberty,  but  highly  pampered, 
it  is  no  use  telling  me  that  society  will 
fall  into  anarchic  dissolution  if  these  un- 
lucky prisoners  are  treated  with  common 
humanity.  On  the  contrary,  when  we  see 
the  outrageous  extent  to  which  the  most 
shamelessly  selfish  rogues  and  rascals  can 
be  granted  not  only  impunity  but  en- 
couragement and  magnificent  remunera- 
tion, we  are  tempted  to  ask  ourselves  have 
we  any  right  to  restrain  anyone  at  all  from 
doing  his  worst  to  us.  The  first  prison  I 
ever  saw  had  inscribed  on  it  CEASE  TO  DO 
EVIL:  LEARN  TO  DO  WELL;  but  as  the  in- 
scription was  on  the  outside,  the  prisoners 
could  not  read  it.  It  should  have  been  ad- 
dressed to  the  self-righteous  free  spec- 
tator in  the  street,  and  should  have  run 

ALL  HAVE  SINNED,  AND  FALLEN  SHORT  OF 
THE  GLORY  OF  GOD. 

We  must  get  out  of  the  habit  of  paint- 
ing human  character  in  soot  and  white- 
wash. It  is  not  true  that  men  can  be 
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divided  into  absolutely  honest  persons 
and  absolutely  dishonest  ones.  Our  hon- 
esty varies  with  the  strain  put  on  it:  this 
is  proved  by  the  fact  that  every  additional 
penny  of  income  tax  brings  in  less  than 
the  penny  preceding.  The  purchaser  of  a 
horse  or  motor-car  has  to  beware  much 
more  carefully  than  the  purchaser  of  an 
article  worth  five  shillings.  If  you  take 
Landru  at  one  extreme,  and  at  the  other 
the  prisoner  whose  crime  is  sleeping  out: 
that  is  to  say,  whose  crime  is  no  crime 
at  all,  you  can  place  every  sane  human 
being,  from  the  monarch  to  the  tramp, 
somewhere  on  the  scale  between  them. 
Not  one  of  them  has  a  blank  page  in  the 
books  of  the  Recording  Angel.  From  the 
people  who  tell  white  lies  about  their 
ages,  social  positions,  and  incomes,  to 
those  who  grind  the  faces  of  the  poor,  or 
marry  whilst  suffering  from  contagious 
disease,  or  buy  valuable  properties  from 
inexperienced  owners  for  a  tenth  of  their 
value,  or  sell  worthless  shares  for  the 
whole  of  a  widow's  savings,  or  obtain 
vast  sums  on  false  pretences  held  forth 
by  lying  advertisements,  to  say  nothing 
of  bullying  and  beating  in  their  homes, 
and  drinking  and  debauching  in  their 
bachelorhood,  you  could  at  any  moment 
find  dozens  of  people  who  have  never 
been  imprisoned  and  never  will  be,  and 
are  yet  worse  citizens  than  any  but  the 
very  worst  of  our  convicts.  Much  of  the 
diiference  between  the  bond  and  the  free 
is  a  difference  in  circumstances  only:  if  a 
man  is  not  hungry,  and  his  children  are 
ailing  only  because  they  are  too  well  fed, 
nobody  can  tell  whether  he  would  steal  a 
loaf  if  his  children  were  crying  for  bread 
and  he  himself  had  not  tasted  a  mouthful 
for  twenty-four  hours.  Therefore,  if  you 
are  in  an  attitude  of  moral  superiority  to 
our  convicts:  if  you  are  one  of  the  Serve 
Them  Right  and  Give  Them  Hell  brig- 
ade, you  may  justly  be  invited,  in  your 
own  vernacular,  either  to  Come  Off  It, 
or  else  Go  Inside  and  take  the  measure 


you  are  meting  out  to  others  no  worse 
than  yourself. 

GOOD  SOLDIERS  OFTEN  BAD  CITIZENS, 
AND   BAD   CITIZENS   GOOD   PRISONERS 

The  distinction  between  the  people  the 
criminal  law  need  deal  with  and  those  it 
may  safely  leave  at  large  is  not  a  distinc- 
tion between  depravity  and  good  nature: 
it  is  a  distinction  between  people  who 
cannot,  as  they  themselves  put  it,  go 
straight  except  in  leading  strings,  and 
those  who  can.  Incurable  criminals  make 
well-behaved  soldiers  and  prisoners.  The 
war  of  1914-18  almost  emptied  our 
prisons  of  able-bodied  men;  and  in  the 
leading  strings  of  military  discipline  these 
men  ceased  to  be  criminals.  Some  soldiers 
who  were  discharged  with  not  only  first- 
rate  certificates  of  their  good  conduct  as 
soldiers,  but  with  a  Victoria  Cross  "For 
Valor,"  were  no  sooner  cast  adrift  into 
ordinary  civil  life  than  they  were  pre- 
sently found  in  the  dock  pleading  their 
military  services  and  good  character  as 
soldiers  in  mitigation  of  sentences  of  im- 
prisonment for  frauds  and  thefts  of  the 
meanest  sort.  When  we  consider  how 
completely  a  soldier  is  enslaved  by  mili- 
tary discipline,  and  how  abhorrent  mili- 
tary service  consequently  is  to  civically 
capable  people,  we  cannot  doubt,  even 
if  there  were  no  first-hand  testimony  on 
the  subject,  that  many  men  enlist  volun- 
tarily, not  because  they  want  to  lead  a 
drunken  and  dissolute  life  (the  reason 
given  by  the  Iron  Duke),  or  because  they 
are  under  any  of  the  romantic  illusions  on 
which  the  recruiting  sergeant  is  supposed 
to  practise,  but  because  they  know  them- 
selves to  be  unfit  for  full  moral  responsi- 
bility, and  conclude  that  they  had  better 
have  their  lives  ordered  for  them  than 
face  the  effort  (intolerably  difficult  for 
them)  of  ordering  it  themselves. 

This  effort  is  no  t  made  easier  by  our  civil- 
ization. A  man  who  treated  his  children 
as  every  laborer  treated  them  as  a  matter 
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of  course  a  hundred  years  ago  would  now 
be  imprisoned  for  neglecting  them  and 
keeping  them  away  from  school.  The 
statute  book  is  crammed  with  offences 
unknown  to  our  grandfathers  and  unin- 
telligible to  uneducated  men;  and  the  list 
needs  startling  extension;  for,  as  Mr  H. 
G.  Wells  has  pointed  out,  its  fundamental 
items  date  from  the  Mosaic  period,  when 
modern  Capitalism,  which  involves  a  new 
morality,  was  unknown.  In  more  obvious 
matters  we  notice  how  the  standard  of 
dress,  manners,  and  lodging  which  quali- 
fies a  man  socially  for  employment  as  a 
factory  hand  or  mechanic  has  risen  since 
the  days  when  no  person  of  any  refine- 
ment could  travel,  as  everybody  now 
travels,  third-class. 

REMEDIES   IN  THE  ROUGH 

We  may  now  begin  to  arrange  our 
problem  comprehensively.  The  people 
who  have  to  be  dealt  with  specially  by 
the  Government  because  for  one  reason 
or  another  they  cannot  deal  satisfactorily 
with  themselves  may  be  roughly  divided 
into  three  sections.  First,  the  small  num- 
ber of  dangerous  or  incorrigibly  mis- 
chievous human  animals.  With  them 
should  be  associated  all  hopeless  defect- 
ives, from  the  idiot  children  who  lie  like 
stranded  jellyfish  on  asylum  floors,  and 
have  to  be  artificially  fed,  to  the  worst 
homicidal  maniacs.  Second,  a  body  of 
people  who  cannot  provide  for  or  order 
their  lives  for  themselves,  but  who, 
under  discipline  and  tutelage,  with  their 
board  and  lodging  and  clothing  provided 
for  them,  as  in  the  case  of  soldiers,  are 
normally  happy,  well-behaved,  useful 
citizens.  (There  would  be  several  degrees 
of  tutelage  through  which  they  might  be 
promoted  if  they  are  fit  and  willing.) 
Third,  all  normal  persons  who  have  tres- 
passed in  some  way  during  one  of  those 
lapses  of  self-discipline  which  are  as  com- 
mon as  colds,  and  who  have  been  un- 
lucky enough  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 


police  in  consequence.  These  last  should 
never  be  imprisoned.  They  should  be  re- 
quired to  compensate  the  State  for  the 
injury  done  to  the  body  politic  by  their 
misdeeds,  and,  when  possible,  to  com- 
pensate the  victims,  as  well  as  pay  the 
costs  of  bringing  them  to  justice.  Until 
they  have  done  this  they  cannot  com- 
plain if  they  find  themselves  distrained 
upon;  harassed  by  frequent  compulsory 
appearances  in  court  to  excuse  themselves; 
and  threatened  with  consignment  to  the 
second  class  as  defectives.  It  is  quite  easy 
to  make  carelessness  and  selfishness  or 
petty  violence  and  dishonesty  unremun- 
erative  and  disagreeable,  without  resort- 
ing to  imprisonment.  In  the  cases  where 
the  offender  has  fallen  into  bad  habits  and 
bad  company,  the  stupidest  course  to 
take  is  to  force  him  into  the  worst  of  all 
habits  and  the  worst  of  all  company:  that 
is,  prison  habits  and  prison  company.  The 
proper  remedies  are  good  habits  and  good 
company.  If  these  are  not  available,  then 
the  offender  must  be  put  into  the  second 
class,  and  kept  straight  under  tutelage 
until  he  is  fit  for  freedom. 

DIFFICULTY   OF  THE  UNDISCIPLINED 

The  difficulty  lies,  it  will  be  seen,  in 
devizing  a  means  of  dealing  with  the 
second  class.  The  first  is  easy:  too  easy,  in 
fact.  You  kill  or  you  cage:  that  is  all.  In 
the  third  class,  summoning  and  fining 
and  admonishing  are  easy  and  not  mis- 
chievous: you  may  worry  a  man  con- 
siderably by  badgering  him  about  his 
conduct  and  dunning  him  for  money  in 
a  police  court  occasionally;  but  you  do 
not  permanently  disable  him  morally  and 
physically  thereby.  It  is  the  offender  of 
the  second  class,  too  good  to  be  killed  or 
caged,  and  not  good  enough  for  normal 
liberty,  whose  treatment  bothers  us. 

THE   INDETERMINATE   SENTENCE 

Any  proposal  to  place  men  under  com- 
pulsory tutelage  immediately  raises  the 
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vexed  question  of  what  is  called  "the  in- 
determinate sentence."  The  British  parlia- 
ment has  never  been  prevailed  on  to 
create  a  possibility  of  a  criminal  being 
"detained  preventively"  for  life:  it  has 
set  a  limit  of  ten  years  to  that  condition. 
This  is  inevitable  as  long  as  the  tutelage 
is  primarily  not  a  tutelage  but  a  punish- 
ment. In  England  there  is  a  law  under 
which  a  drunkard,  politely  called  an  in- 
ebriate, can  voluntarily  sentence  himself 
to  a  term  of  detention  for  the  sake  of 
being  restrained  from  yielding  to  a  temp- 
tation which  he  is  unable  to  resist  when  left 
to  himself.  Under  existing  circumstances 
nobody  is  likely  to  do  that  twice,  or  even 
once  if  he  has  any  knowledge  of  how  the 
unfortunate  inebriates  are  treated.  The 
only  system  of  detention  available  is  the 
prison  system;  and  the  only  sort  of 
prisoner  the  officials  have  any  practice  in 
dealing  with  is  the  criminal.  Every  de- 
tained person  is  therefore  put  through 
the  dismal  routine  of  punishment  in  the 
first  place,  deterrence  in  the  second  place, 
and  reform  in  the  very  remote  third 
place.  The  inebriate  volunteer  prisoner 
very  soon  finds  that  he  is  being  treated  as 
a  criminal,  and  tries  in  vain  to  revoke  his 
renunciation  of  his  liberty. 

Otherwise,  say  the  authorities  very 
truly,  they  would  be  overwhelmed  with 
volunteers.  This  reminds  us  of  the 
Westminster  Abbey  verger  who  charged 
a  French  gentleman  with  brawling  in 
church.  The  magistrate,  inquiring  what, 
exactly,  the  foreigner  had  done,  was  told 
that  he  had  knelt  in  prayer.  "But,"  said 
the  magistrate,  "is  not  that  what  a  church 
is  for?"  The  verger  was  scandalized.  "If 
we  allowed  that,"  he  said,  "we  should 
have  people  praying  all  over  the  place." 
The  Prison  Commissioners  know  that  if 
prisons  were  made  reasonably  happy 
places,  and  thrown  open  to  volunteers 
like  the  army,  they  might  speedily  be 
overcrowded.  And  this,  with  its  implied 
threat  of  an  enormous  increase  of  taxa- 


tion, seems  a  conclusive  objection. 

THE   ECONOMY  ASPECT 

But  if  its  effect  would  be  to  convert 
a  large  mass  of  more  or  less  dishonest, 
unproductive  or  half  productive,  un- 
satisfactory, feckless,  nervous,  anxious, 
wretched  people  into  good  citizens,  it  is 
absurd  to  object  to  it  as  costly.  It  would 
be  unbearably  costly,  of  course,  if  the 
life  and  labor  of  its  subjects  were  as 
stupidly  wasted  as  they  are  in  our  prisons; 
but  any  scheme  into  which  the  conditions 
of  our  present  system  are  read  will  stand 
condemned  at  once.  Whether  the  labor  of 
the  subject  be  organized  by  the  State,  as 
in  Government  dockyards,  post  offices, 
municipal  industries  and  services  and  so 
forth,  or  by  private  employers  obtaining 
labor  service  from  the  authorities,  organ- 
ized and  used  productively  it  must  be; 
and  anyone  who  maintains  that  such 
organization  and  production  costs  the 
nation  more  than  wasting  the  labor  power 
of  able-bodied  men  and  women  either  by 
imprisonment  or  by  throwing  criminals 
on  the  streets  to  prey  on  society  and  on 
themselves,  is  maintaining  a  monstrous 
capitalistic  paradox.  Obviously  it  will  not 
cost  the  nation  anything  at  all:  it  will  en- 
rich it  and  protect  it.  The  real  commercial 
objection  to  it  is  that  it  would  reduce  the 
supply  of  sweatable  labor  available  for 
unscrupulous  private  employers.  But  50 
much  the  better  if  it  does.  Sweating  may 
make  profits  for  private  persons  here  and 
there;  but  their  neighbors  have  to  pay 
through  the  nose  for  these  profits  in  poor 
rates,  police  rates,  public  health  rates 
(mostly  disease  rates),  and  all  the  rest  of 
the  gigantic  expenditure,  all  pure  waste 
and  mischief,  which  falls  on  the  rate- 
payer and  taxpayer  in  his  constant 
struggle  with  the  fruits  of  the  poverty 
which  he  is  nevertheless  invited  to  main- 
tain for  the  sake  of  making  two  or  three 
of  his  neighbors  unwholesomely  and  un- 
justly rich. 
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It  is  not  altogether  desirable  that  State 
tutelage  should  be  available  without  limit 
for  all  who  may  volunteer  for  it.  We  can 
imagine  a  magistrate's  court  as  a  place 
in  which  men  clamoring  to  be  literally 
" taken  in  charge"  are  opposed  by  Crown 
lawyers  and  court  officials  determined  to 
prove,  if  possible,  that  these  importunate 
volunteers  are  .quite  well  able  to  take  care 
of  themselves  if  they  choose.  Evidence  of 
defective  character  would  be  sternly  de- 
manded; and  if  these  were  manufactured 
(as  in  the  not  uncommon  case  of  a  poor 
woman  charging  her  son  with  theft  to  get 
him  taken  off  her  hands  and  sent  to  a 
reformatory)  the  offender  would  be  ruth- 
lessly consigned  to  my  third  division, 
consisting  of  offenders  who  are  not  to  be 
taken  in  charge  at  all,  but  simply  harried 
and  bothered  and  attached  and  sold  up 
until  they  pay  the  damages  of  their 
offences. 

But  as  a  matter  of  experience  men  do 
not  seek  the  avowed  tutelage  of  condi- 
tions which  imply  deficiency  of  character. 
Most  of  them  resent  any  sort  of  tutelage 
unless  they  are  brought  up  to  it  and  there- 
fore do  not  feel  it  as  an  infringement  of 
their  individuality.  The  army  and  navy 
are  not  overcrowded,  though  the  army 
has  always  been  the  refuge  of  the  sort  of 
imbecile  called  a  ne'er-do-well.  Indeed 
the  great  obstacle  to  the  realization  of  the 
Socialist  dream  of  a  perfectly  organized 
and  highly  prosperous  community,  with- 
out poverty  or  overwork  or  idleness,  is 
the  intense  repugnance  of  the  average 
man  to  the  degree  of  public  regulation  of 
his  life  which  it  would  involve.  This  re- 
pugnance is  certainly  not  weaker  in  Eng- 
land and  America  than  elsewhere.  Both 
Americans  and  Englishmen  are  born  An- 
archists; and,  as  complete  Anarchism  is 
practically  impossible,  they  seek  the  mini- 
mum of  public  interference  with  their 
personal  initiative,  and  overshoot  the 
mark  so  excessively  that  it  is  no  exaggera- 
tion to  say  that  civilization  is  perishing 
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of  Anarchism.  If  civilization  is  to  be 
saved  for  the  first  time  in  history  it  will 
have  to  be  by  a  much  greater  extension  of 
public  regulation  and  organization  than 
any  community  has  hitherto  been  willing 
to  submit  to.  When  this  extension  takes 
place  it  will  provide  the  discipline  of 
public  service  for  large  masses  of  the 
population  who  now  look  after  them- 
selves very  indifferently,  and  are  only 
nominally  free  to  control  their  own  des- 
tinies; and  in  this  way  many  people  of 
the  sort  that  now  finds  itself  in  prison 
will  be  kept  straight  automatically.  But 
in  any  case  there  is  no  danger  of  a  tute- 
lary system  being  swamped  by  a  rush  of 
volunteers  qualifying  themselves  for  it 
by  hurling  stones  through  shop  windows 
or  the  like. 

All  this  does  not  mean  that  we  must 
have  indeterminate  sentences  of  tutelage. 
The  mischief  of  the  present  system  is  not 
that  the  criminal  under  preventive  deten- 
tion must  be  released  at  the  end  of  ten 
years,  but  that  if  he  relapses  he  is  sent  to 
penal  servitude  instead  of  being  simply 
and  sensibly  returned  to  Camp  Hill. 
What  it  does  mean  is  that  if  the  tutelage 
be  made  humane  and  profitable,  the 
criminal,  far  from  demanding  his  dis- 
charge, will  rather  threaten  the  author- 
ities with  a  repetition  of  his  crime  if  they 
turn  him  out  of  doors.  The  change  that 
is  needed  is  to  add  to  the  present  power 
of  the  detaining  authorities  to  release  the 
prisoner  at  any  time  if  they  consider  him 
fit  for  self-responsibility,  the  power  of 
the  prisoner  to  remain  if  he  finds  himself 
more  comfortable  and  safe  under  tute- 
lage, as  voluntary  soldiers  feel  themselves 
more  comfortable  in  the  army,  or  en- 
closed nuns  in  a  convent,  than  cast  on 
the  world  on  his  own  resources. 

WHITHER  THE   FACTS  ARE  DRIVING  US 

So  much  for  the  difficulty  of  the  inde- 
terminate sentence,  which  is  quite  man- 
ageable. Its  discussion  has  led  us  to  the 
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discovery  that  in  spite  of  the  unchristian 
spirit  of  our  criminal  law,  and  the  cruelty 
of  its  administration,  the  mere  logic  of 
facts  is  driving  us  to  humane  solutions. 
Already  in  England  no  judge  or  magis- 
trate is  obliged  to  pass  any  sentence  what- 
ever for  a  first  offence  except  when  deal- 
ing with  a  few  extraordinary  crimes  which 
have  affected  our  imagination  so  strongly 
that  we  feel  bound  to  mark  our  abhor- 
rence of  them  by  special  rigor  not  only 
to  those  convicted  of  them,  but  to  those 
accused  of  them:  for  example,  persons  ac- 
cused of  high  treason  were  formerly  not 
allowed  the  help  of  counsel  in  defending 
themselves.  And  when  the  account  of  the 
English  system  of  preventive  detention  at 
Camp  Hill  is  studied  in  connection  with 
the  remarkable  series  of  experiments  now 
being  made  in  America,  it  will  be  seen  that 
nothing  stands  between  us  and  humanity 
and  decency  but  our  cruelty,  vindictive- 
ness,  terror,  and  thoughtless  indifference. 

CRIME  AS  DISEASE 

It  must  not  be  imagined  that  any  sys- 
tem will  reach  every  anti-social  deed  that 
is  committed.  I  have  already  shewn  that 
most  crime  goes  undetected,  unreported, 
and  even  unforbidden;  and  I  have  sug- 
gested that  if  our  system  of  dealing  with 
crime  were  one  with  which  any  humane 
and  thoughtful  person  could  conscienti- 
ously co-operate,  if  we  compensated  in- 
jured persons  for  bringing  criminals  to 
justice  instead  of,  as  at  present,  making 
the  process  expensive  and  extremely  dis- 
agreeable and  even  terrifying  to  them, 
and  if  we  revised  our  penal  laws  by  strik- 
ing out  of  their  list  of  criminal  acts  a  few 
which  ought  not  to  be  there  and  adding  a 
good  many  which  ought  to  be  there,  we 
might  have  a  good  many  more  delin- 
quents to  deal  with  than  at  present  unless 
we  concurrently  improved  the  education 
and  condition  of  the  masses  sufficiently  to 
do  away  with  the  large  part  of  law-break- 
ing which  is  merely  one  of  the  symptoms 


of  poverty,  and  would  disappear  with  it. 
But  in  any  case  we  should  diligently  read 
Samuel  Butler's  Erewhon,  and  accustom 
ourselves  to  regard  crime  as  pathological, 
and  the  criminal  as  an  invalid,  curable  or 
incurable.  There  is,  in  fact,  hardly  an  argu- 
ment that  can  be  advanced  for  the  stern 
suppression  of  crime  by  penal  methods 
that  does  not  apply  equally  to  the  sup- 
pression of  disease;  and  we  have  already 
an  elaborate  sanitary  code  under  which 
persons  neglecting  certain  precautions 
against  disease  are  not  only  prosecuted 
but  in  some  instances  (sometimes  quite 
mistaken  ones,  as  the  history  of  vaccina- 
tion has  proved)  persecuted  very  cruelly. 
We  actually  force  parents  to  subject  their 
children  to  surgical  operations,  some  of 
which  are  both  dangerous  and  highly 
questionable.  But  we  have  so  far  stopped 
short  of  making  it  a  punishable  offence  to 
be  attacked  by  smallpox  or  typhus  fever, 
though  no  legal  assumption  is  more  cer- 
tain than  that  both  diseases  can  be  ex- 
tinguished by  sanitation  more  completely 
than  crime  by  education.  Yet  there  would 
be  no  greater  injustice  in  such  punish- 
ment than  there  is  in  the  imprisonment  of 
any  thief;  and  the  sanctimonious  speech 
in  which  the  judge  in  Erewhon,  senten- 
cing a  man  for  phthisis,  recapitulated  the 
career  of  crime  which  began  with  an  acci- 
dent in  childhood,  and  ended  with  pul- 
monary tuberculosis,  was  not  a  whit 
more  ridiculous  than  the  similar  speeches 
made  at  every  session  by  our  own  judges. 
Why  a  man  who  is  punished  for  having 
an  inefficient  conscience  should  be  privi- 
leged to  have  an  inefficient  lung  is  a  de- 
batable question.  If  one  is  sent  to  prison 
and  the  other  to  hospital,  why  make  the 
prison  so  different  from  the  hospital? 

But  I  make  the  parallel  here  because  it 
brings  out  the  significance  of  the  fact  that 
we  admit  without  protest  that  we  have  to 
put  up  with  a  good  deal  of  illness  in  the 
world,  and  to  treat  the  sufferers  with 
special  indulgence  and  consideration,  in- 
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stead  of  turning  on  them  like  a  herd  of 
buffaloes  and  goring  them  to  death,  as  we 
do  in  the  case  of  our  moral  invalids.  We 
even  punish  people  very  severely  for  neg- 
lecting their  invalids  or  treating  them  in 
such  a  way  as  to  make  them  worse  instead 
of  better:  that  is,  for  doing  to  them  ex- 
actly what  we  should  do  ourselves  if  in- 
stead of  doing  wrong  in  body  and  losing 
health  they  had  gone  wrong  in  mind  and 
stolen  a  handkerchief.  There  are  people 
in  the  world  so  incredibly  foolish  that 
they  expect  their  children  to  be  always 
perfectly  truthful  and  perfectly  obedient; 
but  even  these  idiots  do  not  expect  their 
children  to  be  perfectly  well  always,  nor 
thrash  them  if  they  catch  cold.  In  short, 
if  crime  were  not  punished  at  all,  the 
world  would  not  come  to  an  end  any 
more  than  it  does  now  that  disease  is  not 
punished  at  all.  The  real  gist  of  the  dis- 
tinction we  make  is  that  the  consequences 
of  crime,  if  unpunished,  are  pleasant, 
whereas  the  consequences  of  catching  a 
chill  are  its  own  punishment;  but  this  will 
not  bear  examination.  A  bad  conscience 
is  quite  as  uncomfortable  as  a  bad  cold; 
and  though  there  are  people  so  hardily 
constituted  in  this  respect  that  they  can 
behave  very  selfishly  without  turning  a 
hair,  so  are  there  people  of  such  hardy 
physical  constitution  that  they  can  abuse 
their  bodies  with  impunity  to  an  extent 
that  would  be  fatal  to  ordinary  peisons. 
Anyhow,  it  is  not  proposed  that  abnormal 
subjects  should  be  unrestrained. 

On  the  other  hand  avoidable  illnesses 
are  just  like  avoidable  crimes  in  respect  of 
being  the  result  of  some  form  of  indul- 
gence, positive  or  negative.  For  all  prac- 
tical purposes  the  parallel  between  the 
physical  and  moral  invalid  holds  good; 
only,  we  may  have  to  consider  the  ab- 
solute sacredness  of  the  physical  in- 
valid's life.  I  shall  not  here  attempt  to 
prejudge  the  result  of  that  considera- 
tion; but  it  is  clear  that  if  we  decide  that 
this  sacredness  must  be  maintained  at  all 
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costs,  and  that  the  idiot  in  Darenth,  who 
lies  there  having  food  poured  into  it  so 
that  its  heart  may  continue  to  beat  and  its 
lungs  to  breathe  automatically  (for  it  can 
do  nothing  voluntarily),  must  be  pre- 
served from  death  much  more  laboriously 
than  Einstein,  then  we  must  hold  the 
criminal  equally  fetish  unless  we  are  to 
keep  the  whole  subject  in  its  present 
disastrous  confusion. 

REFORMING  OUR  CONSCIENCES 

The  change  in  the  public  conscience 
which  is  necessary  before  these  considera- 
tions can  take  effect  in  abolishing  our  vil- 
lainous system  of  dealing  with  crime  will 
never  be  induced  by  sympathy  with  the 
criminal  or  even  disgust  at  the  prison. 
The  proportion  of  the  population  directly 
concerned  is  so  small  that  to  the  great 
majority  imprisonment  is  something  so 
unlikely  to  occur — indeed,  so  certain 
statistically  never  to  occur — that  they 
cannot  be  persuaded  to  take  any  interest 
in  the  matter.  As  long  as  the  question  is 
only  one  of  the  comfort  of  the  prisoner, 
nothing  will  be  done,  because  as  long  as 
the  principle  of  punishment  is  admitted, 
and  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  ridiculed 
as  an  unpractical  outburst  of  anarchism 
and  sentimentality,  the  public  will  always 
be  reassured  by  learning  from  the  judges 
(none  of  whom,  by  the  way,  seems  to 
know  what  really  happens  to  a  prisoner 
after  he  leaves  the  dock)  that  our  prisons 
are  admirable  institutions,  and  by  the 
romances  of  Prison  Commissioners  like 
Du  Cane  and  Sir  Evelyn  Ruggles-Brise, 
who  arrange  prisons  as  children  build 
houses  with  toy  bricks,  and  finally  be- 
come so  pleased  with  their  arrangements 
that  they  describe  them  in  terms  which 
make  us  wonder  that  they  do  not  commit 
serious  crimes  to  qualify  themselves  for 
prolonged  residence  in  their  pet  para- 
dises. I  must  therefore  attack  the  punitive 
position  at  another  angle  by  dealing  with 
its  psychological  effect  on  the  criminal. 
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EXPIATION  AND  MORAL  ACCOUNTANCY 

No  ordinary  criminal  will  agree  with 
me  for  a  moment  that  punishment  is  a 
mistake  and  a  sin.  His  opinions  on  that 
point  are  precisely  those  of  the  policeman 
who  arrests  him;  and  if  I  were  to  preach 
this  gospel  of  mine  to  the  convicts  in  a 
prison  I  should  be  dismissed  as  a  hope- 
less crank  far  more  summarily  than  if  I 
were  to  interview  the  Chief  Commis- 
sioner at  Scotland  Yard  about  it. 

Punishment  is  not  a  simple  idea:  it  is  a 
very  complex  one.  It  is  not  merely  some 
injury  that  an  innocent  person  inflicts  on 
a  guilty  one,  and  that  the  guilty  one 
evades  by  every  means  in  his  power.  It  is 
also  a  balancing  of  accounts  with  the  soul. 
People  who  feel  guilty  are  apt  to  inflict  it 
on  themselves  if  nobody  will  take  the  job 
off  their  hands.  Confessions,  though  less 
common  than  they  would  be  if  the  pen- 
alties were  not  so  soul-destroying,  are 
received  without  surprise.  From  the  crim- 
inals' point  of  view  punishment  is  expia- 
tion; and  their  bitterest  complaints  of 
injustice  refer,  not  to  their  sentences,  but 
to  the  dishonesty  with  which  society, 
having  exacted  the  price  of  the  crime,  still 
treats  the  criminal  as  a  defaulter.  Even  so 
sophisticated  a  man  of  the  world  as  Oscar 
Wilde  claimed  that  by  his  two  years'  im- 
prisonment he  had  settled  accounts  with 
the  world  and  was  entitled  to  begin  again 
with  a  clean  slate.  But  the  world  per- 
sisted in  ostracizing  him  as  if  it  had  not 
punished  him  at  all. 

This  was  inevitable;  but  it  was  dis- 
honest. If  we  are  absurd  enough  to  en- 
gage in  a  retributive  trade  in  crime,  we 
should  at  least  trade  fairly  and  give  clean 
receipts  when  we  are  paid.  If  we  did,  we 
should  soon  find  that  the  trade  is  imprac- 
ticable and  ridiculous;  for  neither  party 
can  deliver  the  goods.  No  discharge  that 
the  authorities  can  give  can  procure  the 
ex-prisoner  an  eligible  situation;  and  no 
atonement  that  a  thief  or  murderer  can 


make  in  suffering  can  make  him  any  the 
less  a  thief  or  murderer.  And  nobody 
shirks  this  demonstration  as  much  as  the 
thief  himself.  Human  self-respect  wants 
so  desperately  to  have  its  sins  washed 
away,  however  purgatorially,  that  we  are 
willing  to  go  through  the  most  fantastic 
ceremonies,  conjurations,  and  ordeals  to 
have  our  scarlet  souls  made  whiter  than 
snow.  We  naturally  prefer  to  lay  our  sins 
on  scapegoats  or  on  the  Cross,  if  our 
neighbors  will  let  us  off  so  easily;  but 
when  they  will  not,  then  we  will  cleanse 
ourselves  by  suffering  a  penalty  sooner 
than  be  worried  by  our  consciences.  This 
is  the  real  foundation  of  the  criminal  law 
in  human  superstition.  This  is  why,  when 
we  refuse  to  employ  a  discharged  prisoner, 
he  invariably  pleads  that  what  he  did  is 
paid  for,  and  that  we  have  no  right  to 
bring  it  against  him  after  he  has  suffered 
die  appointed  penalty. 

As  we  cannot  admit  the  plea,  we  should 
consider  whether  we  should  exact  the 
penalty.  I  am  not  arguing  that  the  plea 
should  be  admitted:  I  am  arguing  that  the 
bargain  should  never  have  been  made. 
I  am  more  merciless  than  the  criminal 
law,  because  I  would  destroy  the  evil- 
doer's delusion  that  there  can  be  any 
forgiveness  of  sin.  What  is  done  cannot 
be  undone;  and  the  man  who  steals  must 
remain  a  thief  until  he  becomes  another 
man,  no  matter  what  reparation  or  ex- 
piation he  may  make  or  suffer.  A  punish- 
ment system  means  a  pardon  system:  the 
two  go  together  inseparably.  Once  admit 
that  if  I  do  something  wicked  to  you 
we  are  quits  when  you  do  something 
equally  wicked  to  me  and  you  are  bound 
to  admit  also  that  the  two  blacks  make  a 
white.  Our  criminal  system  is  an  organ- 
ized attempt  to  produce  white  by  two 
blacks.  Common  sense  should  doggedly 
refuse  to  believe  that  evil  can  be  abolished 
by  duplicating  it.  But  common  sense  is 
not  so  logical;  and  thus  we  get  the  pre- 
sent grotesque  spectacle  of  a  judge  com- 
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mining  thousands  of  horrible  crimes  in 
order  that  thousands  of  criminals  may 
feel  that  they  have  balanced  their  moral 
accounts. 

FAMILIAR  FRAUDS   OF  THE  TRADE 
IN  SIN 

It  is  a  game  at  which  there  is  plenty  of 
cheating.  The  prisoner  pleads  Not  Guilty, 
and  tries  his  best  to  get  off,  or  to  have  as 
light  a  sentence  as  possible.  The  com- 
mercial brigand,  fining  himself  for  his 
plunderings  by  subscribing  to  charities, 
never  subscribes  as  much  as  he  stole.  But 
through  all  the  folly  and  absurdity  of  the 
business,  and  the  dense  mental  confusion 
caused  by  the  fact  that  it  is  never  frankly 
faced  and  clearly  stated,  there  shines  the 
fact  that  conscience  is  part  of  the  equip- 
ment of  the  normal  man,  and  that  it  never 
fails  in  its  work.  It  is  retributive  because 
it  makes  him  uncomfortable;  it  is  deter- 
rent because  detection  and  retribution 
are  absolutely  certain;  and  it  is  reforma- 
tive because  reformation  is  the  only  way 
of  escape.  That  is  to  say,  it  does  to  per- 
fection by  divine  methods  what  the  Prison 
Commissioners  are  trying  to  do  by  dia- 
bolical methods  without  hope  or  even 
possibility  of  success. 

REVENGE  THE   DESTROYER  OF 
CONSCIENCE 

The  effect  of  revenge,  or  retribution 
from  without,  is  to  destroy  the  conscience 
of  the  aggressor  instantly.  If  I  stand  on 
the  corn  of  a  man  in  the  street,  and  he 
winces  or  cries  out,  I  am  all  remorse,  and 
overwhelm  him  with  heartfelt  apologies. 
But  if  he  sets  about  me  with  his  fists,  the 
first  blow  he  lands  changes  my  mind  com- 
pletely; and  I  bend  all  my  energies  on 
doing  intentionally  to  his  eyes  and  nose 
and  jaw  what  I  did  unintentionally  to  his 
toes.  Vengeance  is  mine,  saith  the  Lord; 
and  that  means  that  it  is  not  the  Lord 
Chief  Justice's.  A  violent  punishing,  such 
as  a  flogging,  carries  no  sense  of  expia- 
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tion  with  it:  whilst  its  effect  lasts,  which 
is  fortunately  not  very  long,  its  victim 
is  in  a  savage  fury  in  which  he  would 
burn  down  the  gaol  and  roast  the  war- 
ders and  the  governor  and  the  justices 
alive  in  it  with  intense  satisfaction  if  he 
could. 

Imprisonment,  on  the  other  hand, 
gives  the  conscience  a  false  satisfaction. 
The  criminal  feels  that  he  is  working  off 
his  crime,  though  he  is  doing  it  involun- 
tarily, and  would  escape  at  any  moment  if 
he  could.  He  preserves  his  sense  of  sol- 
vency without  ceasing  to  be  a  thief,  as  a 
gambler  preserves  it  by  paying  his  losses 
without  ceasing  to  be  a  gambler. 

THE  SENTIMENTALITY   OF  REVENGE 

There  is  a  mysterious  psychological 
limit  to  punishment.  We  somehow  dare 
not  kill  a  hopelessly  diseased  or  danger- 
ous man  by  way  of  punishment  for  any 
offence  short  of  murder,  though  we 
chloroform  a  hopelessly  diseased  or  dan- 
gerous dog  by  way  of  kindness  without 
the  least  misgiving.  Until  we  have  purged 
our  souls  of  malice,  which  is  pure  senti- 
ment, we  cannot  get  rid  of  sentimentality; 
and  the  sentimentality  which  makes  us 
abominably  cruel  in  one  direction  makes 
us  foolishly  and  superstitiously  afraid  to 
act  sternly  in  others.  Homicidal  lunatics 
say  in  their  asylums  "They  cannot  hang 
us."  I  could  give  here,  but  refrain  for 
obvious  reasons,  simple  instructions  by 
carrying  out  which  any  person  can  com- 
mit a  murder  with  the  certainty,  if  de- 
tected, of  being  sent  to  an  asylum  instead 
of  to  the  gallows.  They  ought  to  have 
just  the  contrary  effect;  for  the  case  of  the 
homicidal  lunatic  is  the  clearest  case  for 
judicial  killing  that  exists.  It  is  the  killing 
of  the  sane  murderer  that  requires  con- 
sideration: it  should  never  be  a  matter  of 
course,  because  there  are  murders  which 
raise  no  convincing  presumption  that 
those  who  commit  them  are  exceptionally 
likely  to  commit  another.  But  about  a 
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chronically  homicidal  lunatic  there  should 
be  no  hesitation  whatever  as  long  as  we 
practise  judicial  killing  at  all;  and  there 
would  not  be  if  we  simply  considered 
without  malice  the  question  of  his  fitness 
to  live  in  society.  We  spare  him  because 
the  gallows  is  a  punishment,  and  we  feel 
that  we  have  no  right  to  punish  a  lunatic. 
When  we  realize  that  we  have  no  right  to 
punish  anybody,  the  problem  of  dispos- 
ing of  impossible  people  will  put  itself 
on  its  proper  footing.  We  shall  drop  our 
moral  airs;  but  unless  we  rule  killing 
out  absolutely,  persons  who  give  more 
trouble  than  they  are  worth  will  run  the 
risk  of  being  apologetically,  sympathetic- 
ally, painlessly,  but  effectually  returned 
to  the  dust  from  which  they  sprung. 

MAN  IN  SOCIETY  MUST  JUSTIFY  HIS 
EXISTENCE 

This  would  at  least  create  a  sense  of 
moral  responsibility  in  our  citizens.  We 
are  all  too  apt  to  take  our  lives  as  a  matter 
of  course,  In  a  civilized  community  life  is 
not  a  matter  of  course:  it  can  be  main- 
tained only  on  complicated  artificial  con- 
ditions; and  whoever  enlarges  his  life  by 
violating  these  conditions  enlarges  it  at 
the  expense  of  the  lives  of  others.  The 
extent  to  which  we  tolerate  such  vital  em- 
bezzlement at  present  is  quite  outrageous: 
we  have  whole  classes  of  persons  who 
waste,  squander,  and  luxuriate  in  the 
hard-earned  income  of  the  nation  without 
even  a  pretence  of  social  service  or  con- 
tribution of  any  kind;  and  instead  of 
sternly  calling  on  them  to  justify  their 
existence  or  go  to  the  scrap  heap,  we  en- 
courage and  honor  them,  and  indeed  con- 
duct the  whole  business  of  the  country 
as  if  its  object  were  to  produce  and  pam- 
per them.  How  can  a  prison  chaplain 
appeal  with  any  effect  to  the  conscience 
of  a  professional  criminal  who  knows 
,  quite  well  that  his  illegal  and  impecunious 
;  modes  of  preying  on  society  are  no  worse 
morally,  and  enormously  less  mischiev- 


ous materially,  than  the  self-legalized 
plutocratic  modes  practised  by  the  chap- 
lain's most  honored  friends  with  the  chap- 
lain's full  approval?  The  moment  we 
cease  asking  whether  men  are  good  or 
bad,  and  ascertain  simply  whether  they 
are  pulling  their  weight  in  the  social  boat, 
our  persistent  evildoers  may  have  a  very 
unpleasant  surprise.  Far  from  having  an 
easy  time  under  a  Government  ot  soft- 
hearted and  soft-headed  sentimentalists, 
cooing  that  "to  understand  everything  is 
to  pardon  everything,"  they  may  find 
themselves  disciplined  to  an  extent  at 
present  undreamed  of  by  the  average 
man-about-town. 

CIVILIZED  MAN   IS  NOT  BORN  FREE 

And  here  it  will  occur  to  some  of  my 
readers  that  a  book  about  imprisonment 
should  be  also  a  book  about  freedom. 
Rousseau  said  that  Man  is  born  free. 
Rousseau  was  wrong.  No  government  of 
a  civilized  State  can  possibly  regard  its 
citizens  as  born  free.  On  the  contrary,  it 
must  regard  them  as  born  in  debt,  and 
as  necessarily  incurring  fresh  debt  every 
day  they  live;  and  its  most  pressing  duty 
is  to  hold  them  to  that  debt  and  see  that 
they  pay  it.  Not  until  it  is  paid  can  any 
freedom  begin  for  the  individual.  When 
he  cannot  walk  a  hundred  yards  without 
using  such  a  very  expensive  manufactured 
article  as  a  street,  care  must  be  taken  that 
he  produces  his  share  of  its  cost.  When  he 
has  paid  scot  and  lot  his  leisure  begins, 
and  with  it  his  liberty.  He  can  then  say 
boldly,  "Having  given  unto  Caesar  the 
things  that  are  Caesar's  I  shall  now,  under 
no  tutelage  or  compulsion  except  that  of 
my  conscience,  give  to  God  the  things 
that  are  God's."  That  is  the  only  possible 
basis  for  civil  liberty;  and  we  are  unable 
to  attain  it  because  our  governments  cor- 
ruptly shirk  the  duties  of  Caesar;  usurp 
the  attributes  of  God;  and  make  an  un- 
holy mess  of  which  this  horrible  prison 
system  of  ours  is  only  one  symptom. 
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OUR  NATURE  NOT  SO  BAD  AS  OUR 
PRISON  SYSTEM 

We  must,  however,  be  on  our  guard 
againsi  ascribing  all  the  villainy  of  that 
system  to  our  cruelty  and  selfish  terrors. 
I  have  pointed  out  how  the  operation  of 
the  criminal  law  is  made  very  uncertain, 
and  therefore  loses  the  deterrence  it  aims 
at.  by  the  reluctance  of  sympathetic 
people  to  hand  over  offenders  to  the 
police.  Vindictive  and  frivolous  as  we 
are,  we  are  not  downright  fiends,  as  we 
should  be  if  our  modern  prison  system 
had  been  deliberately  invented  and  con- 
structed by  us  all  in  one  piece.  It  has 
grown  upon  us,  and  grown  evilly,  having 
evil  roots;  but  its  worst  developments 
have  been  well  meant;  for  the  road  to  hell 
is  paved  with  good  intentions,  not  with 
bad  ones.  The  history  of  it  is  too  long  to 
be  told  here  in  detail;  but  a  word  or  two 
of  it  is  needed  to  save  the  reader  from 
closing  the  volume  in  despair  of  human 
nature. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  OUR  PRISONS 

Imprisonment  was  not  originally  a 
punishment  any  more  than  chaining  up  a 
dog,  cruel  as  that  practice  is,  is  a  punish- 
ment. It  was  simply  a  method  of  deten- 
tion. The  officer  responsible  for  the  cus- 
tody of  an  offender  had  to  lock  or  chain 
him  up  somewhere  to  prevent  him  from 
running  away,  and  to  be  able  to  lay  his 
hand  on  him  on  the  day  of  trial  or  execu- 
tion. This  was  regarded  as  the  officer's 
own  affair:  the  law  looked  to  him  for  the 
delivery  of  the  offender,  and  did  not  con- 
cern itself  as  to  how  it  was  effected.  This 
seems  strange  nowadays;  but  I  can  re- 
member a  case  of  a  lunatic  on  a  battle- 
ship, who  had  one  man  told  off  to  act  as 
his  keeper.  The  lunatic  was  violent  and 
troublesome,  and  gave  his  keeper  plenty 
of  severe  exercise;  but  the  rest  of  the  crew 
looked  on  with  the  keenest  enjoyment  of 
the  spectacle,  and  gave  the  lunatic  the 
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strictest  fair  play  by  letting  his  keeper 
fight  it  out  with  him  unaided.  And  that 
is  what  the  law  did  mostly  in  England 
until  well  into  the  nineteenth  century.  To 
this  day  there  is  no  prison  in  some  of  the 
Virgin  Islands.  The  prisoner  is  tied  by 
the  leg  to  a  tree,  and  plays  cards  with  the 
constable  who  guards  him. 

The  result  was  that  the  provision  of 
lock-ups  became  a  private  commercial 
speculation,  undertaken  and  conducted 
for  the  sake  of  what  could  be  made  out  of 
it  by  the  speculator.  There  was  no  need 
for  these  places  to  be  lock-ups:  the  ac- 
cused could  be  chained  up  or  gyved  or 
manacled  if  no  safe  prison  was  available; 
and  when  lock-ups  came  to  be  provided 
as  a  matter  of  business,  the  practice  of 
chaining  was  continued  as  a  matter  of 
tradition,  and  formed  a  very  simple 
method  of  extorting  money  from  pris- 
oners by  torture.  No  food  was  provided 
by  the  State:  what  the  prisoner  ate  was 
charged  against  him  as  if  he  were  in  a 
hotel;  and  it  often  happened  that  when 
he  was  acquitted  he  was  taken  back  to 
prison  as  security  for  his  bill  and  kept 
there  until  he  had  paid  it. 

Under  these  circumstances  the  prison 
was  only  a  building  into  which  all  classes 
and  sorts  of  detained  persons  were  thrown 
indiscriminately.  The  rich  could  buy  a 
private  room,  like  Mr  Pickwick  in  the 
Fleet;  but  the  general  herd  of  poor  crim- 
inals, old  and  young,  innocent  and  hard- 
ened, virgin  and  prostitute,  mad  and  sane, 
clean  and  verminous,  diseased  and  whole, 
pigged  together  in  indescribable  promis- 
cuity. I  repeat:  nobody  invented  this. 
Nobody  intended  it.  Nobody  defended  it 
except  the  people  who  made  money  by 
it.  Nobody  else  except  the  prisoners  knew 
about  it:  they  were  as  innocent  as  Mr 
Pickwick  of  what  went  on  inside  the 
prison  walls.  And,  as  usual  in  England, 
nobody  bothered  about  it,  because  people 
with  money  could  avoid  its  grossest  dis- 
comforts on  the  negligibly  rare  occasions 
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when  they  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
officers  of  the  law.  It  was  by  the  mere 
accident  of  being  pricked  for  sheriff  that 
John  Howard  learned  what  the  inside  of 
a  gaol  was  like. 

HOWARD'S  GOOD  INTENTIONS 

As  a  result  of  Howard's  agitation 
prisons  are  now  State  prisons:  the  State 
accepts  full  responsibility  for  the  prisoner 
from  the  moment  of  his  arrest.  So  far,  so 
good.  But  in  the  meantime  imprisonment, 
instead  of  being  a  means  of  detention,  has 
become  not  only  a  punishment,  but,  for 
the  reasons  given  at  the  outset  of  this 
essay,  the  punishment.  And  official  shal- 
lowness,  prevailing  against  the  poet 
Crabbe's  depth,  has  made  it  an  infernal 
punishment.  Howard  saw  that  the  pris- 
oners in  the  old  gaol  contaminated  one 
another;  and  his  remedy  was  to  give  them 
separate  cells  in  which  they  could  medi- 
tate on  their  crimes  and  repent.  When 
prisons  with  separate  cells  were  built  ac- 
cordingly, the  prison  officials  soon  found 
that  it  saved  trouble  to  keep  the  prisoners 
locked  up  in  them;  and  the  philanthrop- 
ists out-Howarded  Howard  in  their  efforts 
to  reform  criminals  by  silence,  separation, 
and  the  wearing  of  masks,  lest  they  should 
contaminate  one  another  by  the  expres- 
sion of  their  faces.  Until  1920  the  con- 
victs in  Belgian  prisons  wore  iron  masks. 
Our  own  convicts  wore  cloth  masks  for 
some  time,  and  would  probably  be  wear- 
ing them  still  had  not  our  solicitude  for 
their  salvation  killed  and  driven  them 
mad  in  such  numbers  that  we  were  forced 
to  admit  that  thorough  segregation, 
though  no  doubt  correct  in  principle 
(which  is  just  where  it  is  fatally  incorrect) 
does  not  work.  Frightful  things  in  the 
way  of  solitude,  separation,  and  silence, 
not  for  months,  but  for  many  years  at  a 
time,  were  done  in  American  prisons. 

The  reader  will  find  as  much  as  he  can 
stand  in  English  Prisons  Under  Local 
Government,  by  Sidney  and  Beatrice 


Webb,  and  a  good  deal  more  in  English 
Prisons  Today,  edited  by  Stephen  Hob- 
house  and  Fenner  Brockway,  in  which 
the  system  is  described  from  the  prison 
cells,  not  by  common  criminals,  but  by 
educated  and  thoughtful  men  and  women 
who,  as  agitators  for  Votes  for  Women 
or  as  Conscientious  Objectors  to  military 
service,  have  been  condemned  to  im- 
prisonment of  late  years.  Our  horror  at 
their  disclosures  must  not  blind  us  to 
my  immediate  point,  which  is  that  our 
prison  system  is  a  horrible  accidental 
growth  and  not  a  deliberate  human  in- 
vention, and  that  its  worst  features  have 
been  produced  with  the  intention,  not  of 
making  it  worse,  but  of  making  it  better. 
Howard  is  not  responsible:  he  warned 
us  that  "absolute  solitude  is  more  than 
human  nature  can  bear  without  the  hazard 
of  distraction  and  despair."  Elizabeth  Fry 
saw  nothing  but  mischief  in  prison 
silence  and  prison  solitude.  Their  fol- 
lowers were  fools:  that  is  all. 

THE  SO-CALLED  CRIMINAL  TYPE 

Perhaps  the  most  far-reaching  service 
done  by  the  Brockway-Hobhouse  report 
is  the  light  it  throws  on  the  alleged  pheno- 
menon of  a  Criminal  Type.  The  belief 
in  this  has  gone  through  several  vicissi- 
tudes. At  first  a  criminal  was  supposed  to 
be  a  beetle-browed,  bulldog-jawed  per- 
son for  whom  no  treatment  could  be  too 
bad.  This  suited  the  prison  authorities,  as 
nothing  is  so  troublesome  to  them  as 
waves  of  public  sympathy  with  criminals, 
founded  on  imaginative  idealizations  of 
them.  But  the  authorities  changed  their 
note  when  a  scientific  account  of  the  type 
was  put  forward  by  Lombroso  and  a  body 
of  investigators  calling  themselves  psychi- 
atrists. These  gentlemen  found  that 
criminals  had  asymmetrical  features  and 
other  stigmata  (an  effective  word).  They 
contended  that  the  criminals  were  the 
victims  of  these  congenital  peculiarities, 
and  could  not  help  themselves.  As  the  ob- 
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vious  conclusion  was  that  they  were  not 
morally  responsible  for  their  actions,  and 
therefore  should  not  be  punished  for 
them,  the  prison  authorities  saw  their 
occupation  threatened,  and  denied  that 
there  was  any  criminal  type,  always  ex- 
cepting the  beetle-brows  and  bulldog- 
jaws  which  the  criminal  was  assumed  to 
have  imposed  on  his  naturally  Grecian 
features  by  a  life  of  villainy.  They  were 
able  to  point  out  that  everybody  has 
asymmetrical  features,  and  that  the  alleged 
stigmata  of  the  Lombrosic  criminal  are  as 
characteristic  of  the  Church,  the  Stock 
Exchange,  the  Bench,  and  the  Legis- 
lature as  of  Portland  and  Dartmoor.  That 
settled  the  matter  for  the  moment.  The 
criminal  type  was  off. 

But  nobody  who  has  ever  visited  a 
prison  has  any  doubt  that  there  is  a  prison 
type,  and  a  very  marked  one  at  that.  And 
if  he  is  saturated  with  the  teachings  of  the 
Natural  Selectionists,  according  to  which 
changes  of  type  are  the  result  of  the  slow 
accumulation  of  minute  variations,  and 
therefore  cannot  be  visibly  produced  in 
less  than,  say,  a  million  years,  he  will  con- 
clude, like  Lombroso,  that  the  criminal  is 
a  natural  species,  and  therefore  incor- 
rigible. 

HOW  TYPES  ARE  MANUFACTURED 

But  twentieth  century  observation  has 
lately  been  knocking  nineteenth  century 
science  into  a  cocked  hat  by  shewing  that 
the  types  that  were  said  to  take  a  million 
years  to  produce  can  be  produced  in  five. 
I  have  in  my  hand  number  seventy-four 
of  the  privately  printed  opuscula  issued 
by  the  Society  which  calls  itself  the  Set  of 
Odd  Volumes.  It  is  entitled  The  Influence 
Which  Our  Surroundings  Exert  On  Us, 
and  is  the  work  of  Sir  William  Arbuthnot 
Lane,  one  of  our  most  distinguished  sur- 
geons. In  it  he  shews  that  by  keeping  a 
man  at  work  as  a  deal  porter,  a  coal 
trimmer,  a  shoemaker  or  what  not,  you 
can,  within  a  period  no  longer  than  that 


spent  in  prison  by  typical  criminals,  pro- 
duce a  typical  deal  porter,  coal  trimmer, 
and  so  on,  the  changes  involved  being 
visible  grotesque  skeletal  changes  for 
which  Huxley  or  Owen  would  have  de- 
manded a  whole  evolutionary  epoch.  No 
Bolshevik  has  yet  written  so  revolution- 
ary a  pamphlet  as  this  little  record  of  a 
recent  after-dinner  speech. 

What  it  means  is  that  the  criminal  type 
is  an  artificial  type,  manufactured  in  prison 
by  the  prison  system.  It  means  that  the 
type  is  not  one  of  the  accidents  of  the 
system,  but  must  be  produced  by  im- 
prisonment no  matter  how  normal  the 
victim  is  at  the  beginning,  or  how  anxious 
the  authorities  are  to  keep  him  so.  The 
simple  truth  is  that  the  typical  criminal 
is  a  normal  man  when  he  first  enters  a 
prison,  and  develops  the  type  during  his 
imprisonment. 

PSYCHIATRISTS  AND  ENDOCRINISTS 

This  does  not  mean  that  no  other  types 
are  to  be  noted  in  prison.  By  all  means  let 
the  endocrinists  go  on  dividing  abnormal 
people,  in  prison  and  out,  into  hyper  and 
sub  pituitaries  and  thyroidics  and  ad- 
renals. They  need  not,  as  the  habit  of  the 
scientific  world  is,  quarrel  furiously  with 
me  for  remarking  that  another  type  can 
be  externally  imposed  on  their  pituitaries 
and  thyroidics  and  adrenals  impartially. 
The  fact  that  a  man  has  an  excessive  ad- 
renal secretion  may  be  a  reason  for  try- 
ing to  check  it  instead  of  punishing  him. 
It  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  if  you  keep 
one  adrenal  in  penal  servitude  and  an- 
other in  the  House  of  Lords  for  ten  years, 
the  one  will  shew  the  stigmata  of  a  typical 
convict,  and  the  other  of  a  typical  peer,  in 
addition  to  the  stigmata  of  adrenalism. 

To  realize  the  importance  of  this,  we 
must  recall  the  discredit  into  which  Lom- 
broso fell  when  it  was  pointed  out  that  by 
his  diagnosis  everybody  was  more  or  less 
a  criminal.  I  suggest  that  this  was  not 
quite  so  complete  a  reductio  ad  absurdum 
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as  it  seemed.  I  have  already  accounted  for 
the  curious  insensibility  of  the  public  to 
the  misery  they  are  inflicting  on  their 
prisoners  by  the  fact  that  some  of  the 
most  mischievous  and  unhappy  condi- 
tions of  prison  life  are  imposed  on  all  re- 
spectably brought-up  children  as  a  matter 
of  course.  It  is  arguable  that  what  Lom- 
broso  took  to  be  criminal  stigmata  were 
genuine  prison  stigmata,  and  that  their 
prevalence  among  respectable  people  who 
have  never  been  in  gaol  is  due  to  the 
prison  conditions  to  which  such  people 
are  conventionally  subjected  for  the  first 
twenty  years  of  their  life. 

THE  CASE   OF   QUEEN  VICTORIA 

I  take  up  another  much  discussed  and 
most  readable  modern  book:  Queen  Vic- 
toria, by  Lytton  Strachey.  It  contains 
some  shocking  pages,  made  bearable  by 
the  comedic  power  of  the  author,  but 
still  ghastly  reading.  Queen  Victoria  was 
very  carefully  brought  up.  When  she 
was  eighteen  they  came  to  her  and  told 
her  that  she  was  Queen  of  England.  She 
asked  whether  she  could  really  do  what 
she  liked;  and  when  this  was  reluctantly 
admitted  by  her  careful  mother,  Victoria 
considered  what  wonderful  and  hitherto 
impossible  happiness  she  could  confer  on 
herself  by  her  new  powers.  And  she  could 
think  of  nothing  more  delightful  than  an 
hour  of  separate  solitary  confinement.  She 
had  never  been  alone  before,  never  been 
unwatched  by  people  whose  business  it 
was  to  see  that  she  behaved  herself,  and 
to  rebuke  her  and  punish  her  if  she  did 
anything  they  disapproved  of.  In  short, 
she  had  been  treated  as  a  dangerous 
criminal,  unfit  to  be  trusted  with  any  in- 
itiative or  moral  responsibility. 

It  would  carry  me  too  far  to  trace  the 
effects  of  this  monstrous  bringing-up  on 
the  course  of  history.  The  book  should 
be  given  to  every  prisoner  who  finds  his 
solitary  confinement  every  day  from  half- 
past  four  in  the  afternoon  to  next  morn- 


ing more  than  he  can  bear.  He  will  find 
that  there  are  worse  things  than  solitude 
when  the  only  company  available  is  that 
of  the  warders  and  governor.  And  he  will 
understand  why  the  next  thing  the  queen 
did  was  to  turn  her  mother  practically 
out  of  the  house.  She  was,  as  he  would 
put  it,  getting  a  bit  of  her  own  back.  Let 
him  then,  if  he  is  an  intellectually  curious 
prisoner,  and  has  not  been  long  enough 
in  prison  to  have  his  intellect  atrophied, 
make  a  list  of  the  miseries  that  are  com- 
mon to  the  lot  of  our  little  Queen  Vic- 
torias out  of  prison  and  our  thieves  and 
murderers  in  prison.  Confinement,  obedi- 
ence, silence  at  associated  work,  con- 
tinual supervision  by  hostile  guardians 
reporting  every  infraction  of  rule  for 
punishment,  regulation  of  every  moment 
of  one's  life  from  outside,  compulsory 
exercise  instead  of  play,  systematic  extir- 
pation of  initiative  and  responsibility, 
uncongenial  and  sometimes  impossible 
tasks,  and  a  normal  assumption  that  every 
original  and  undictated  action  will  be  a 
wrong  action.  This  is  the  lot  of  the  well- 
brought-up  child,  whether  heiress  to  a 
throne  or  heir  to  a  country  rector,  like 
Samuel  Butler,  who  was  beaten  by  his 
father  until  he  acquired  and  retained  until 
his  death  some  of  the  stigmata  of  a  chained 
dog.  The  British  statesman  Mr  Winston 
Churchill,  a  duke's  grandson,  tells  us  in 
his  reminiscences  that  when  he  was  a 
child  of  seven  he  was  sent  to  an  expensive 
school  where  the  discipline  was  more 
ferocious  than  would  be  permitted  in  a 
Reformatory  for  young  criminals  of 
twice  that  age. 

PREVALENCE   OF  CRIMINAL  CHARACTER- 
ISTICS  IN  POLITE   SOCIETY 

Butler,  a  man  of  exceptionally  strong 
character  which  reacted  violently  against 
his  training,  would  have  been  what  the 
Prison  Commissioners  call  a  bad  prisoner, 
and  therefore  does  not  illustrate  the 
normal  social  effect  of  the  system.  Even 
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Queen  Victoria,  with  all  her  character- 
istic prison  transitions  from  tutelage  to 
tyranny,  and  her  inability  to  understand 
or  tolerate  any  other  conditions,  was  too 
energetic,  uneducated,  and  original,  not 
to  react  vigorously  against  her  circum- 
stances. It  is  when  we  look  at  modern 
civilization  in  bulk  that  we  are  forced  to 
admit  that  child  training  (or  rather  tam- 
ing), as  we  practise  it,  produces  moral  im- 
becility. About  a  dozen  millions  of  per- 
sons, on  whose  education  enormous  sums 
had  been  spent  publicly  and  privately, 
went  like  sheep  to  the  slaughter  in  1914- 
1918;  and  the  survivors  are  making  elabor- 
ate arrangements  to  go  again.  A  glance  at 
the  newspapers  which  cater  specially  for 
the  classes  which  go  through  the  respect- 
able routine  of  preparatory  school,  public 
school,  and  university,  will  shew  that  the 
ideals  of  those  classes,  their  points  of 
honor,  their  sense  of  humor,  their  boasts, 
their  anticipations  of  future  exploits,  are 
precisely  those  of  criminals.  They  always 
are  ready  (Steady,  boys,  steady)  to  fight 
and  to  conquer  again  and  again.  Ned 
Kelly,  Charles  Peace,  Dick  Turpin  and 
Claude  Duval,  the  Black  Prince,  Harry 
the  Fifth,  Robin  Hood,  Paul  Jones,  Clive, 
Nelson  and  Captain  Kidd,  Cortez  and 
Lord  Roberts,  were  not  all  on  the  side  of 
the  law;  but  their  morality  was  the  same: 
they  all  held  that  pugnacity,  the  will  to 
conquer,  and  the  sort  of  courage  that 
makes  pugnacity  and  the  will  to  conquer 
effective,  are  virtues  so  splendid  that  they 
sanctify  plunder,  devastation,  and  murder 
in  direct  proportion  to  the  magnitude  of 
these  operations.  The  relaxations  of  the 
operators  are  love  affairs  and  luxurious 
banquets.  Now  pray  what  else  is  the 
romance  of  the  thieves'  kitchen  and  of 
the  surreptitious  conversations  of  the 
prison  exercise  ring  and  associated  labor 
shop?  The  difference  is  no  more  essen- 
tial than  that  between  whiskey  and  cham- 
pagne, between  an  ounce  of  shag  and  a 
box  of  Havanas,  between  a  burglary  and 


a  bombardment,  between  a  jemmy  and 
a  bayonet,  between  a  chloroformed  pad 
and  a  gas  shell,  between  a  Browning  pistol 
bought  at  a  pawnbroker's  and  a  service 
revolver.  Gild  the  reputable  end  of  it  as 
thickly  as  we  like  with  the  cant  of  cour- 
age, patriotism,  national  prestige,  secur- 
ity, duty,  and  all  the  rest  of  it:  smudge 
the  disreputable  end  with  all  the  vitupera- 
tion that  the  utmost  transports  of  virtu- 
ous indignation  can  inspire:  such  tricks 
will  not  induce  the  divine  judgment,  by 
which  all  mankind  must  finally  stand  or 
fall,  to  distinguish  between  the  victims  of 
these  two  bragging  predatory  insects  the 
criminal  and  the  gentleman. 

The  gentleman  beats  the  criminal  hol- 
low in  the  magnitude  of  his  operations 
and  the  number  of  people  employed  in 
them.  For  the  depredations  of  the  crim- 
inal are  negligibly  small  compared  to  the 
military  holocausts  and  ravaged  areas,  the 
civic  slums,  the  hospitals,  the  cemeteries 
crowded  with  the  prematurely  dead,  and 
the  labor  markets  in  which  men  and 
women  are  exposed  for  sale  for  all  pur- 
poses, honorable  and  dishonorable.  These 
are  the  products  of  criminal  ideas  im- 
posed on  the  entire  population.  The  com- 
mon thief  and  burglar,  miserably  sweated 
by  the  receiver  to  whom  he  has  to  sell  his 
plunder,  steals  a  few  spoons  or  diamonds 
at  a  monstrous  risk,  and  gets  less  than  a 
tenth  of  their  value  from  a  rascal  who 
runs  no  risk  worth  considering;  and  the 
poor  wretch  is  content  with  the  trump- 
ery debauch  his  hard-earned  percentage 
brings  him.  The  gentleman  steals  a  whole 
country,  or  a  perpetual  income  for  him- 
self and  his  descendants,  and  is  never 
satisfied  until  he  has  more  conquests  and 
more  riches  to  boast  of.  What  is  more, 
the  illicit  thief  does  not  defend  his  con- 
duct ethically.  He  may  cry  'To  hell  with 
the  parsons  and  with  honesty  and  white- 
livered  respectability!"  and  so  forth;  but 
he  does  so  as  a  defier  of  God,  a  public 
enemy,  a  Satanic  hero.  The  gentleman 
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really  believes  that  he  is  a  creator  of 
national  prestige,  a  defender  of  the  faith, 
a  pillar  of  society;  and  with  this  convic- 
tion to  strengthen  him  he  is  utterly  un- 
scrupulous in  his  misplaced  pride  and 
honor,  and  plays  the  wholesaler  in  evil  to 
the  criminal's  petty  retail  enterprises. 

THE  ROOT   OF  THE  EVIL 

And  what  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all? 
Just  the  belief  that  virtue  is  something 
to  be  imposed  on  us  from  without,  like 
the  tricks  taught  to  a  performing  animal, 
by  the  whip.  Such  manufactured  virtue 
has  no  ethical  value  whatever,  as  appears 
promptly  enough  when  the  whip  is  re- 
moved. All  communities  must  live  finally 
by  their  ethical  values:  that  is,  by  their 
genuine  virtues.  Living  virtuously  is  an 
art  that  can  be  learnt  only  by  living  in  full 
responsibility  for  our  own  actions;  and  as 
the  process  is  one  of  trial  and  error  even 
when  seeking  the  guidance  of  others'  ex- 
perience, society  must,  whether  it  likes 
it  or  not,  put  up  with  a  certain  burden  of 
individual  error.  The  man  who  has  never 
made  a  mistake  will  never  make  any- 
thing; and  the  man  who  has  never  done 
any  harm  will  never  do  any  good.  The 
disastrous  people  are  the  indelicate  and 
conceited  busybodies  who  want  to  re- 
form criminals  and  mould  children's  char- 
acters by  external  pressure  and  abortion. 
The  cowards  who  refuse  to  accept  the 
inevitable  risks  of  human  society,  and 
would  have  everybody  handcuffed  if  they 
could  lest  they  should  have  their  pockets 
picked  or  their  heads  punched,  are  bad 
enough;  and  the  flagellomaniacs  who  are 
for  ever  shrieking  the  exploded  falsehood 
that  garotting  was  put  down  by  flogging, 
and  that  all  crimes,  especially  the  sexually 
exciting  ones,  can  be  put  down  by  more 
flogging,  are  worse;  but  such  obvious 
cases  of  phobia  and  libido  soon  make 
themselves  ridiculous  if  they  are  given  a 
free  platform.  It  is  the  busybody,  the 
quack,  the  pseudo  God  Almighty,  the 


Dr  Moreau  of  Mr  H.  G.  Wells's  ghastli- 
est romance,  continually  lusting  to  lay 
hands  on  living  creatures  and  by  reckless 
violation  of  their  souls  and  bodies  abort 
them  into  some  monster  representing 
their  ideal  of  a  Good  Man,  or  a  Model 
Citizen,  or  a  Perfect  Wife  and  Mother:  he 
is  the  irreconcilable  enemy,  the  ubiquitous 
and  iniquitous  nuisance,  and  the  most 
difficult  to  get  rid  of  because  he  has  im- 
posed his  moral  pretensions  on  public 
opinion,  and  is  accepted  as  just  the  sort  of 
philanthropist  our  prisons  and  criminals 
should  be  left  to,  whereas  he  (or  she)  is 
really  the  only  sort  of  person  who  should 
never  be  admitted  to  any  part  of  a  prison 
except  the  gallows  on  which  so  many  less 
mischievous  egotists  have  expired.  No 
one  who  has  not  a  profound  instinctive 
respect  for  the  right  of  all  living  creatures 
to  moral  and  religious  liberty:  that  is,  to 
liberty  of  moral  and  religious  experiment 
on  themselves,  limited  only  by  their  obli- 
gations not  to  become  unduly  burden- 
some to  others,  should  be  let  come  within 
ten  miles  of  a  child,  a  criminal,  or  any 
other  person  in  a  condition  of  tutelage. 
Indelicacy  on  this  point  is  the  most  con- 
clusive of  social  disqualifications.  When 
it  is  ignorant  and  short-sighted  it  pro- 
duces criminals.  When  it  is  worldly-wise 
and  pompous  it  produces  Prison  Com- 


missioners. 

RECAPITULATION 

For  the  reader's  mental  convenience, 
I  recapitulate  the  contentions  presented 
above. 

i.  Modern  imprisonment:  that  is,  im- 
prisonment practised  as  a  punishment  as 
well  as  a  means  of  detention,  is  extremely 
cruel  and  mischievous,  and  therefore  ex- 
tremely wicked.  The  word  extremely  is 
used  advisedly  because  the  system  has 
been  pushed  to  a  degree  at  which  prison 
mortality  and  prison  insanity  forced  it 
back  to  the  point  at  which  it  is  barely  en- 
durable, which  point  may  therefore  be 
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regarded  as  the  practicable  extreme. 

2.  Although  public  vindictiveness  and 
public  dread  are  largely  responsible  for 
this  wickedness,  some  of  the  most  cruel 
features  of  the  prison  system  are  not 
understood  by  the  public,  and  have  not 
been  deliberately  invented  and  contrived 
for  the  purpose  of  increasing  the  prisoner's 
torment.  The  worst  of  these  are  (a)  un- 
successful attempts  at  reform,  (£)  success- 
ful attempts  to  make  the  working  of  the 
prison  cheaper  for  the  State  and  easier  for 
the  officials,  and  (c)  accidents  of  the  evolu- 
tion of  the  old  privately  owned  detention 
prison  into  the  new  punitive  State  prison. 

3.  The  prison  authorities  profess  three 
objects:  (a)  Retribution  (a  euphemism  for 
vengeance),  (b)  Deterrence  (a  euphem- 
ism for  Terrorism),  and  (c)  Reform  of 
the  prisoner.  They  achieve  the  first  by 
simple  atrocity.  They  fail  in  the  second 
through  lack  of  the  necessary  certainty  of 
detection,  prosecution,  and  conviction; 
partly  because  their  methods  are  too  cruel 
and  mischievous  to  secure  the  co-opera- 
tion of  the  public;  partly  because  the  pro- 
secutor is  put  to  serious  inconvenience 
and  loss  of  time;  partly  because  most 
people  desire  to  avoid  an  unquestionable 
family  disgrace  much  more  than  to  secure 
a  very  questionable  justice;  and  partly 
because  the  proportion  of  avowedly  un- 
detected crimes  is  high  enough  to  hold 
out  reasonable  hopes  to  the  criminal  that 
he  will  never  be  called  to  account.  The 
third  (Reform)  is  irreconcilable  with  the 
first   (Retribution);   for  the  figures   of 
recidivism,  and  the  discovery  that  the  so- 
called  Criminal  Type  is  really  a  prison 
type,  prove  that  the  retributive  process 
is  one  of  uncompensated  deterioration. 

4.  The  cardinal  vice  of  the  system  is 
the  anti-Christian  vice  of  vengeance,  or 
the  intentional  duplication  of  malicious 
injuries  partly  in  pure  spite,  partly  incom- 
pliance with  the  expiatory  superstition 
that  two  blacks  make  a  white.  The  crim- 
inal accepts  this,  but  claims  that  punish- 


ment  absolves  him  if  the  injuries  are 
equivalent,  and  still  more  if  he  has  tne 
worse  of  the  bargain,  as  he  almost  always 
has.  Consequently,  when  absolution  on 
his  release  is  necessarily  denied  him,  and 
he  is  forced  back  into  crime  by  the  refusal 
to  employ  him,  he  feels  that  he  is  entitled 
to  revenge  this  injustice  by  becoming  an 
enemy  of  society.  No  beneficial  reform  of 
our  treatment  of  criminals  is  possible  un- 
less and  until  this  superstition  of  expiation 
and  this  essentially  sentimental  vice  of 
vengeance  are  unconditionally  eradicated. 

5.  Society  has  a  right  of  self-defence> 
extending  to  the  destruction  or  restraint 
of  lawbreakers.  This  right  is  separable 
from  the  right  to  revenge  or  punish:  it 
need  have  no  more  to  do  with  punish- 
ment or  revenge  than  the  caging  or  shoot- 
ing of  a  man-eating  tiger.  It  arises  from 
the  existence  of  (A)  intolerably  mischiev- 
ous human  beings,  and  (B)  persons  de- 
fective in  the  self-control  needed  for  free 
life  in  modern  society,  but  well  behaved 
and  at  their  ease  under  tutelage  and  dis- 
cipline. Class  A  can  be  painlessly  killed 
or  permanently  restrained.  The  requisite 
tutelage  and  discipline  can  be  provided 
for  Class  B  without  rancor  or  insult.  The 
rest  can  be  treated  not  as  criminals  but  as 
civil  defendants,  and  made  to  pay  for 
their  depredations  in  the  same  manner. 
At  present  many  persons  guilty  of  con- 
duct much  viler  than  that  for  which  poor 
men  are  sent  to  prison  suffer  nothing 
worse  than  civil  actions   for  damages 
when  they  do  not  (unhappily)  enjoy 
complete  impunity. 

6.  The  principle  to  be  kept  before  the 
minds  of  all  citizens  is  that  as  civilized 
society  is   a   very   costly   arrangement 
necessary  to  their  subsistence  and  secur- 
ity they  must  justify  their  enjoyment  of  it 
by  contributing  their  share  to  its  cost,  and 
giving  no  more  than  their  share  of  trouble, 
subject  to  every  possible  provision  by  in- 
surance against  innocent  disability.  This 
is  a  condition  precedent  to  freedom,  and 
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justifies  us  in  removing  cases  of  incurable 
noxious  disability  by  simply  putting  an 
end  to  their  existence. 

7.  An  unconquerable  repugnance  to 
judicial  killing  having  led  to  the  abolition 
of  capital  punishment  in  several  countries, 
and  to  its  reservation  for  specially  danger- 
ous or  abhorrent  crimes  in  all  the  others, 
it  is  possible  that  the  right  to  kill  may  be 
renounced  by  all  civilized  States.  This  re- 
pugnance may  be  intensified  as  we  cease 
to  distinguish  between  sin  and  infirmity, 
or,  in  prison  language,  between  crime 
and  disease,  because  of  our  fear  of  being 
led  to  the  extirpation  of  the  incurable  in- 
valid who  is  excessively  troublesome  as 
well  as  to  that  of  the  incurable  criminal. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  opposite  tem- 
perament, which  is  not  squeamish  about 
making  short  work  of  hard  cases,  and 
which  is  revolted  by  the  daily  sacrifice  of 
the  lives  of  prison  officials,  and  of  rela- 
tives and  nurses,  to  incurable  criminals 
and  invalids,  may  be  reinforced  by  the 
abandonment  of  ethical  pretentiousness, 
vengeance,  malice,  and  all  uncharitable- 
ness  in  the  matter,  and  may  become  less 
scrupulous  than  at  present  in  advocating 
euthanasia  for  all  incurables. 

Whichever  party  may  prevail,  punish- 
ment as  such  is  likely  to  disappear,  and 
with  it  the  ear-marking  of  certain  offences 
as  calling  for  specially  deterrent  severities. 
But  it  does  not  follow  that  lethal  treat- 
ment of  extreme  cases  will  be  barred.  On 
the  contrary,  it  may  be  extended  from 
murder  to  social  incompatibility  of  all 
sorts.  If  it  be  absolutely  barred,  sufficient 
restraint  must  be  effected,  not  as  a 
punishment  but  as  a  necessity  for  public 
safety.  But  there  will  be  no  excuse  for 
making  it  more  unpleasant  than  it  need 
be. 

8.  When  detention  and  restraint  are 
necessary,  the  criminal's  right  to  contact 
with  all  the  spiritual  influences  of  his  day 
should  be  respected,  and  its  exercise  en- 
couraged and  facilitated.  Conversation, 


access  to  books  and  pictures  and  music, 
unfettered  scientific,  philosophic,  and  re- 
ligious activity,  change  of  scene  and  oc- 
cupation, the  free  formation  of  friend- 
ships and  acquaintances,  marriage  and 
parentage :  in  short,  all  the  normal  methods 
of  creation  and  recreation,  must  be  avail- 
able for  criminals  as  for  other  persons,  , 
partly  because  deprivation  of  these  things 
is  severely  punitive,  and  partly  because  it 
is  destructive  to  the  victim,  and  produces 
what  we  call  the  criminal  type,  making 
a  cure  impossible.  Any  specific  liberty 
which  the  criminal's  specific  defects  lead 
him  to  abuse  will,  no  doubt,  be  taken 
from  him;  but  if  his  life  is  spared  his 
right  to  live  must  be  accepted  in  the  full- 
est sense,  and  not,  as  at  present,  merely  as 
a  right  to  breathe  and  circulate  his  blood. 
In  short,  a  criminal  should  be  treated,  not 
as  a  man  who  has  forfeited  all  normal 
rights  and  liberties  by  the  breaking  of  a 
single  law,  but  as  one  who,  through  some 
specific  weakness  or  weaknesses,  is  in- 
capable of  exercising  some  specific  liberty 
or  liberties. 

9.  The  main  difficulty  in  applying  this 
concept  of  individual  freedom  to  the 
criminal  arises  from  the  fact  that  the  con- 
cept itself  is  as  yet  unformed.  We  do  not 
apply  it  to  children,  at  home  or  at  school, 
nor  to  employees,  nor  to  persons  of  any 
class  or  age  who  are  in  the  power  of 
other  persons.  Like  Queen  Victoria,  we 
conceive  Man  as  being  either  in  authority 
or  subject  to  authority,  each  person  doing 
only  what  he  is  expressly  permitted  to  do, 
or  what  the  example  of  the  rest  of  his  class 
encourages  him  to  consider  as  tacitly  per- 
mitted. The  concept  of  the  evolving  free 
man  in  an  evolving  society,  making  all 
sorts  of  experiments  in  conduct,  and 
therefore  doing  everything  he  likes  as 
far  as  he  can  unless  there  are  express 
prohibitions  to  which  he  is  politically  a 
consenting  party,  is  still  unusual,  and  con- 
sequently terrifying,  in  spite  of  all  the 
individualist  pamphlets  of  the  eighteenth 
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and  nineteenth  centuries.  It  will  be  found 
that  those  who  are  most  scandalized  by 
the  liberties  I  am  claiming  for  the  convict 
would  be  equally  scandalized  if  I  claimed 
them  for  their  own  sons,  or  even  for 
themselves. 
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The  conclusion  is  that  imprisonment 
cannot  be  fully  understood  by  those  who 
do  not  understand  freedom.  But  it  can  be 
understood  quite  well  enough  to  have  it 
made  a  much  less  horrible,  wicked,  and 
wasteful  thing  than  it  is  at  present. 


POLITICAL 


XIII 
THE  APPLE  CART 


1930 


The  first  performances  of  this  play  at 
home  and  abroad  provoked  several  con- 
fident anticipations  that  it  would  be  pub- 
lished with  an  elaborate  prefatory  treatise 
on  Democracy  to  explain  why  I,  formerly 
a  notorious  democrat,  have  apparently 
veered  round  to  the  opposite  quarter  and 
become  a  devoted  Royalist.  In  Dresden 
the  performance  was  actually  prohibited 
as  a  blasphemy  against  Democracy. 

What  was  all  this  pother  about?  I  had 
written  a  comedy  in  which  a  King  defeats 
an  attempt  by  his  popularly  elected  Prime 
Minister  to  deprive  him  of  the  right  to 
influence  public  opinion  through  the 
Press  and  the  platform:  in  short,  to  reduce 
him  to  a  cipher.  The  King's  reply  is  that 
rather  than  be  a  cipher  he  will  abandon  his 
throne  and  take  his  obviously  very  rosy 
chance  of  becoming  a  popularly  elected 
Prime  Minister  himself.  To  those  who 
believe  that  our  system  of  votes  for  every- 
body produces  parliaments  which  repre- 
sent the  people  it  should  seem  that  this 
solution  of  the  difficulty  is  completely 
democratic,  and  that  the  Prime  Minister 
must  at  once  accept  it  joyfully  as  such. 
He  knows  better.  The  change  would  rally 
the  anti-democratic  royalist  vote  against 
him,  and  impose  on  him  a  rival  in  the 
person  of  the  only  public  man  whose 
ability  he  has  to  fear.  The  comedic  para- 
dox of  the  situation  is  that  the  King  wins, 
not  by  exercising  his  royal  authority,  but 
by  threatening  to  resign  it  and  go  to  the 
democratic  poll. 

That  so  many  critics  who  believe  them- 
selves to  be  ardent  democrats  should  take 
the  entirely  personal  triumph  of  the  here- 
ditary king  over  the  elected  minister  to 
be  a  triumph  of  autocracy  over  demo- 
cracy, and  its  dramatization  an  act  of 
political  apostasy  on  the  part  of  the 


author,  convinces  me  that  our  professed 
devotion  to  political  principles  is  only  a 
mask  for  our  idolatry  of  eminent  persons. 
The  Apple  Cart  exposes  the  unreality  of 
both  democracy  and  royalty  as  our  ideal- 
ists conceive  them.  Our  Liberal  demo- 
crats believe  in  a  figment  called  a  con- 
stitutional  monarch,   a   sort   of  Punch 
puppet  who  cannot  move  until  his  Prime 
Minister's  fingers  are  in  his  sleeves.  They 
believe  in  another  figment  called  a  re- 
sponsible minister,  who  moves  only  when 
similarly  actuated  by  the  million  fingers 
of  the  electorate.  But  the  most  superficial 
inspection  of  any  two  such  figures  shews 
that  they  are  not  puppets  but  living  men, 
and  that  the  supposed  control  of  one  by 
the  other  and  of  both  by  the  electorate 
amounts  to  no  more  than  a  not  very 
deterrent  fear  of  uncertain  and  under 
ordinary  qircumstances  quite  remote  con- 
sequences. The  nearest  thing  to  a  pup- 
pet in  our  political  system  is  a  Cabinet 
minister  at  the  head  of  a  great  public 
office.  Unless  he  possesses  a  very  excep- 
tional share  of  dominating  ability  and 
relevant  knowledge  he  is  helpless  in  the 
hands  of  his  officials.  He  must  sign  what- 
ever documents  they  present  to  him,  and 
repeat  whatever  words  they  put  in+o  his 
mouth    when    answering    questions    in 
parliament,  with  a  docility  which  cannot 
be  imposed  on  a  king  who  works  at  his 
job;  for   the  king  works  continuously 
whilst  his  ministers  are  in  office  for  spells 
only,  the  spells  being  few  and  brief,  and 
often  occurring  for  the  first  time  to  men 
of  advanced  age  with  little  or  no  training 
for  an  experience  of  supreme  responsi- 
bility.   George   the   Third   and    Queen 
Victoria  were  not,  like  Queen  Elizabeth, 
the  natural  superiors  of  their  ministers  in 
political  genius  and  general  capacity;  but 
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they  were  for  many  purposes  of  State 
necessarily  superior  to  them  in  experience, 
in  cunning,  in  exact  knowledge  of  the 
limits  of  their  responsibility  and  conse- 
quently of  the  limits  of  their  irresponsi- 
bility: in  short,  in  the  authority  and 
practical  power  that  these  superiorities 
produce.  Very  clever  men  who  have 
come  into  contact  with  monarchs  have 
been  so  impressed  that  they  have  attri- 
buted to  them  extraordinary  natural  quali- 
fications which  they,  as  now  visible  to 
us  in  historical  perspective,  clearly  did 
not  possess.  In  conflicts  between  mon- 
archs and  popularly  elected  ministers  the 
monarchs  win  every  time  when  personal 
ability  and  good  sense  are  at  all  equally 
divided. 

In  The  Apple  Cart  this  equality  is 
assumed.  It  is  masked  by  a  strong  contrast 
of  character  and  methods  which  has  led 
my  less  considerate  critics  to  complain 
that  I  have  packed  the  cards  by  making 
the  King  a  wise  man  and  the  minister  a 
fool.  But  that  is  not  at  all  the  relation  be- 
tween the  two.  Both  play  with  equal 
skill;  and  the  King  wins,  not  by  greater 
astuteness,  but  because  he  has  the  ace  of 
trumps  in  his  hand  and  knows  when  to 
play  it.  As  the  prettier  player  of  the  two 
he  has  the  sympathy  of  the  audience.  Not 
being  as  pampered  and  powerful  as  an 
operatic  prima  donna,  and  depending  as 
he  does  not  on  some  commercially  valu- 
able talent  but  on  his  conformity  to  the 
popular  ideal  of  dignity  and  perfect 
breeding,  he  has  to  be  trained,  and  to 
train  himself,  to  accept  good  manners  as 
an  indispensable  condition  of  his  inter- 
course with  his  subjects,  and  to  leave  to 
the  less  highly  placed  such  indulgences  as 
tempers,  tantrums,  bullyings,  sneerings, 
swearings,  kickings:  in  short,  the  com- 
moner violences  and  intemperances  of 
authority. 

His  ministers  have  much  laxer  stand- 
ards. It  is  open  to  them,  if  it  will  save 
their  time,  to  get  their  own  way  by  mak- 


ing scenes,  flying  into  calculated  rages, 
and  substituting  vulgar  abuse  for  argu- 
ment. A  clever  minister,  not  having  had 
a  royal  training,  will,  if  he  finds  himself 
involved  in  a  duel  with  his  king,  be  care- 
ful not  to  choose  the  weapons  at  which 
the  king  can  beat  him.  Rather  will  he  in 
cold  blood  oppose  to  the  king's  perfect 
behavior  an  intentional  misbehavior  and 
apparently  childish  petulance  which  he 
can  always  drop  at  the  right  moment  for 
a  demeanor  as  urbane  as  that  of  the  king 
himself,  thus  employing  two  sets  of 
weapons  to  the  king's  one.  This  gives 
him  the  advantages  of  his  own  training 
as  a  successful  ambitious  man  who  has 
pushed  his  way  from  obscurity  to  cele- 
brity: a  process  involving  a  considerable 
use  of  the  shorter  and  more  selfish 
methods  of  dominating  the  feebly  re- 
calcitrant, the  unreasonable,  the  timid, 
and  the  stupid,  as  well  as  a  sharp  sense  of 
the  danger  of  these  methods  when  dealing 
with  persons  of  strong  character  in  strong 
positions. 

In  this  light  the  style  of  fighting  adopted 
by  the  antagonists  in  the  scrap  between 
King  Magnus  and  Mr  Joseph  Proteus  is 
seen  to  be  a  plain  deduction  from  their 
relative  positions  and  antecedents,  and 
not  a  manufactured  contrast  between  de- 
mocracy and  royalty  to  the  disadvantage 
of  the  former.  Those  who  so  mistook  it 
are  out  of  date.  They  still  regard  demo- 
cracy as  the  under  dog  in  the  conflict. 
But  to  me  it  is  the  king  who  is  doomed 
to  be  tragically  in  that  position  in  the 
future  into  which  the  play  is  projected: 
in  fact,  he  is  visibly  at  least  half  in  it 
already;  and  the  theory  of  constitutional 
monarchy  assumes  that  he  is  wholly  in 
it,  and  has  been  so  since  the  end  of  fbp 
seventeenth  century. 

Besides,  the  conflict  is  not  really  be- 
tween royalty  and  democracy.  It  is  be- 
tween both  and  plutocracy,  which,  hav- 
ing destroyed  the  royal  power  by  frank 
force  under  democratic  pretexts,  has 
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bought  and  swallowed  democracy.  Money 
talks:  money  prints:  money  broadcasts: 
money  reigns;  and  kings  and  labor  leaders 
alike  have  to  register  its  decrees,  and 
even,  by  a  staggering  paradox,  to  finance 
its  enterprises  and  guarantee  its  profits. 
Democracy  is  no  longer  bought:  it  is 
bilked.  Ministers  who  are  Socialists  to  the 
backbone  are  .as  helpless  in  the  grip  of 
Breakages  Limited  as  its  acknowledged 
henchmen:  from  the  moment  when  they 
attain  to  what  is  with  unintentional  irony 
called  power  (meaning  the  drudgery  of 
carrying  on  for  the  plutocrats)  they  no 
longer  dare  even  to  talk  of  nationalizing 
any  industry,  however  socially  vital,  that 
has  a  farthing  of  profit  for  plutocracy  still 
left  in  it,  or  that  can  be  made  to  yield  a 
farthing  for  it  by  subsidies. 

King  Magnus's  little  tactical  victory, 
which  bulks  so  largely  in  the  playhouse, 
leaves  him  in  a  worse  plight  than  his 
defeated  opponent,  who  can  always  plead 
that  he  is  only  the  instrument  of  the 
people's  will,  whereas  the  unfortunate 
monarch,  making  a  desperate  bid  for 
dictatorship  on  the  perfectly  true  plea 
that  democracy  has  destroyed  all  other 
responsibility  (has  not  Mussolini  said 
that  there  is  a  vacant  throne  in  every 
country  in  Europe  waiting  for  a  capable 
man  to  fill  it?),  is  compelled  to  assume 
full  responsibility  himself,  and  face  all  the 
reproaches  that  Mr  Proteus  can  shirk.  In 
his  Cabinet  there  is  only  one  friendly 
man  who  has  courage,  principle,  and 
genuine  good  manners  when  he  is  courte- 
ously treated;  and  that  man  is  an  un- 
compromising republican,  his  rival  for 
the  dictatorship.  The  splendidly  honest 
and  devoted  Die-hard  lady  is  too  scorn- 
fully tactless  to  help  much;  but  with 
a  little  more  experience  in  the  art  of 
handling  effective  men  and  women  as  dis- 
tinguished from  the  art  of  handling  mass 
meetings  Mr  Bill  Boanerges  might  surprise 
those  who,  because  he  makes  them  laugh, 
see  nothing  in  him  but  a  caricature. 


In  short,  those  critics  of  mine  who 
have  taken  The  Apple  Cart  for  a  story  of 
a  struggle  between  a  hero  and  a  roomful 
of  guys  have  been  grossly  taken  in.  It  is 
never  safe  to  take  my  plays  at  their  subur- 
ban face  value:  it  ends  in  your  finding  in 
them  only  what  you  bring  to  them,  and 
so  getting  nothing  for  your  money. 

On  the  subject  of  Democracy  gener- 
ally I  have  nothing  to  say  that  can  take 
the  problem  farther  than  I  have  already 
carried  it  in  my  Intelligent  Woman's 
Guide  to  Socialism  and  Capitalism.  We 
have  to  solve  two  inseparable  main  prob- 
lems: the  economic  problem  of  how  to 
produce  and  distribute  our  subsistence, 
and  the  political  problem  of  how  to  select 
our  rulers  and  prevent  them  from  abus- 
ing their  authority  in  their  own  interests 
or  those  of  their  class  or  religion.  Our 
solution  of  the  economic  problem  is  the 
Capitalist  system,  which  achieves  miracles 
in  production,  but  fails  so  ludicrously  and 
disastrously  to  distribute  its  products 
rationally,  or  to  produce  in  the  order  of 
social  need,  that  it  is  always  complaining 
of  being  paralyzed  by  its  "overproduc- 
tion" of  things  of  which  millions  of  us 
stand  in  desperate  want.  Our  solution  of 
the  political  problem  is  Votes  for  Every- 
body and  Every  Authority  Elected  by 
Vote,  an  expedient  originally  devized  to 
prevent  rulers  from  tyrannizing  by  the 
very  effectual  method  of  preventing  them 
from  doing  anything,  and  thus  leaving 
everything  to  irresponsible  private  enter- 
prise. But  as  private  enterprise  will  do 
nothing  that  is  not  profitable  to  its  little 
self,  and  the  very  existence  of  civilization 
now  depends  on  the  swift  and  unhampered 
public  execution  of  enterprises  that  super- 
sede private  enterprise  and  are  not  merely 
profitable  but  vitally  necessary  to  the 
whole  community,  this  purely  inhibitive 
check  on  tyranny  has  become  a  strangle- 
hold on  genuine  democracy.  Its  painfully 
evolved  machinery  of  parliament  and 
Party  System  and  Cabinet  is  so  effective 
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in  obstruction  that  we  take  thirty  years 
by  constitutional  methods  to  do  thirty 
minutes  work,  and  shall  presently  be 
forced  to  clear  up  thirty  years  arrears  in 
thirty  minutes  by  unconstitutional  ones 
unless  we  pass  a  Reform  Bill  that  will 
make  a  complete  revolution  in  our  politi- 
cal machinery  and  procedure.  When  we 
see  parliaments  like  ours  kicked  into  the 
gutter  by  dictators,  both  in  kingdoms  and 
republics,  it  is  foolish  to  wait  until  the 
dictator  dies  or  collapses,  and  then  do 
nothing  but  pick  the  poor  old  things  up 
and  try  to  scrape  the  mud  off  them:  the 
only  sane  course  is  to  take  the  step  by 
which  the -dictatorship  could  have  been 
anticipated  and  averted,  and  construct  a 
political  system  for  rapid  positive  work 
instead  of  slow  nugatory  work,  made  to 
fit  into  the  twentieth  century  instead  of 
into  the  sixteenth. 

Until  we  face  this  task  and  accomplish 
it  we  shall  not  be  able  to  produce  elector- 
ates capable  of  doing  anything  by  their 
votes  except  pave  the  way  to  their  own 
destruction.  An  election  at  present,  con- 
sidered as  a  means  of  selecting  the  best 
qualified  rulers,  is  so  absurd  that  if  the 
last  dozen  parliaments  had  consisted  of 
the  candidates  who  were  at  the  foot  of 
the  poll  instead  of  those  who  were  at  the 
head  of  it  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose 
that  we  should  have  been  a  step  more  or 
less  advanced  than  we  are  today.  In 
neither  case  would  the  electorate  have 
had  any  real  choice  of  representatives.  If 
it  had,  we  might  have  had  to  struggle 
with  parliaments  of  Titus  Oateses  and 
Lord  George  Gordons  dominating  a  few 
generals  and  artists,  with  Cabinets  made 
up  of  the  sort  of  orator  who  is  said  to 
carry  away  his  hearers  by  his  eloquence 
because,  having  first  ascertained  by  a  few 
cautious  feelers  what  they  are  ready  to 
applaud,  he  gives  it  to  them  a  dozen 
times  over  in  an  overwhelming  cres- 
cendo, and  is  in  effect  carried  away  by 
them.  As  it  is,  the  voters  have  no  real 


choice  of  candidates:  they  have  to  take 
what  they  can  get  and  make  the  best  of 
it  according  to  their  lights,  which  is  often 
the  worst  of  it  by  the  light  of  heaven.  By 
chance  rather  than  by  judgment  they  find 
themselves  represented  in  parliament  by 
a  fortunate  proportion  of  reasonably 
honest  and  public  spirited  persons  who 
happen  to  be  also  successful  public 
speakers.  The  rest  are  in  parliament  be- 
cause they  can  afford  it  and  have  a  fancy 
for  it  or  an  interest  in  it. 

Last  October  (1929)  I  was  asked  to 
address  the  enormous  audience  created 
by  the  new  invention  of  Wireless  Broad- 
cast on  a  range  of  political  and  cultural 
topics  introduced  by  a  previous  speaker 
under  the  general  heading  of  Points  of 
View.  Among  the  topics  was  Democracy, 
presented,  as  usual,  in  a  completely  ab- 
stract guise  as  an  infinitely  beneficent 
principle  in  which  we  must  trust  though 
it  slay  us.  I  was  determined  that  this  time 
Votes  for  Everybody  and  Every  Author- 
ity Elected  by  Vote  should  not  escape  by 
wearing  its  imposing  mask.  I  delivered 
myself  as  follows: 

Your  Majesties,  your  Royal  High- 
nesses, your  Excellencies,  your  Graces 
and  Reverences,  my  Lords,  Ladies  and 
Gentlemen,  fellow  citizens  of  all  degrees: 
I  am  going  to  talk  to  you  about  Demo- 
cracy objectively:  that  is,  as  it  exists  and 
as  we  must  all  reckon  with  it  equally, 
no  matter  what  our  points  of  view  may 
be.  Suppose  I  were  to  talk  to  you  not 
about  Democracy,  but  about  the  sea, 
which  is  in  some  respects  rather  like  De- 
mocracy! We  all  have  our  own  views  of 
the  sea.  Some  of  us  hate  it  and  are  never 
well  when  we  are  at  it  or  on  it.  Others 
love  it,  and  are  never  so  happy  as  when 
they  are  in  it  or  on  it  or  looking  at  it. 
Some  of  us  regard  it  as  Britain's  natural 
realm  and  surest  bulwark:  others  want  a 
Channel  Tunnel.  But  certain  facts  about 
the  sea  are  quite  independent  of  our 
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feelings  towards  it.  If  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  the  sea  exists,  none  of  you  will  con- 
tradict me.  If  I  say  that  the  sea  is  some- 
times furiously  violent  and  always  un- 
certain, and  that  those  who  are  most 
familiar  with  it  trust  it  least,  you  will  not 
immediately  shriek  out  that  I  do  not  be- 
lieve in  the  sea;  that  I  am  an  enemy  of  the 
sea;  that  I  want  to  abolish  the  sea;  that 
I  am  going  to  make  bathing  illegal;  that 
I  am  out  to  ruin  our  carrying  trade  and 
lay  waste  all  our  seaside  resorts  and  scrap 
the  British  Navy.  If  I  tell  you  that  you 
cannot  breathe  in  the  sea,  you  will  not 
take  that  as  a  personal  insult  and  ask  me 
indignantly  if  I  consider  you  inferior  to 
a  fish.  Well,  you  must  please  be  equally 
sensible  when  I  tell  you  some  hard  facts 
about  Democracy.  When  I  tell  you  that 
it  is  sometimes  furiously  violent  and  al- 
ways dangerous  and  treacherous,  and  that 
those  who  are  familiar  with  it  as  practical 
statesmen  trust  it  least,  you  must  not 
at  once  denounce  me  as  a  paid  agent  of 
Benito  Mussolini,  or  declare  that  I  have 
become  a  Tory  Die-hard  in  my  okl  age, 
and  acc*.::^  e  of  wanting  to  take  away 
your  votes  and  make  an  end  of  parlia- 
ment, and  the  franchise,  and  free  speech, 
and  public  meeting,  and  trial  b}  ;Ury. 
Still  less  .nust  you  rise  in  your  places  and 
give  me  uiree  rousing  cheers  as  a  cham- 
pion of  medieval  monarchy  and  feudal- 
ism. I  am  quite  innocent  of  any  such 
extravagances.  All  I  mean  is  that  whether 
we  are  Democrats  or  Tories,  Catholics 
or  Protestants,  Communists  or  Fascists, 
we  are  all  face  to  face  with  a  certain  force 
in  the  world  called  Democracy;  and  we 
must  understand  the  nature  of  that  force 
whether  we  want  to  fight  it  or  to  forward 
it.  Our  business  is  not  to  deny  the  perils 
of  Democracy,  but  to  provide  against 
them  as  far  as  we  can,  and  then  consider 
whether  the  risks  we  cannot  provide 
against  are  worth  taking. 

Democracy,  as  you  know  it,  is  seldom 
more  than  a  long  word  beginning  with  a 


capital  letter,  which  we  accept  reverently 
or  disparage  contemptuously  without 
asking  any  questions.  Now  we  should 
never  accept  anything  reverently  until 
we  have  asked  it  a  great  many  very 
searching  questions,  the  first  two  being 
What  are  you?  and  Where  do  you  live? 
When  I  put  jhese  questions  to  Demo- 
cracy the  answer  I  get  is  "My  name  is 
Demos;  and  I  live  in  the  British  Empire, 
the  United  States  of  America,  and  wher- 
ever the  love  of  liberty  burns  in  the  heart 
of  man.  You,  my  friend  Shaw,  are  a  unit 
of  Democracy:  your  name  is  also  Demos: 
you  are  a  citizen  of  a  great  democratic 
community:  you  are  a  potential  constitu- 
ent of  the  Parliament  of  Man,  the  Federa- 
tion of  the  World."  At  this  I  usually 
burst  into  loud  cheers,  which  do  credit 
to  my  enthusiastic  nature.  Tonight,  how- 
ever,! shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort:  I  shall 
say  "Dont  talk  nonsense.  My  name  is  not 
Demos:  it  is  Bernard  Shaw.  My  address 
is  not  the  British  Empire,  nor  the  United 
States  of  America,  nor  wherever  the  love 
of  liberty  burns  in  the  heart  of  man:  it  is 
at  such  and  such  a  number  in  such  and 
such  a  street  in  London;  and  it  will  be 
time  enough  to  discuss  my  seat  in  the 
Parliament  of  Man  when  that  celebrated 
institution  comes  into  existence.  I  dont 
believe  your  name  is  Demos:  nobody's 
name  is  Demos;  and  all  I  can  make  of 
your  address  is  that  you  have  no  address, 
and  are  just  a  tramp — if  indeed  you  exist 
at  all." 

You  will  notice  that  I  am  too  polite  to 
call  Demos  a  windbag  or  a  hot  air  mer- 
chant; but  I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  begin 
our  study  of  Democracy  by  considering 
it  first  as  a  big  balloon,  filled  with  gas 
or  hot  air,  and  sent  up  so  that  you  shall 
be  kept  looking  up  at  the  sky  whilst  other 
people  are  picking  your  pockets.  When 
the  balloon  comes  down  to  earth  every 
five  years  or  so  you  are  invited  to  get 
into  the  basket  if  you  can  throw  out  one 
of  the  people  who  are  sitting  tightly  in 
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it;  but  as  you  can  afford  neither  the  time 
nor  the  money,  and  there  are  forty 
millions  of  you  and  hardly  room  for  six 
hundred  in  the  basket,  the  balloon  goes 
up  again  with  much  the  same  lot  in  it 
and  leaves  you  where  you  were  before. 
I  think  you  will  admit  that  the  balloon 
as  an  image  of  Democracy  corresponds 
to  the  parliamentary  facts. 

Now  let  us  examine  a  more  poetic  con- 
ception of  Democracy.  Abraham  Lincoln 
is  represented  as  standing  amid  the  car- 
nage of  the  battlefield  of  Gettysburg,  and 
declaring  that  all  that  slaughter  of  Ameri- 
cans by  Americans  occurred  in  order  that 
Democracy,  defined  as  government  of  the 
people  for  the  people  by  the  people,  should 
not  perish  from  the  earth.  Let  us  pick 
this  famous  peroration  to  pieces  and  see 
what  there  really  is  inside  it.  (By  the 
way,  Lincoln  did  not  really  declaim  it  on 
the  field  of  Gettysburg;  and  the  American 
Civil  War  was  not  fought  in  defence  or 
any  such  principle,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
to  enable  one  half  of  the  United  States  to 
force  the  other  half  to  be  governed  as 
they  did  not  wish  to  be  governed.  But 
never  mind  that.  I  mentioned  it  only  to 
remind  you  that  it  seems  impossible  for 
statesmen  to  make  speeches  about  Demo- 
cracy, or  journalists  to  report  them,  with- 
out obscuring  it  in  a  cloud  of  humbug). 

Now  for  the  three  articles  of  the  de- 
finition. Number  One:  Government  of 
the  people:  that,  evidently,  is  necessary: 
a  human  community  can  no  more  exist 
without  a  government  than  a  human 
being  can  exist  without  a  co-ordinated 
control  of  its  breathing  and  blood  circula- 
tion. Number  Two:  Government  for  the 
people,  is  most  important.  Dean  Inge  put 
it  perfectly  for  us  when  he  called  Demo- 
cracy a  form  of  society  which  means  equal 
consideration  for  all.  He  added  that  it 
is  a  Christian  principle,  and  that,  as  a 
Christian,  he  believes  in  it.  So  do  I.  That 
is  why  I  insist  on  equality  of  income. 
Equal  consideration  for  a  person  with  a 


hundred  a  year  and  one  with  a  hundred 
thousand  is  impossible.  But  Number 
Three:  Government  by  the  people,  is 
quite  a  different  matter.  All  the  monarchs, 
all  the  tyrants,  all  the  dictators,  all  the 
Die-hard  Tories  are  agreed  that  we  must 
be  governed.  Democrats  like  the  Dean 
and  myself  are  agreed  that  we  must  be 
governed  with  equal  consideration  for 
everybody.  But  we  repudiate  Number 
Three  on  the  ground  that  the  people 
cannot  govern.  The  thing  is  a  physical 
impossibility.  Every  citizen  cannot  be  a 
ruler  any  more  than  every  boy  can  be  an 
engine  driver  or  a  pirate  king.  A  nation 
of  prime  ministers  or  dictators  is  as 
absurd  as  an  army  of  field  marshals. 
Government  by  the  people  is  not  and 
never  can  be  a  reality:  it  is  only  a  cry  by 
which  demagogues  humbug  us  into  vot- 
ing for  them.  If  you  doubt  this — if  you 
ask  me  "Why  should  not  the  people 
make  their  own  laws?"  I  need  only  ask 
you  "Why  should  not  the  people  write 
their  own  plays?"  They  cannot.  It  is 
much  easier  to  write  a  good  play  than  to 
make  a  good  law.  And  there  are  not  a 
hundred  men  in  the  world  who  can  write 
a  play  good  enough  to  stand  daily  wear 
and  tear  as  long  as  a  law  must. 

Now  comes  the  question,  If  we  cannot 
govern  ourselves,  what  can  we  do  to  save 
ourselves  from  being  at  the  mercy  of 
those  who  can  govern,  and  who  may 
quite  possibly  be  thoroughpaced  grafters 
and  scoundrels?  The  primitive  answer  is 
that  as  we  are  always  in  a  huge  majority 
we  can,  if  rulers  oppress  us  intolerably, 
burn  their  houses  and  tear  them  to  pieces. 
This  is  not  satisfactory.  Decent  people 
never  do  it  until  they  have  quite  lost  their 
heads;  and  when  they  have  lost  their 
heads  they  are  as  likely  as  not  to  burn  the 
wrong  house  and  tear  the  wrong  man  to 
pieces.  When  we  have  what  is  called  a 
popular  movement  very  few  people  who 
take  part  in  it  know  what  it  is  all  about.  I 
once  saw  a  real  popular  movement  in 
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London.  People  were  running  excitedly  ] 
through  the  streets.  Everyone  who  saw 
them  doing  it  immediately  joined  in  the 
rush.  They  ran  simply  because  everyone 
else  was  doing  it.  It  was  most  impressive 
to  see  thousands  of  people  sweeping 
along  at  full  speed  like  that.  There  could 
be  no  doubt  that  it  was  literally  a  popular 
movement.  I  ascertained  afterwards  that 
it  was  started  by  a  runaway  cow.  That 
cow  had  an  important  share  in  my  educa- 
tion as  a  political  philosopher;  and  I  can 
assure  you  that  if  you  will  study  crowds, 
and  lost  and  terrified  animals,  and  things 
like  that,  instead  of  reading  books  and 
newspaper  articles,  you  will  learn  a  great 
deal  about  politics  from  them.  Most 
general  elections,  for  instance,  are  nothing 
but  stampedes.  Our  last  but  one  was  a 
conspicuous  example  of  this.  The  cow 
was  a  Russian  one. 

I  think  we  may  i:ake  it  that  neither  mob 
violence  nor  popular  movements  can  be 
depended  on  as  checks  upon  the  abuse  of 
power  by  governments.  One  might  sup- 
pose that  at  least  they  would  act  as  a  last 
resort  when  an  autocrat  goes  mad  and 
commits  outrageous  excesses  of  tyranny 
and  cruelty.  But  it  is  a  curious  fact  that 
they  never  do.  Take  two  famous  cases: 
those  of  Nero  and  Tsar  Paul  the  First  of 
Russia.  If  Nero  had  been  an  ordinary  pro- 
fessional fiddler  he  would  probably  have 
been  no  worse  a  man  than  any  member  of 
the  wireless  orchestra.  If  Paul  had  been  a 
lieutenant  in  a  line  regiment  we  should 
never  have  heard  of  him.  But  when  these 
two  poor  fellows  were  invested  with  ab- 
solute powers  over  their  fellow  creatures 
they  went  mad,  and  did  such  appalling 
things  that  they  had  to  be  killed  like  mad 
dogs.  Only,  it  was  not  the  people  that 
rose  up  and  killed  them.  They  were  dis- 
patched quite  privately  by  a  very  select 
circle  of  their  own  bodyguards.  For  a 
genuinely  democratic  execution  of  un- 
popular statesmen  we  must  turn  to  the 
brothers  De  Witt,  who  were  torn  to 


pieces  by  a  Dutch  mob  in  the  seventeenth 
century.  They  were  neither  tyrants  nor 
autocrats.  On  the  contrary,  one  of  them 
had  been  imprisoned  and  tortured  for  his 
resistance  to  the  despotism  of  William  of 
Orange;  and  the  other  had  come  to  meet 
him  as  he  came  out  of  prison.  The  mob 
was  on  the  side  of  the  autocrat.  We  may 
take  it  that  the  shortest  way  for  a  tyrant 
to  get  rid  of  a  troublesome  champion  of 
liberty  is  to  raise  a  hue  and  cry  against 
him  as  an  unpatriotic  person,  and  leave 
the  mob  to  do  the  rest  after  supplying 
them  with  a  well  tipped  ringleader.  Nowa- 
days this  is  called  direct  action  by  the 
revolutionary  proletariat.  Those  who  put 
their  faith  in  it  soon  find  that  proletariats 
are  never  revolutionary,  and  that  their 
direct  action,  when  it  is  controlled  at  all, 
is  usually  controlled  by  police  agents. 

Democracy,  then,  cannot  be  govern- 
ment by  the  people:  it  can  only  be  govern- 
ment by  consent  of  the  governed.  Unfor- 
tunately, when  democratic  statesmen  pro- 
pose to  govern  us  by  our  own  consent, 
they  find  that  we  dont  want  to  be  gov- 
erned at  all,  and  that  we  regard  rates  and 
taxes  and  rents  and  death  duties  as  in- 
tolerable burdens.  What  we  want  to  know 
is  how  little  government  we  can  get  along 
with  without  being  murdered  in  our  beds. 
That  question  cannot  be  answered  until 
we  have  explained  what  we  mean  by  get- 
ting along.  Savages  manage  to  get  along. 
Unruly  Arabs  and  Tartars  get  along.  The 
only  rule  in  the  matter  is  that  the  civilized 
way  of  getting  along  is  the  way  of  cor- 
porate action,  not  individual  action;  and 
corporate  action  involves  more  govern- 
ment than  individual  action. 

Thus  government,  which  used  to  be  a 
comparatively  simple  affair,  today  has  to 
manage  an  enormous  development  of 
Socialism  and  Communism.  Our  indus- 
trial and  social  life  is  set  in  a  huge  com- 
munistic framework  of  public  roadways, 
streets,  bridges,  water  supplies,  power 
supplies,  lighting,  tramways,  schools, 
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dockyards,  and  public  aids  and  conveni- 
ences, employing  a  prodigious  army  of 
police,  inspectors,  teachers,  and  officials 
of  all  grades  in  hundreds  of  departments. 
We  have  found  by  bitter  experience  that 
it  is  impossible  to  trust  factories,  work- 
shops, and  mines  to  private  management. 
Only  by  stern  laws  enforced  by  constant 
inspection  have  we  stopped  the  mon- 
strous waste  of  human  life  and  welfare  it 
cost  when  it  was  left  uncontrolled  by  the 
Government.  During  the  war  our  attempt 
to  leave  the  munitioning  of  the  army  to 
private  enterprise  led  us  to  the  verge  of 
defeat  and  caused  an  appalling  slaughter 
of  our  soldiers.  When  the  Government 
took  the  work  out  of  private  hands  and 
had  it  done  in  national  factories  it  was  at 
once  successful.  The  private  firms  were 
still  allowed  to  do  what  little  they  could; 
but  they  had  to  be  taught  to  do  it  eco- 
nomically, and  to  keep  their  accounts 
properly,  by  Government  officials.  Our 
big  capitalist  enterprises  now  run  to  the 
Government  for  help  as  a  lamb  runs  to 
its  mother.  They  cannot  even  make  an 
extension  of  the  Tube  railway  in  London 
without  Government  aid.  Unassisted 
private  capitalism  is  breaking  down  or 
getting  left  behind  in  all  directions.  If 
all  our  Socialism  and  Communism  and 
the  drastic  taxation  of  unearned  incomes 
which  finances  it  were  to  stop,  our  private 
enterprises  would  drop  like  shot  stags, 
and  we  should  all  be  dead  in  a  month. 
When  Mr  Baldwin  tried  to  win  the  last 
election  by  declaring  that  Socialism  had 
been  a  failure  whenever  and  wherever  it 
had  been  tried,  Socialism  went  over  him 
like  a  steam  roller  and  handed  his  office 
to  a  Socialist  Prime  Minister.  Nothing 
could  save  us  in  the  war  but  a  great  ex- 
tension of  Socialism;  and  now  it  is  clear 
enough  that  only  still  greater  extensions 
of  it  can  repair  the  ravages  of  the  war  and 
keep  pace  with  the  growing  requirements 
of  civilization. 

What  we  have  to  ask  ourselves,  then, 


is  not  whether  we  will  have  Socialism  and 
Communism  or  not,  but  whether  Demo- 
cracy can  keep  pace  with  the  develop- 
ments of  both  that  are  being  forced  on 
us  by  the  growth  of  national  and  inter- 
national corporate  action. 

Now  corporate  action  is  impossible 
without  a  governing  body.  It  may  be  the 
central  Government:  it  may  be  a  muni- 
cipal corporation,  a  county  council,  a 
district  council,  or  a  parish  council.  It 
may  be  the  board  of  directors  of  a  joint 
stock  company,  or  of  a  trust  made  by 
combining  several  joint  stock  companies. 
Such  boards,  elected  by  the  votes  of  the 
shareholders,  are  little  States  within  the 
State,  and  very  powerful  ones,  too,  some 
of  them.  If  they  have  not  laws  and  kings> 
they  have  by-laws  and  chairmen.  And 
you  and  I,  the  consumers  of  their  services,, 
are  more  at  the  mercy  of  the  boards  that 
organize  them  than  we  are  at  the  mercy 
of  parliament.  Several  active  politicians 
who  began  as  Liberals  and  are  now 
Socialists  have  said  to  me  that  they  were 
converted  by  seeing  that  the  nation  had 
to  choose,  not  between  governmental 
control  of  industry  and  control  by  separ- 
ate private  individuals  kept  in  order  by 
their  competition  for  our  custom,  but  be- 
tween governmental  control  and  control 
by  gigantic  trusts  wielding  great  power 
without  responsibility,  and  having  no 
object  but  to  make  as  much  money  out 
of  us  as  possible.  Our  Government  is  at 
this  moment  having  much  more  trouble 
with  the  private  corporations  on  whom 
we  are  dependent  for  our  coals  and  cotton 
goods  than  with  France  or  the  United 
States  of  America.  We  are  in  the  hands  of 
our  corporate  bodies,  public  or  private, 
for  the  satisfaction  of  our  everyday  needs. 
Their  powers  are  life  and  death  powers. 
I  need  not  labor  this  point:  we  all  know  it. 

But  what  we  do  not  all  realize  is  that 
we  are  equally  dependent  on  corporate 
action  for  the  satisfaction  of  our  religious 
needs.  Dean  Inge  tells  us  that  our  general 
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elections  have  become  public  auctions  at 
which  the  contending  parties  bid  against 
one  another  for  our  votes  by  each  promis- 
ing us  a  larger  share  than  the  other  of  the 
plunder  of  the  minority.  Now  that  is  per- 
fectly true.  The  contending  parties  do 
not  as  yet  venture  to  put  it  exactly  in 
those  words;  but  that  is  what  it  comes  to. 
And  the  Dean's  profession  obliges  him  to 
urge  his  congregation,  which  is  much 
wider  than  that  of  St  Paul's  (it  extends 
across  the  Atlantic),  always  to  vote  for 
the  party  which  pledges  itself  to  go 
farthest  in  enabling  those  of  us  who  have 
great  possessions  to  sell  them  and  give 
the  price  to  the  poor.  But  we  cannot  do 
this  as  private  persons.  It  must  be  done 
by  the  Government  or  not  at  all.  Take 
my  own  case.  I  am  not  a  young  man  with 
great  possessions;  but  I  am  an  old  man 
paying  enough  in  income  tax  and  surtax 
to  provide  doles  for  some  hundreds  of 
unemployed  and  old  age  pensioners.  I 
have  not  the  smallest  objection  to  this:  on 
the  contrary,  I  advocated  it  strongly  for 
years  before  I  had  any  income  worth  tax- 
ing. But  I  could  not  do  it  if  the  Govern- 
ment did  not  arrange  it  for  me.  If  the 
Government  ceased  taxing  my  superflu- 
ous money  and  redistributing  it  among 
people  who  have  no  incomes  at  all,  I 
could  do  nothing  by  myself.  What  could 
I  do?  Can  you  suggest  anything?  I  could 
send  my  war  bonds  to  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer  and  invite  him  to  cancel 
the  part  of  the  National  Debt  that  they 
represent;  and  he  would  undoubtedly 
thank  me  in  the  most  courteous  official 
terms  for  my  patriotism.  But  the  poor 
would  not  get  any  of  it.  The  other  payers 
of  surtax  and  income  tax  and  death  duties 
would  save  the  interest  they  now  have  to 
pay  on  it:  that  is  all.  I  should  only  have 
made  the  rich  richer  and  myself  poorer.  I 
could  burn  all  my  share  certificates  and 
inform  the  secretaries  of  the  companies 
that  they  might  write  off  that  much  of 
their  capital  indebtedness.  The  result 


would  be  a  bigger  dividend  for  the  rest  of 
the  shareholders,  with  the  poor  out  in  the 
cold  as  before.  I  might  sell  my  war  bonds 
and  share  certificates  for  cash,  and  throw 
the  money  into  the  street  to  be  scrambled 
for;  but  it  would  be  snatched  up,  not  by 
the  poorest,  but  by  the  best  fed  and  most 
able-bodied  of  the  scramblers.  Besides,  if 
we  all  tried  to  sell  our  bonds  and  shares — 
and  this  is  what  you  have  to  consider;  for 
Christ's  advice  was  not  addressed  to  me 
alone  but  to  all  who  have  great  possessions 
— the  result  would  be  that  their  value 
would  fall  to  nothing,  as  the  Stock  Ex- 
change would  immediately  become  a 
market  in  which  there  were  all  sellers  and 
no  buyers.  Accordingly,  any  spare  money 
that  the  Government  leaves  me  is  in- 
vested where  I  can  get  the  highest  in- 
terest and  the  best  security,  33  thereby  I 
can  make  sure  that  it  goes  where  it  is 
most  wanted  and  gives  immediate  em- 
ployment. This  is  the  best  I  can  do  with- 
out Government  interference:  indeed  any 
other  way  of  dealing  with  my  spare 
money  would  be  foolish  and  demoralizing, 
but  the  result  is  that  I  become  richer  and 
richer,  and  the  poor  become  relatively 
poorer  and  poorer.  So  you  see  I  cannot 
even  be  a  Christian  except  through 
Government  action;  and  neither  can  the 
Dean. 

Now  let  us  get  down  to  our  problem. 
We  cannot  govern  ourselves;  yet  if  we 
entrust  the  immense  powers  and  revenues 
which  are  necessary  in  an  effective  modern 
Government  to  an  absolute  monarch  or 
dictator,  he  goes  more  or  less  mad  unless 
he  is  a  quite  extraordinary  and  therefore 
very  seldom  obtainable  person.  Besides, 
modern  government  is  not  a  one-man 
job:  it  is  too  big  for  that.  If  we  resort  to 
a  committee  or  parliament  of  superior 
persons,  they  will  set  up  an  oligarchy  and 
abuse  their  power  for  their  own  benefit. 
Our  dilemma  is  that  men  in  the  lump 
cannot  govern  themselves;  and  yet,  as 
William  Morris  put  it,  no  man  is  good 
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enough  to  be  another  man's  master.  We 
need  to  be  governed,  and  yet  to  control 
our  governors.  But  the  best  governors 
will  not  accept  any  control  except  that  of 
their  own  consciences;  and,  as  we  who 
are  governed  are  also  apt  to  abuse  any 
power  of  control  we  have,  our  ignorance, 
our  passions,  our  private  and  immediate 
interests  are  constantly  in  conflict  with 
the  knowledge,  the  wisdom,  and  the  pub- 
lic spirit  and  regard  for  the  future  of  our 
best  qualified  governors. 

Still,  if  we  cannot  control  our  gover- 
nors, can  we  not  at  least  choose  them  and 
change  them  if  they  do  not  suit? 

Let  me  invent  a  primitive  example  of 
democratic  choice.  It  is  always  best  to 
take  imaginary  examples:  they  offend 
nobody.  Imagine  then  that  we  are  the 
inhabitants  of  a  village.  We  have  to  elect 
somebody  for  the  office  of  postman.  There 
are  several  candidates;  but  one  stands  out 
conspicuously,  because  he  has  frequently 
treated  us  at  the  public-house,  has  sub- 
scribed a  shilling  to  our  little  flower  show, 
has  a  kind  word  for  the  children  when  he 
passes,  and  is  a  victim  of  oppression  by 
the  squire  because  his  late  father  was  one 
of  our  most  successful  poachers.  We  elect 
him  triumphantly,  and  he  is  duly  in- 
stalled, uniformed,  provided  with  a  red 
bicycle,  and  given  a  batch  of  letters  to  de- 
liver. As  his  motive  in  seeking  the  post 
has  been  pure  ambition,  he  has  not 
thought  much  beforehand  about  his 
duties;  and  it  now  occurs  to  him  for  the 
first  time  that  he  cannot  read.  So  he  hires 
a  boy  to  come  round  with  him  and  read 
the  addresses.  The  boy  conceals  himself 
in  the  lane  whilst  the  postman  delivers 
the  letters  at  the  house,  takes  the  Christ- 
mas boxes,  and  gets  the  whole  credit  of 
the  transaction.  In  course  of  time  he  dies 
with  a  high  reputation  for  efficiency  in 
the  discharge  of  his  duties;  and  we  elect 
another  equally  illiterate  successor  on 
similar  grounds.  But  by  this  time  the  boy 
has  grown  up  and  become  an  institution. 


He  presents  himself  to  the  new  postman 
as  an  established  and  indispensable  feature 
of  the  postal  system  and  finally  becomes 
recognized  and  paid  by  the  village  as  such. 

Here  you  have  the  perfect  image  of  a 
popularly  elected  Cabinet  Minister  and 
the  Civil  Service  department  over  which 
he  presides.  It  may  work  very  well;  for 
our  postman,  though  illiterate,  may  be  a 
very  capable  fellow;  and  the  boy  who 
reads  the  addresses  for  him  may  be  quite 
incapable  of  doing  anything  more.  But 
this  does  not  always  happen.  Whether  it 
happens  or  not,  the  system  is  not  a  demo- 
cratic reality:  it  is  a  democratic  illusion. 
The  boy,  when  he  has  ability  enough  to 
take  advantage  of  the  situation,  is  the 
master  of  the  man.  The  person  elected  to 
do  the  work  is  not  really  doing  it:  he  is 
a  popular  humbug  who  is  merely  doing 
what  a  permanent  official  tells  him  to  do. 
That  is  how  it  comes  about  that  we  are 
now  governed  by  a  Civil  Service  which 
has  such  enormous  power  that  its  regula- 
tions are  taking  the  place  of  the  laws  of 
England,  though  some  of  them  are  made 
for  the  convenience  of  the  officials  with- 
out the  slightest  regard  to  the  conveni- 
ence or  even  the  rights  of  the  public. 
And  how  are  our  Civil  Servants  selected? 
Mostly  by  an  educational  test  which  no- 
body but  an  expensively  schooled  youth 
can  pass,  thus  making  the  most  powerful 
and  effective  part  of  our  government  an 
irresponsible  class  government. 

Now,  what  control  have  you  or  I  over 
the  Services?  We  have  votes.  I  have  used 
mine  a  few  times  to  see  what  it  is  like. 
Well,  it  is  like  this.  When  the  election 
approaches,  two  or  three  persons  of  whom 
I  know  nothing  write  to  me  soliciting 
my  vote  and  enclosing  a  list  of  meetings, 
an  election  address,  and  a  polling  card. 
One  of  the  addresses  reads  like  an  article 
in  The  Morning  Post,  and  has  a  Union 
Jack  on  it.  Another  is  like  The  Daily 
News  or  Manchester  Guardian.  Both 
might  have  been  compiled  from  the  edi- 
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torial  waste  paper  baskets  of  a  hundred 
years  ago.  A  third  address,  more  up-to- 
date  and  much  better  phrased,  convinces 
me  that  the  sender  has  had  it  written  for 
him  at  the  headquarters  of  the  Labor 
Party.  A  fourth,  the  most  hopelessly  out 
of  date  of  them  all,  contains  scraps  of  the 
early  English  translations  of  the  Com- 
munist Manifesto  of  1848.  I  have  no 
guarantee  that  any  of  these  documents 
were  written  by  the  candidates.  They  con- 
vey nothing  whatever  to  me  as  to  their 
character  or  political  capacity.  The  half- 
tone photographic  portraits  which  adorn 
the  front  pages  do  not  even  tell  me  their 
ages,  having  been  taken  twenty  years  ago. 
If  I  go  to  one  of  the  meetings  I  find  a 
schoolroom  packed  with  people  who  find 
an  election  meeting  cheaper  and  funnier 
than  a  theatre.  On  the  platform  sit  one  or 
two  poor  men  who  have  worked  hard  to 
keep  party  politics  alive  in  the  constitu- 
ency. They  ought  to  be  the  candidates; 
but  they  have  no  more  chance  of  such 
eminence  than  they  have  of  possessing  a 
Rolls-Royce  car.  They  move  votes  of 
confidence  in  the  candidate,  though  as 
the  candidate  is  a  stranger  to  them  and  to 
everybody  else  present  nobody  can  pos- 
sibly feel  any  such  confidence.  They  lead 
the  applause  for  him;  they  prompt  him 
when  questions  are  asked;  and  when  he  is 
completely  floored  they  jump  up  and  cry 
"Let  me  answer  that,  Mr  Chairman!"  and 
then  pretend  that  he  has  answered  it.  The 
old  shibboleths  are  droned  over;  and 
nothing  has  any  sense  or  reality  in  it 
except  the  vituperation  of  the  opposition 
party,  which  is  received  with  shouts  of 
relief  by  the  audience.  Yet  it  is  nothing 
but  an  exhibition  of  bad  manners.  If  I 
vote  for  one  of  these  candidates,  and  he 
or  she  is  elected,  I  am  supposed  to  be 
enjoying  a  democratic  control  of  the 
government — to  be  exercising  govern- 
ment of  myself,  for  myself,  by  myself.  Do 
you  wonder  that  the  Dean  cannot  believe 
such  nonsense?  If  I  believed  it  I  should 


not  be  fit  to  vote  at  all.  If  this  is  Demo- 
cracy, who  can  blame  Signor  Mussolini 
for  describing  it  as  a  putrefying  corpse? 
The  candidates  may  ask  me  what  more 
they  can  do  for  me  but  present  them- 
selves and  answer  any  questions  I  may 
put  to  them.  I  quite  admit  that  they  can 
do  nothing;  but  that   does   not  mend 
matters.  What  I  should  like  is  a  real  test 
of  their  capacity.  Shortly  before  the  war 
a  doctor  in  San  Francisco  discovered  that 
if  a  drop  of  a  candidate's  blood  can  be  ob- 
tained on  a  piece  of  blotting  paper  it  is 
possible  to  discover  within  half  an  hour 
what  is  wrong  with  him  physically.  What 
I  am  waiting  for  is  the  discovery  of  a 
process  by  which  on  delivery  of  a  drop 
of  his  blood  or  a  lock  of  his  hair  we  can 
ascertain  what  is  right  with  him  mentally. 
We  could  then  have  a  graded  series  of 
panels  of  capable  persons  for  all  employ- 
ments, public  or  private,  and  not  allow 
any  person,  however  popular,  to  under- 
take the  employment  of  governing  us 
unless  he  or  she  were  on  the  appropriate 
panel.  At  the  lower  end  of  the  scale  there 
would  be  a  panel  of  persons  qualified  to 
take  part  in  a  parish  meeting;  at  the 
higher  end  a  panel  of  persons  qualified  to 
act  as  Secretaries  of  State  for  Foreign 
Affairs  or  Finance  Ministers.  At  present 
not  more  than  two  per  thousand  of  the 
population  would  be  available  for  the 
highest  panel.  I  should  then  be  in  no 
danger  of  electing  a  postman  and  finding 
that  he  could  neither  read  nor  write.  My 
choice  of  candidates  would  be  perhaps 
more  restricted  than  at  present;  but  I  do 
not  desire  liberty  to  choose  windbags  and 
nincompoops  to  represent  me  in  parlia- 
ment; and  my  power  to  choose  between 
one  qualified  candidate  and  another  would 
give  me  as  much  control  as  is  either  pos- 
sible or  desirable.  The  voting  and  count- 
ing would  be  done  by  machinery:  I  should 
connect  my  telephone  with  the  proper 
office;  touch  a  button;  and  the  machinery 
would  do  the  rest. 
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Pending  such  a  completion  of  the 
American  doctor's  discovery,  how  are 
we  to  go  on?  Well,  as  best  we  can,  with 
the  sort  of  government  that  our  present 
system  produces.  Several  reforms  are 
possible  without  any  new  discovery.  Our 
present  parliament  is  obsolete:  it  can  no 
more  do  the  work  of  a  modern  State  than 
Julius  Caesar's  galley  could  do  the  work 
of  an  Atlantic  liner.  We  need  in  these 
islands  two  or  three  additional  federal 
legislatures,  working  on  our  municipal 
committee  system  instead  of  our  parlia- 
mentary party  system.  We  need  a  central 
authority  to  co-ordinate  the  federal  work. 
Our  obsolete  little  internal  frontiers  must 
be  obliterated,  and  our  units  of  local 
government  enlarged  to  dimensions  com- 
patible with  the  recent  prodigious  ad- 
vances in  facility  of  communication  and 
co-operation.  Commonwealth  affairs  and 
supernational  activities  through  the 
League  of  Nations  or  otherwise  will  have 
to  be  provided  for,  and  Cabinet  func- 
tion to  be  transformed.  All  the  pseudo- 
democratic  obstructive  functions  of  our 
political  machinery  must  be  ruthlessly 
scrapped,  and  the  general  problem  of 
government  approached  from  a  positive 
viewpoint  at  which  mere  anarchic  national 
sovereignty  as  distinguished  from  self- 
government  will  have  no  meaning. 

I  must  conclude  by  warning  you  that 
when  everything  has  been  done  that  can 
be  done,  civilization  will  still  be  depend- 
ent on  the  consciences  of  the  governors 
and  the  governed.  Our  natural  disposi- 
tions may  be  good;  but  we  have  been 
badly  brought  up,  and  are  full  of  anti- 
social personal  ambitions  and  prejudices 
and  snobberies.  Had  we  not  better  teach 
our  children  to  be  better  citizens  than 
ourselves?  We  are  not  doing  that  at 
present.  The  Russians  are.  That  is  my 
last  word.  Think  over  it. 

So  much  for  my  broadcast  on  Demo- 
cracy! And  now  a  word  about  Breakages, 


Limited.  Like  all  Socialists  who  know 
their  business  I  have  an  exasperated  sense 
of  the  mischief  done  by  our  system  of 
private  Capitalism  in  setting  up  huge 
vested  interests  in  destruction,  waste,  and 
disease.  The  armament  firms  thrive  on 
war;  the  glaziers  gain  by  broken  win- 
dows; the  operating  surgeons  depend  on 
cancer  for  their  children's  bread;  the  dis- 
tillers and  brewers  build  cathedrals  to 
sanctify  the  profits  of  drunkenness;  and 
the  prosperity  of  Dives  costs  the  priva- 
tion of  a  hundred  Lazaruses. 

The  title  Breakages,  Limited,  was  sug- 
gested to  me  by  the  fate  of  that  remark- 
able genius,  the  late  Alfred  Warwick 
Gattie,  with  whom  I  was  personally  ac- 
quainted. I  knew  him  first  as  the  author 
of  a  play.  He  was  a  disturbing  man, 
afflicted — or,  as  it  turned  out,  gifted — 
with  chronic  hyperaesthesia,  feeling  every 
thing  violently  and  expressing  his  feelings 
vehemently  and  on  occasion  volcanically. 
I  concluded  that  he  was  not  sufficiently 
cold-blooded  to  do  much  as  a  playwright; 
so  that  when,  having  lost  sight  of  him  for 
some  years,  I  was  told  that  he  had  made 
an  invention  of  first-rate  importance,  I 
was  incredulous,  and  concluded  that  the 
invention  was  only  a  Utopian  project. 
Our  friend  Henry  Murray  was  so  pro- 
voked by  my  attitude  that  to  appease  him 
I  consented  to  investigate  the  alleged 
great  invention  in  person  on  Gattie's 
promising  to  behave  like  a  reasonable 
being  during  the  process,  a  promise 
which  he  redeemed  with  the  greatest  dig- 
nity, remaining  silent  whilst  an  engineer 
explained  his  miracles  to  me,  and  con- 
tenting himself  with  the  reading  of  a  brief 
statement  shewing  that  the  adoption  of 
his  plan  would  release  from  industry 
enough  men  to  utterly  overwhelm  the 
Central  Empires  with  whom  we  were 
then  at  war. 

I  approached  the  investigation  very 
sceptically.  Our  friend  spoke  of  "the 
works."  I  could  not  believe  that  Gattie 
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had  any  works,  except  in  his  fervid  ima- 
gination. He  mentioned  "the  company/' 
That  was  more  credible:  anyone  may  form 
a  company;  but  that  it  had  any  resources 
seemed  to  me  doubtful.  However,  I  suffered 
myself  to  be  taken  to  Battersea;  and  there, 
sure  enough,  I  found  a  workshop,  duly 
labelled  as  the  premises  of  The  New 
Transport  Company,  Limited,  and  spaci- 
ous enough  to  accommodate  a  double 
railway  line  with  a  platform.  The  affair 
was  unquestionably  real,  so  far.  The  plat- 
form was  not  provided  with  a  station:  its 
sole  equipment  was  a  table  with  a  row  of 
buttons  on  it  for  making  electrical  con- 
tacts. Each  line  of  railway  had  on  it  a 
truck  with  a  steel  lid.  The  practical  part 
of  the  proceedings  began  by  placing  an 
armchair  on  the  lid  of  one  of  the  trucks 
and  seating  me  in  it.  A  brimming  glass  of 
water  was  then  set  at  my  feet.  I  could  not 
imagine  what  I  was  expected  to  do  with 
the  water  or  what  was  going  to  happen; 
and  there  was  a  suggestion  of  electro- 
cution about  the  chair  which  made  me 
nervous.  Gattie  then  sat  down  majestic- 
ally at  the  table  on  the  platform  with  his 
hand  hovering  over  the  buttons.  Intimat- 
ing that  the  miracle  would  take  place 
when  my  truck  passed  the  other  truck,  he 
asked  me  to  choose  whether  it  should 
occur  at  the  first  passage  or  later,  and  to 
dictate  the  order  in  which  it  should  be 
repeated.  I  was  by  that  time  incapable  of 
choosing;  so  I  said  the  sooner  the  better, 
and  the  two  trucks  started.  When  the 
other  truck  had  passed  mine  I  found  my- 
self magically  sitting  on  it,  chair  and  all, 
with  the  glass  of  water  unspilled  at  my 
feet. 

The  rest  of  the  story  is  a  tragi-comedy. 
When  I  said  to  Gattie  apologetically  (I 
felt  deeply  guilty  of  having  underrated 
him)  that  I*  had  never  known  that  he  was 
an  engineer,  and  had  taken  him  to  be  the 
usual  amateur  inventor  with  no  profes- 
sional training,  he  told  me  that  this  was 
exactly  what  he  was:  just  like  Sir  Christo- 


pher Wren.  He  had  been  concerned  in  an 
electric  lighting  business,  and  had  been 
revolted  by  the  prodigious  number  of 
breakages  of  glass  bulbs  involved  by  the 
handling  of  the  crates  in  which  they  were 
packed  for  transport  by  rail  and  road. 
What  was  needed  was  a  method  of  trans- 
ferring the  crates  from  truck  to  truck, 
and  from  truck  to  road  lorry,  and  from 
road  lorry  to  warehouse  lift  without 
shock,  friction,  or  handling,  Gattie,  being 
I  suppose,  by  natural  genius  an  inventor 
though  by  mistaken  vocation  a  play- 
wright, solved  die  mechanical  problem 
without  apparent  difficulty,  and  offered 
his  nation  the  means  of  effecting  an  enor- 
mous saving  of  labor  and  smash.  But  in- 
stead of  being  received  with  open  arms  as 
a  social  benefactor  he  found  himself  up 
against  Breakages,  Limited.  The  glass 
blowers  whose  employment  was  threat- 
ened, the  exploiters  of  the  great  in- 
dustry of  repairing  our  railway  trucks 
(every  time  a  goods  train  is  stopped  a 
series  of  150  violent  collisions  is  propa- 
gated from  end  to  end  of  the  train,  as 
those  who  live  within  earshot  know  to 
their  cost),  and  the  railway  porters  who 
dump  the  crates  from  truck  to  platform 
and  then  hurl  them  into  other  trucks, 
shattering  bulbs,  battering  cans,  and  too 
often  rupturing  themselves  in  the  pro- 
cess, saw  in  Gattie  an  enemy  of  the  human 
race,  a  wrecker  of  homes  and  a  starver 
of  innocent  babes.  He  fought  them  un- 
dauntedly; but  they  were  too  strong  for 
him;  and  in  due  time  his  patents  expired 
and  he  died  almost  unrecognized,  whilst 
Unknown  Soldiers  were  being  canonized 
throughout  the  world.  So  far,  The  Apple 
Cart  is  his  only  shrine;  and  as  it  does 
not  even  bear  his  name,  I  have  written  it 
here  pending  its  tardy  appearance  in  the 
roll  of  fame. 

I  must  not  leave  my  readers  to  assume 
that  Gattie  was  an  easy  man  to  deal  with, 
or  that  he  handled  the  opposition  in  a 
conciliatory  manner  with  due  allowance 
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for  the  inertia  of  a  somewhat  unimagina- 
tive officialdom  which  had  not,  like  my- 
self, sat  on  his  trucks,  and  probably  set 
him  down  as  a  Utopian  (a  species  much 
dreaded  in  Government  departments) 
and  thus  missed  the  real  point,  which  was 
that  he  was  an  inventor.  Like  many  men 
of  genius  he  could  not  understand  why 
things  obvious  to  him  should  not  be  so 
at  once  to  other  people,  and  found  it 
easier  to  believe  that  they  were  corrupt 
than  that  they  could  be  so  stupid.  Once, 
after  I  had  urged  him  to  be  more  diplo- 
matic, he  brought  me,  with  some  pride, 
a  letter  to  the  Board  of  Trade  which  he 
considered  a  masterpiece  of  tact  and  good 
temper.  It  contained  not  a  word  descrip- 
tive of  his  invention;  and  it  began  some- 
what in  this  fashion:  "Sir,  If  you  are  an 
honest  man  you  cannot  deny  that  among 
the  worst  abuses  of  this  corrupt  age  is  the 
acceptance  of  city  directorships  by  re- 
tired members  of  the  Board  of  Trade." 
Clearly  it  was  not  easy  for  the  Board  of 
Trade  to  deal  with  an  inventor  who 
wished  to  interest  them,  not  in  his  new 
machines,  but  in  the  desirability  of  its 
abolishing  itself  as  infamous. 

The  last  time  I  saw  him  he  called  on 
me  to  unfold  a  new  scheme  of  much 
greater  importance,  as  he  declared,  than 
his  trucks.  He  was  very  interesting  on 
that  occasion.  He  began  by  giving  me  a 
vivid  account  of  the  pirates  who  used  to 
infest  the  Thames  below  London  Bridge 
before  the  docks  were  built.  He  described 
how  the  docks  had  come  into  existence 
not  as  wharves  for  loading  and  unloading 
but  as  strongholds  in  which  ships  and 
their  cargoes  could  be  secure  from  piracy. 
They  are  now,  he  declared,  a  waste  of 
fabulously  valuable  ground;  and  their 
work  should  be  done  in  quite  another 
way.  He  then  produced  plans  of  a  pier 
to  be  built  in  the  middle  of  the  river,  com- 
municating directly  by  rail  and  road  with 
the  shore  and  the  great  main  lines.  The 
ships  would  come  alongside  the  pier;  and 


by  a  simple  system  of  hoists  the  contents 
of  their  holds  would  be  lifted  out  and 
transferred  (like  myself  in  the  armchair) 
to  railway  trucks  or  motor  lorries  with- 
out being  touched  by  a  human  hand  and 
therefore  without  risk  of  breakage.  It  was 
all  so  masterly,  so  simple  in  its  complex- 
ity, so  convincing  as  to  its  practicability, 
and  so  prodigiously  valuable  socially,  that 
I,  taking  it  very  seriously,  proceeded  to 
discuss  what  could  be  done  to  interest  the 
proper  people  in  it. 

To  my  amazement  Gattie  began  to 
shew  unmistakeable  signs  of  disappoint- 
ment and  indignation,  "You  do  not  seem 
to  understand  me,"  he  said. "I  have  shewn 
you  all  this  mechanical  stuff  merely  by 
way  of  illustration.  What  I  have  come  to 
consult  you  about  is  a  great  melodrama  I 
am  going  to  write,  the  scene  of  which  will 
be  the  Pool  of  London  in  the  seventeenth 
century  among  the  pirates!" 

What  could  I  or  anyone  do  with  a  man 
like  that?  He  was  naively  surprised  when 
I  laughed;  and  he  went  away  only  half 
persuaded  that  his  scheme  for  turning  the 
docks  into  building  land;  expediting  the 
Thames  traffic;  saving  much  dangerous 
and  demoralizing  casual  labor;  and  trans- 
figuring the  underpaid  stevedore  into  a 
fullfed  electrician,  was  stupendously  more 
important  than  any  ridiculous  melodrama. 
He  admitted  that  there  was  of  course  all 
that  in  it;  but  I  could  see  that  his  heart 
was  in  the  melodrama. 

As  it  was  evident  that  officialdom, 
writhing  under  his  insults  and  shocked  by 
his  utter  lack  of  veneration  for  bigwigs, 
besides  being  hampered  as  all  our  Govern- 
ment departments  are  by  the  vested  in- 
terests of  Breakages,  Limited,  would  do 
nothing  for  him,  I  induced  some  less  em- 
barrassed public  persons  to  take  a  ride  in 
the  trucks  and  be  convinced  that  they 
really  existed  and  worked.  But  here  again 
the  parallel  between  Gattie  and  his  fellow- 
amateur  Sir  Chrisopher  Wren  came  in. 
Wren  was  not  content  to  redesign  and  re- 
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build  St  Paul's:  he  wanted  to  redesign 
London  as  well.  He  was  quite  right:  what 
we  have  lost  by  not  letting  him  do  it 
is  incalculable.  Similarly,  Gatrie  was  not 
content  to  improve  the  luggage  arrange- 
ments of  our  railways:  he  would  not  listen 
to  you  if  your  mind  was  not  large  enough 
to  grasp  the  immediate  necessity  for  a  new 
central  clearing  house  in  Farringdon  Mar- 
ket, connected  with  the  existing  railways 
by  a  system  of  new  tubes.  He  was  of 
course  right;  and  we  have  already  lost  by 
sticking  to  our  old  ways  more  than  the 
gigantic  sum  his  scheme  would  have  cost. 
But  neither  the  money  nor  the  enterprise 
was  available  just  then,  with  the  war  on 


our  hands.  The  Clearing  House,  like  the 
Thames  pier,  remains  on  paper;  and 
Gattie  is  in  his  grave.  But  I  still  hold  that 
there  must  have  been  something  great  in 
a  man  who,  having  not  only  imagined 
them  but  invented  their  machinery,  could, 
far  from  being  crushed  by  their  rejection, 
exclaim  "Perish  all  my  mechanical  trash 
if  only  it  provides  material  for  one  bad 
play!" 

This  little  history  will  explain  how  it 
actually  did  provide  material  for  Break- 
ages, Limited,  and  for  the  bitter  cry  of 
the  Powermistress  General.  Not  until 
Breakages  is  itself  broken  will  it  cease  to 
have  a  message  for  us. 
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MONEY  AND  HAPPINESS 


Somehow  my  play,  Too  True  To  Be 
Good,  has  in  performance  excited  an  ani- 
mosity and  an  enthusiasm  which  will 
hardly  be  accounted  for  by  the  printed 
text.  Some  of  the  spectators  felt  that  they 
had  had  a  divine  revelation,  and  over- 
looked the  fact  that  the  eloquent  gentle- 
man through  whose  extremely  active 
mouth  they  had  received  it  was  the  most 
hopeless  sort  of  scoundrel:  that  is,  one 
whose  scoundrelism  consists  in  the  ab- 
sence of  conscience  rather  than  in  any 
positive  vices,  and  is  masked  by  good 
looks  and  agreeable  manners.  The  less 
intellectual  journalist  critics  sulked  as  they 
always  do  when  their  poverty  but  not  their 
will  consents  to  their  witnessing  a  play  of 
mine;  but  over  and  above  the  resultant 
querulousness  to  which  I  have  long  been 
accustomed  I  thought  I  detected  an  unusual 
intensity  of  resentment,  as  if  I  had  hit  them 
in  some  new  and  unbearably  sore  spot. 

Where,  then,  was  the  offence  that  so 
exceedingly  disgruntled  these  unhappy 
persons?  I  think  it  must  have  been  the 
main  gist  and  moral  of  the  play,  which  is 
not,  as  usual,  that  our  social  system  is  un- 
just to  the  poor,  but  that  it  is  cruel  to 
the  rich.  Our  revolutionary  writers  have 
dwelt  on  the  horrors  of  poverty.  Our 
conventional  and  romantic  writers  have 
ignored  those  horrors,  dwelling  pleas- 
antly on  the  elegances  of  an  existence  free 
from  pecuniary  care.  The  poor  have  been 
pitied  for  miseries  which  do  not,  unfor- 
tunately, make  them  unbearably  miser- 
able. But  who  has  pitied  the  idle  rich  or 
really  believed  that  they  have  a  worse 
time  of  it  than  those  who  have  to  live  on 
ten  shillings  a  day  or  less,  and  earn  it?  My 
play  is  a  story  of  three  reckless  young 


people  who  come  into  possession  of,  for 
the  moment,  unlimited  riches,  and  set  out 
to  have  a  thoroughly  good  time  with 
all  the  modern  machinery  of  pleasure  to 
aid  them.  The  result  is  that  they  get  no- 
thing for  their  money  but  a  multitude  of 
worries  and  a  maddening  dissatisfaction. 

THE  VAMPIRE  AND  THE   CALF 

I  doubt  whether  this  state  of  things  is 
ever  intentionally  produced.  We  see  a 
man  apparently  slaving  to  place  his  chil- 
dren in  the  position  of  my  three  adven- 
turers; but  on  closer  investigation  we 
generally  find  that  he  does  not  care  two- 
pence for  his  children,  and  is  wholly 
wrapped  up  in  the  fascinating  game  of 
making  money.  Like  other  games  it  is 
enjoyable  only  by  people  with  an  irre- 
sistible and  virtually  exclusive  fancy  for 
it,  and  enough  arithmetical  ability  and 
flair  for  market  values  to  play  it  well;  but 
with  these  qualifications  the  poorest  men 
can  make  the  most  astounding  fortunes. 
They  accumulate  nothing  but  powers  of 
extracting  money  every  six  months  from 
their  less  acquisitive  neighbors;  and  their 
children  accumulate  nothing  but  obliga- 
tions to  spend  it.  As  between  these  two 
processes  of  bleeding  and  being  bled, 
bleeding  is  the  better  fun.  The  vampire 
has  a  better  time  than  the  calf  hung  up  by 
the  heels  with  its  throat  cut.  The  money- 
getter  spends  less  on  his  food,  clothes, 
and  amusements  than  his  clerks  do,  and  is 
happy.  His  wife  and  sons  and  daughters, 
spending  fabulous  sums  on  themselves, 
are  no  happier  than  their  housemaids,  if 
so  happy;  for  the  routine  of  fashion  is 
virtually  as  compulsory  as  the  routine  of 
a  housemaid,  its  dressing  is  as  much  dic- 
tated as  her  uniform,  its  snubbings  are  as 
humiliating,  and  its  monotony  is  more 
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tedious  because  more  senseless  and  use- 
less, not  to  mention  that  it  must  be 
pleasanter  to  be  tipped  than  to  tip.  And, 
as  I  surmise,  the  housemaid's  day  off  or 
evening  off  is  really  off:  in  those  hard 
earned  hours  she  ceases  to  be  a  housemaid 
and  can  be  herself;  but  the  lady  of  fashion 
never  has  a  moment  off:  she  has  to  be 
fashionable  even  in  her  little  leisure,  and 
dies  without  ever  having  had  any  self  at 
all.  Here  and  there  you  find  rich  ladies 
taking  up  occupations  and  interests  which 
keep  them  so  busy  doing  professional  or 
public  work  that  they  might  as  well  have 
five  hundred  a  year  as  fifty  thousand  "for 
all  the  good  it  does  them"  as  the  poor  say 
in  their  amazement  when  they  see  people 
who  could  afford  to  be  fashionable  and 
extravagant  working  hard  and  dressing 
rather  plainly.  But  that  requires  a  per- 
sonal endowment  of  tastes  and  talents 
quite  out  of  the  common  run. 

I  remember  a  soldier  of  the  old  never- 
do-well  type  drifting  into  a  little  Socialist 
Society  which  I  happened  to  be  address- 
ing more  than  fifty  years  ago.  As  he  had 
evidently  blundered  into  the  wrong  shop 
and  was  half  drunk,  some  of  the  comrades 
began  to  chaff  him,  and  finally  held  me 
up  to  him  as  an  example  of  the  advan- 
tages of  teetotalism.  With  the  most  com- 
plete conviction  he  denounced  me  as  a 
hypocrite  and  a  liar,  affirming  it  to  be  a 
well-known  and  inexorable  law  of  nature 
that  no  man  with  money  in  his  pocket 
could  pass  a  public  house  without  going 
in  for  a  drink. 

THE   OLD   SOLDIER  AND  THE  PUBLIC 
HOUSE 

I  have  never  forgotten  that  soldier, 
because  his  delusion,  in  less  crude  forms, 
and  his  conception  of  happiness,  seem  to 
afflict  everybody  in  England  more  or  less. 
When  I  say  less  crude  forms  I  do  not 
mean  truer  forms;  for  the  soldier,  being 
half  drunk,  was  probably  happier  than  he 
would  have  been  if  quite  sober,  whereas 


the  plutocrat  who  has  spent  a  hundred 
pounds  in  a  day  in  the  search  for  pleasure 
is  not  happier  than  if  he  had  spent  only 
five  shillings.  For  it  must  be  admitted  that 
a  private  soldier,  outside  that  surpris- 
ing centre  of  culture,  the  Red  Army  of 
Russia,  has  so  little  to  be  happy  about 
when  sober  that  his  case  is  hardly  a  fair 
one.  But  it  serves  to  illustrate  the  moral 
of  my  play,  which  is,  that  our  capitalistic 
system,  with  its  golden  exceptions  of  idle 
richery  and  its  leaden  rule  of  anxious 
poverty,  is  as  desperate  a  failure  from  the 
point  of  view  of  the  rich  as  of  the  poor. 
We  are  all  amazed  and  incredulous,  like 
the  soldier,  when  we  hear  of  the  multi- 
millionaire passing  the  public  house  with- 
out going  in  and  drinking  himself  silly; 
and  we  envy  his  sons  and  daughters  who 
do  go  in  and  drink  themselves  silly.  The 
vulgar  pub  may  be  in  fact  a  Palace  Hotel, 
and  the  pints  of  beer  or  glasses  of  whisky 
an  elaborate  dinner  with  many  courses  and 
wines  culminating  in  cigars  and  liqueurs; 
but  the  illusion  and  the  results  are  cognate. 
I  therefore  plead  for  a  science  of  happi- 
ness to  cure  us  of  the  miserable  delusion 
that  we  can  achieve  it  by  becoming  richer 
than  our  neighbors.  Modern  colossal  for- 
tunes have  demonstrated  its  vanity  .When 
country  parsons  were  "passing  rich  with 
forty  pounds  a  year"  there  was  some  ex- 
cuse for  believing  that  to  be  rich  was  to 
be  happy,  as  the  conception  of  riches  did 
not  venture  beyond  enough  to  pay  for  the 
necessities  of  a  cultivated  life.  A  hundred 
years  ago  Samuel  Warren  wrote  a  famous 
novel  about  a  man  who  became  enorm- 
ously rich.  The  title  of  the  novel  was 
Ten  Thousand  a  Year;  and  this,  to  any 
resident  Irish  family  in  my  boyhood,  re- 
presented an  opulence  beyond  which  only 
Lords  Lieutenant  and  their  like  could 
aspire.  The  scale  has  changed  since  then. 
I  have  just  seen  in  the  papers  a  picture  of 
the  funeral  of  a  shipping  magnate  whose 
income,  if  the  capital  value  of  the  property 
left  by  him  be  correctly  stated,  must  have 
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been  over  four  thousand  pounds  a  day  or 
a  million  and  a  Haifa  year.  If  happiness  is 
to  be  measured  by  riches  he  must  have 
been  fourteen  thousand  times  as  happy  as 
the  laborer  lucky  enough  to  be  earning 
two  pounds  a  week.  Those  who  believe 
that  riches  are  the  reward  of  virtue  are 
bound  to  conclude  that  he  was  also  four- 
teen thousand  times  as  sober,  honest,  and 
industrious,  which  would  lead  to  the 
quaint  conclusion  that  if  he  drank  a  bottle 
of  wine  a  day  the  laborer  must  have  drunk 
fourteen  thousand. 

THE  UNLOADING  MILLIONAIRES 

This  is  so  obviously  monstrous  that  it 
may  now  be  dismissed  as  an  illusion  of 
the  poor  who  know  nothing  of  the  lives 
of  the  rich.  Poverty,  when  it  involves 
continual  privation  and  anxiety,  is,  like 
toothache,  so  painful  that  the  victim  can 
desire  nothing  happier  than  the  cessation 
of  the  pain.  But  it  takes  no  very  extra- 
ordinary supply  of  money  to  enable  a 
humble  person  to  say  "I  want  for  no- 
thing"; and  when  that  modest  point  is 
reached  the  power  of  money  to  produce 
happiness  vanishes,  and  the  trouble  which 
an  excess  of  it  brings  begins  to  assert  it- 
self, and  finally  reaches  a  point  at  which 
the  multimillionaires  are  seen  frantically 
unloading  on  charitable,  educational, 
scientific,  religious,  and  even  (though 
rarely)  artistic  and  political  "causes"  of 
all  kinds,  mostly  without  stopping  to 
examine  whether  the  causes  produce  any 
effects,  and  if  so  what  effects.  And  far 
from  suffering  a  loss  of  happiness  every 
time  they  give  away  a  thousand  pounds, 
they  find  themselves  rather  in  the  en  viable 
state  of  mind  of  the  reveller  in  The  Pil- 
grim's Progress  with  his  riddle  "There  was 
a  man,  though  some  did  think  him  mad, 
the  more  he  gave  away  the  more  he  had." 

DELUSIONS  OF  POVERTY 

The  notion  that  the  rich  must  be  happy 
is  complemented  by  the  delusion  that  the 


poor  must  be  miserable.  Our  society  is  so 
constituted  that  most  people  remain  all 
their  lives  in  the  condition  in  which  they 
were  born,  and  have  to  depend  on  their 
imagination  for  their  notions  of  what  it  is 
like  to  be  in  the  opposite  condition.  The 
upstarts  and  the  downstarts,  though  we 
hear  a  great  deal  about  them  either  as 
popular  celebrities  or  criminals,  are  ex- 
ceptional. The  rich,  it  is  said,  do  not  know 
how  the  poor  live;  but  nobody  insists  on 
the  more  mischievous  fact  that  the  poor 
do  not  know  how  the  rich  live.  The  rich 
are  a  minority;  and  they  are  not  consumed 
with  envy  of  the  poor.  But  the  poor  are  a 
huge  majority  and  they  are  so  demoralized 
by  the  notion  that  they  would  be  happy 
if  only  they  were  rich,  that  they  make 
themselves  poorer,  if  hopefuller,  by  back- 
ing horses  and  buying  sweepstake  tickets 
on  the  chance  of  realizing  their  day- 
dreams of  unearned  fortunes.  Our  penny 
newspapers  now  depend  for  their  circula- 
tion, and  consequently  for  their  existence, 
on  the  sale  of  what  are  virtually  lottery 
coupons.  The  real  opposition  to  Social- 
ism comes  from  the  fear  (well  founded) 
that  it  would  cut  off  the  possibilities  of 
becoming  rich  beyond  those  dreams  of 
avarice  which  our  capitalist  system  en- 
courages. The  odds  against  a  poor  person 
becoming  a  millionaire  are  of  astrono- 
mical magnitude;  but  they  are  sufficient 
to  establish  and  maintain  the  Totalisator 
as  a  national  institution,  and  to  produce 
unlimited  daydreams  of  bequests  from 
imaginary  long  lost  uncles  in  Australia  or  a 
lucky  ticket  in  the  Calcutta  or  Irish  Sweeps. 

TRYING   IT  FOR  AN  HOUR 

Besides,  even  quite  poor  people  save 
up  for  holidays  during  which  they  can  be 
idle  and  rich,  if  not  for  life,  at  least  for  an 
hour,  an  afternoon,  or  even  a  week.  And 
for  the  poor  these  moments  derive  such  a 
charm  from  the  change  from  the  mono- 
tony of  daily  toil  and  servitude,  that  the 
most  intolerable  hardships  and  discom- 


TOO  TRUE  TO  BE  GOOD 


343 


forts  and  fatigues  in  excursion  trains  and 
overcrowded  lodgings  seem  delightful, 
and  leave  the  reveller  with  a  completely 
false  notion  of  what  a  lifetime  of  such 
revelry  would  be. 

i  maintain  that  nobody  with  a  sane 
sense  of  values  can  feel  that  the  sole  prize 
wiiicn  our  villainous  capitalist  system  has 
to  offer,  the  prize  of  admission  to  the 
•ranks  of  the  idle  rich,  can  possibly  confer 
either  happiness  or  health  or  freedom  on 
its  winner.  No  one  can  convict  me  of 
crying  sour  grapes;  for  during  the  last 
thirty-five  years  I  have  been  under  no 
compulsion  to  work,  nor  had  any  material 
privation  or  social  ostracism  to  fear  as  a 
consequence  of  not  working.  But,  like  all 
the  intelligent  rich  people  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, I  have  worked  as  hard,  ate  and 
drunk  no  more,  and  dressed  no  better 
than  when  I  had  to  work  or  starve.  When 
my  pockets  were  empty  I  did  not  buy  any 
of  the  luxuries  in  the  London  shops  be- 
cause I  had  no  money  to  buy  them  with. 
When,  later  on,  I  had  enough  to  buy  any- 
thing that  London  could  tempt  me  with, 
the  result  was  the  same:  I  returned  home 
day  after  day  without  having  made  a 
single  purchase.  And  I  am  no  ascetic:  no 
man  alive  is  freer  than  I  from  the  fancy 
that  selfmortification  will  propitiate  a 
spiteful  deity  or  increase  my  balance  in  a 
salvation  bank  in  a  world  beyond  the 
grave.  I  would  and  could  live  die  life  of 
the  idle  rich  if  I  liked  it;  and  my  sole 
reason  for  not  living  it  is  that  I  dont  like 
it.  I  have  every  opportunity  of  observing 
it  both  in  its  daily  practice  and  its  remoter 
results;  and  I  know  that  a  year  of  it  would 
make  me  more  unhappy  than  anything 
else  of  an  accepted  kind  that  I  can  ima- 
gine. For,  just  as  the  beanfeaster  can  live 
like  a  lord  for  an  afternoon,  and  the 
Lancashire  factory  operative  have  a  gor- 
geous week  at  Blackpool  when  the  wakes 
are  on,  so  I  have  had  my  afternoons  as  an 
idle  rich  man,  and  know  only  too  well 
what  it  is  like.  It  makes  me  feel  suicidal. 


You  may  say  that  I  am  an  exceptional 
man.  So  I  am,  in  respect  of  being  able  to 
write  plays  and  books;  but  as  everybody 
is  exceptional  in  respect  of  being  able  to 
do  something  that  most  other  people  can- 
not do,  there  is  nothing  in  that.  Where  I 
am  really  a  little  exceptional  is  in  respect 
of  my  having  experienced  both  poverty 
and  riches,  servitude  and  selfgovernment, 
and  also  having  for  some  reason  or  other 
(possibly  when  I  was  assured  in  my  in- 
fancy that  some  nasty  medicine  was  de? 
licious)  made  up  my  mind  early  in  life 
never  to  let  myself  be  persuaded  that  I  am 
enjoying  myself  gloriously  when  I  am,  r* 
a  matter  of  fact,  being  bored  and  pestered 
and  plundered  and  worried  and  tired.  You 
cannot  humbug  me  on  this  point:  I  under- 
stand perfectly  why  Florence  Nightingale 
fled  from  fashionable  society  in  London 
to  the  horrors  of  the  Crimean  hospitals 
rather  than  behave  like  a  lady,  and  why 
my  neighbor  Mr  Apsley  Cherry- Garrard, 
the  sole  survivor  of  what  he  calls  with 
good  reason  "the  worst  journey  in  the 
world"  through  the  Antarctic  winter, was 
no  poor  sailorman  driven  by  his  need  for 
daily  bread  to  make  a  hard  living  before 
the  mast,  but  a  country  gentleman  opu- 
lent enough  to  choose  the  best  that  Lon- 
don society  could  offer  him  if  he  chose. 
Better  the  wards  of  the  most  terrible  of 
field  hospitals  than  a  drawingroom  in  May- 
fair:  better  the  South  Pole  at  its  blackest 
six  months  winter  night  and  its  most  mur- 
derous extremities  of  cold  than  Sunday  by 
the  Serpentine  in  the  height  of  the  season. 

CONSOLATIONS  OF  THE  LANDED  GENTRY 

To  some  extent  this  misery  of  riches  is 
a  new  thing.  Anyone  who  has  the  run  of 
our  country  houses,  with  their  great  parks 
and  gardens,  their  staff's  of  retainers,  in- 
door and  outdoor,  and  the  local  public 
work  that  is  always  available  for  the 
resident  landed  gentry,  will  at  once  chal- 
lenge the  unqualified  assertion  that  the 
rich,  in  a  lump,  are  miserable.  Clearly 
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they  are  nothing  of  the  sort,  any  more 
than  the  poor  in  a  lump.  But  then  they 
are  neither  idle  nor  free.  A  lady  with  a  big 
house  to  manage,  and  the  rearing  of  a 
family  to  supervise,  has  a  reasonably  busy 
time  of  it  even  without  counting  her  share 
in  the  routine  of  sport  and  entertainment 
and  occasional  travel  which  to  people 
brought  up  to  it  is  a  necessary  and  import- 
ant part  of  a  well  ordered  life.  The  landed 
gentry  have  enough  exercise  and  occupa- 
tion and  sense  of  social  importance  and 
utility  to  keep  them  on  very  good  terms 
with  themselves  and  their  neighbors.  If 
you  suddenly  asked  them  whether  they 
really  enjoyed  their  routine  and  whether 
they  would  not  rather  be  Communists  in 
Russia  they  would  be  more  sincerely 
scandalized  than  if  you  had  turned  to 
them  in  church  and  asked  them  whether 
they  really  believed  every  clause  in  the 
Apostles'  Creed.  When  one  of  their  ugly 
ducklings  becomes  a  revolutionist  it  is 
not  because  countryhouse  life  is  idle,  but 
because  its  activities  are  uncongenial  and 
because  the  duckling  has  tastes  or  talents 
which  it  thwarts,  or  a  faculty  for  social 
criticism  which  discovers  that  the  great 
country  house  is  not  built  on  the  eternal 
rock  but  on  the  sandy  shore  of  an  ocean 
of  poverty  which  may  at  any  moment 
pass  from  calm  to  tempest.  On  the  whole, 
there  is  no  reason  why  a  territorial  lady 
should  not  be  as  happy  as  her  dairymaid, 
or  ner  husband  be  as  happy  as  his  game- 
keeper. The  riches  of  the  county  families 
are  attached  to  property;  and  the  only 
miserable  county  people  are  those  who 
will  not  work  at  their  job. 

MISERIES   OF  THE  VAGRANT  ROOT- 
LESS  RICH 

But  the  new  thing  is  riches  detached 
from  real  property:  that  is,  detached  from 
work,  from  responsibility,  from  tradi- 
tion, and  from  every  sort  of  prescribed 
routine,  even  from  the  routine  of  going 
to  the  village  church  every  Sunday,  pay- 


ing and  receiving  calls,  and  having  every 
month  set  apart  for  the  killing  of  some 
particular  bird  or  animal.  It  means  being 
a  tramp  without  the  daily  recurrent  ob- 
ligation to  beg  or  steal  your  dinner  and 
the  price  of  your  bed.  Instead,  you  have 
the  daily  question  "  What  shall  I  do? 
Where  shall  I  go?"  and  the  daily  answer 
"Do  what  you  please:  go  where  you  like: 
it  doesnt  matter  what  you  do  or  where 
you  go."  In  short,  the  perfect  liberty  of 
which  slaves  dream  because  they  have  no 
experience  of  its  horrors.  Of  course  the 
answer  of  outraged  Nature  is  drowned 
for  a  time  by  the  luxury  merchants  shout- 
'ing  "Come  and  shop,  whether  you  need 
anything  or  not.  Come  to  our  palace 
hotels.  Come  round  the  world  in  our 
liners.  Come  and  wallow  in  our  swimming 
pools.  Come  and  see  our  latest  model 
automobile:  we  have  changed  the  inven- 
tor's design  for-better-for- worse  solely  to 
give  you  an  excuse  for  buying  a  new  one 
and  selling  your  old  one  at  scrap  iron 
prices.  Come  and  buy  our  latest  fashions 
in  dress:  you  cannot  possibly  be  seen  in 
last  season's  garments."  And  so  on  and  so 
forth.  But  the  old  questions  come  home 
to  the  rich  tourists  in  the  palace  hotels  and 
luxury  liners  just  as  they  do  to  the  tramps 
on  the  highroad.  They  come  up  when  you 
have  the  latest  car  and  the  latest  wardrobe 
and  all  the  rest  of  it.  The  only  want  that 
money  can  satisfy  without  satiating  for 
more  than  a  few  hours  is  the  need  for  food 
and  drink  and  sleep.  So  from  one  serious 
meal  a  day  and  two  very  minor  ones  you 
go  on  to  three  serious  meals  a  day  and 
two  minor  ones.  Then  you  work  another 
minor  one  between  breakfast  and  lunch 
"to  sustain  you";  and  you  soon  find  that 
you  cannot  tackle  any  meal  without  a 
cocktail,  and  that  you  cannot  sleep.  That 
obliges  you  to  resort  to  the  latest  soporific 
drug,  guaranteed  in  the  advertisements 
to  have  none  of  the  ruinous  effects  of 
its  equally  guaranteed  forerunner.  Then 
comes  the  doctor,  with  his  tonics,  which 


TOO  TRUE  TO  BE  GOOD 


345 


are  simply  additional  cocktails,  and  his 
sure  knowledge  that  if  he  tells  you  the 
truth  about  yourself  and  refuses  to  pre- 
scribe the  tonics  and  the  drugs,  his  chil- 
dren will  starve.  If  you  indulge  in  such  a 
luxury  as  a  clerical  spiritual  adviser  it  is 
his  duty  to  tell  you  that  what  is  the  matter 
with  you  is  that  you  are  an  idle  useless 
glutton  and  drunkard  and  that  you  are 
going  to  hell;  but  alas!  he,  like  the  doctor, 
cannot  afford  this,  as  he  may  have  to  ask 
you  for  a  subscription  tomorrow  to  keep 
his  church  going.  And  that  is  "Liberty: 
thou  choicest  treasure." 

This  sort  of  life  has  been  made  pos- 
sible, and  indeed  inevitable,  by  what 
William  Cobbett,  who  had  a  sturdy  sense 
of  vital  values,  denounced  as  The  Fund- 
ing System.  It  was  a  product  of  war, 
which  obliged  belligerent  governments  to 
obtain  enormous  sums  from  all  and  sun- 
dry by  giving  them  in  exchange  the  right 
to  live  for  nothing  on  the  future  income 
of  the  country  until  their  money  was  re- 
turned: a  system  now  so  popular  among 
people  with  any  money  to  spare  that  they 
can  be  induced  to  part  with  it  only  on 
condition  that  the  Government  promises 
not  to  repay  it  before  a  certain  more  or 
less  remote  day.  When  joint  stock  com- 
panies were  formed  to  run  big  industrial 
concerns  with  money  raised  on  the  still 
more  tempting  terms  that  the  money  is 
never  to  be  repaid,  the  system  became  so 
extensive  that  the  idle  upstart  rich  became 
a  definitely  mischievous  and  miserable 
class  quite  different  in  character  from  the 
old  feudal  rich. 

THE  REDEMPTION  FROM  PROPERTY 

When  I  propose  the  abolition  of  our 
capitalistic  system  to  redeem  mankind 
from  the  double  curse  of  poverty  and 
riches,  loud  waitings  arise.  The  most 
articulate  sounds  in  the  hubbub  are  to  the 
effect  that  the  wretched  slaves  of  the  curse 
will  lose  their  liberty  if  they  are  forced  to 
earn  their  living  honorably  .The  retort  that 


they  have  nothing  to  lose  but  their  chains, 
with  the  addition  that  the  gold  chains  are 
as  bad  as  the  iron  ones,  cannot  silence 
them,  because  they  think  they  are  free, 
and  have  been  brought  up  to  believe  that 
unless  the  country  remains  the  private 
property  of  irresponsible  owners  main- 
taining a  parliament  to  make  any  change 
impossible,  with  churches  schools  and 
universities  to  inculcate  the  sacredness  of 
private  property  and  party  government 
disguised  as  religion  education  and  de- 
mocracy, civilization  must  perish.  I  am 
accused  of  every  sort  of  reactionary  ex- 
travagance by  the  people  who  think 
themselves  advanced,  and  of  every  sort 
of  destructive  madness  by  people  who 
thank  God  they  are  no  wiser  than  their 
fathers. 

Now  I  cannot  profitably  discuss  poli- 
tics religion  and  economics  with  terrified 
ignoramuses  who  understand  neither 
what  they  are  defending  nor  what  they 
are  attacking.  But  it  happens  that  Mr  Gil- 
bert Chesterton,  who  is  not  an  ignoramus 
and  not  in  the  least  terrified,  and  whose 
very  interesting  conversion  to  Roman 
Catholicism  has  obliged  him  to  face  the 
problem  of  social  organization  funda- 
mentally, discarding  the  Protestant  im- 
postures on  English  history  which  in- 
spired the  vigorous  Liberalism  of  his 
salad  days,  has  lately  taken  me  to  task  for 
the  entirely  imaginary  offence  of  advocat- 
ing government  by  a  committee  of  cele- 
brities. To  clear  up  the  matter  I  have 
replied  to  Mr  Chesterton  very  fully  and 
in  Catholic  terms.  Those  who  have  read 
my  reply  in  the  magazines  in  which  it 
appeared  need  read  no  further,  unless 
they  wish,  as  I  should  advise,  to  read  it 
twice.  For  the  benefit  of  the  rest,  and  to 
put  it  on  permanent  record,  here  it  is. 

FUNDAMENTAL  NATURAL  CONDITIONS 
OF   HUMAN   SOCIETY 

i.  Government  is  necessary  wherever 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together — or 
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two  or  three  billions — for  keeps. 

2.  Government  is  neither  automatic 
nor  abstract:  it  must  be  performed  by 
human  rulers  and  agents  as  best  they  can. 

3.  The  business  of  the  rulers  is  to  check 
disastrously  selfish   or  unexpected   be- 
havior on  the  part  of  individuals  in  social 
affairs. 

4.  This  business  can  be  done  only  by 
devizing  and  enforcing  rules  of  social 
conduct  codifying  the  greatest  common 
measure  of  agreement  as  to  the  necessary 
sacrifice  of  individual  liberty  to  the  good 
of  the  community. 

5.  The  paradox  of  government  is  that 
as  the  good  of  the  community  involves  a 
maximum  of  individual  liberty  for  all  its 
members  the  rulers  have  at  the  same  time 
to  enslave  everyone  ruthlessly  and  to 
secure  for  everyone  the  utmost  possible 
freedom. 

6.  In  primitive  communities  people  feed 
and  lodge  themselves  without  bothering 
the  Government.  In  big  civilizations  this 
is  impossible;  so  the  first  business  of  the 
Government  is  to  provide  for  the  produc- 
tion and  distribution  of  wealth  from  day 
to  day  and  the  just  sharing  of  the  labor 
and  leisure  involved.  Thus  the  individual 
citizen  has  to  be  compelled  not  only  to 
behave  himself  properly,  but  to  work 
productively. 

7.  The  moral  slavery  of  the  compul- 
sion to  behave  properly  is  a  whole-time 
compulsion  admitting  of  no  liberty;  but 
the  personal  slavery  of  the  compulsion  to 
work  lasts  only  as  many  hours  daily  as 
suffice  to  discharge  the  economic  duties 
of  the  citizen,  the  remaining  hours  (over 
and  above  those  needed  for  feeding,  sleep- 
ing, locomotion,  etc.)  being  his  leisure. 

8.  Leisure  is  the  sphere  of  individual 
liberty:  labor  is  the  sphere  of  slavery. 

9.  People  who  think  they  can  be  hon- 
estly free  all  the  time  are  idiots:  people 
who  seek  whole-time  freedom  by  putting 
their  share  of  productive  work  on  others 
are  thieves. 


10.  The  use  of  the  word  slavery  to  de- 
note subjection  to  public  government  has 
grown  up  among  the  idiots  and  thieves, 
and  is  resorted  to  here  only  because  it  is 
expedient  to  explain  things  to  fools  ac- 
cording to  their  folly. 

So  much  for  the  fundamental  natural 
conditions  of  social  organization.  They 
are  as  completely  beyond  argument  as  the 
precession  of  the  equinoxes;  but  they 
present  different  problems  to  different 
people.  To  the  thief,  for  instance,  the 
problem  is  how  to  evade  his  share  in  the 
labor  of  production,  to  increase  his  share 
in  the  distribution  of  the  product,  and  to 
corrupt  the  Government  so  that  it  may 
protect  and  glorify  his  chicaneries  instead 
of  liquidating  him.  To  Mr  Chesterton  the 
Distributist  (or  Extreme  Left  Commun- 
ist) and  Catholic  (or  Equalitarian  Inter- 
nationalist) it  is  how  to  select  rulers  who 
will  govern  righteously  and  impartially  in 
accordance  with  the  fundamental  natural 
conditions. 

The  history  of  civilization  is  the  history 
of  the  conflict  between  these  rival  views 
of  the  situation.  The  Pirate  King,  the 
Robber  Baron,  and  the  Manchester  Man 
produced  between  them  a  government 
which  they  called  the  Empire,  the  State, 
the  Realm,  the  Republic,  or  any  other 
imposing  name  that  did  not  give  away  its 
central  purpose.  The  Chestertonians  pro- 
duced a  government  which  they  called 
The  Church;  and  in  due  time  the  Last 
of  the  Chestertons  joined  this  Catholic 
Church,  like  a  very  large  ship  entering  a 
very  small  harbor,  to  the  great  peril  of  its 
many  rickety  old  piers  and  wharves,  and 
the  swamping  of  all  the  small  craft  in  its 
neighborhood.  So  let  us  see  what  the 
Catholic  Church  made  of  its  govern- 
mental problem. 

THE  CATHOLIC  SOLUTION 

To  begin  with,  the  Church,  being 
catholic,  was  necessarily  democratic  to 
the  extent  that  its  aim  was  to  save  the 
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souls  of  all  persons  without  regard  to 
their  age,  sex,  nationality,  class,  or  color. 
The  nobleman  who  felt  that  God  would 
not  lightly  damn  a  man  of  his  quality  re- 
ceived no  countenance  from  the  Church 
in  that  conviction.  Within  its  fold  all  souls 
were  equal  before  God. 

But  the  Church  did  not  draw  the  ridi- 
culous conclusion  that  all  men  and  women 
are  equally  qualified  or  equally  desirous 
to  legislate,  to  govern,  to  administer,  to 
make  decisions,  to  manage  public  affairs 
or  even  their  own  private  affairs.  It  faced 
the  fact  that  only  about  five  per  cent,  of 
the  population  are  capable  of  exercising 
these  powers,  and  are  certain  to  be  cor- 
rupted by  them  unless  they  have  an 
irresistible  religious  vocation  for  public 
work  and  a  faith  in  its  beneficence  which 
will  induce  them  to  take  vows  to  abstain 
from  any  profit  that  is  not  shared  by  all 
the  rest,  and  from  all  indulgences  which 
might  blunt  their  consciences  or  subject 
them  to  the  family  influences  so  bitterly 
deprecated  by  Jesus. 

This  natural  "called"  minority  was 
never  elected  in  the  scandalous  way  we 
call  democratic.  Its  members  were  in  the 
first  instance  self-elected:  that  is,  they 
voluntarily  lived  holy  lives  and  devoted 
themselves  to  the  public  welfare  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  impulse  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
within  them.  This  impulse  was  their  voca- 
tion. They  were  called  from  above,  not 
chosen  by  the  uncalled.  To  protect  them- 
selves and  obtain  the  necessary  power, 
they  organized  themselves,  and  called 
their  organization  The  Church.  After 
that,  the  genuineness  and  sufficiency  of 
the  vocation  of  the  new  recruits  were 
judged  by  The  Church.  If  the  judgment 
was  favorable,  and  the  candidates  took 
certain  vows,  they  were  admitted  to  the 
official  priesthood  and  set  to  govern  as 
priests  in  the  parish  and  spiritual  directors 
in  the  family,  all  of  them  being  eligible,  if 
they  had  the  requisite  ability,  for  promo- 
tion to  the  work  of  governing  the  Church 


itself  as  bishops  or  cardinals,  or  to  the 
supreme  rank  of  Pope  or  Vicar  of  Christ 
on  earth.  And  all  this  without  the  smallest 
reference  to  the  opinions  of  the  uncalled 
and  unordained. 

NEED   FOR  A  COMMON  FAITH 

Now  comes  the  question,  why  should 
persons  of  genuine  vocation  be  asked  to 
take  vows  before  being  placed  in  author- 
ity? Is  not  the  vocation  a  sufficient  guar- 
antee of  their  wisdom? 

No.  Before  priests  can  govern  they 
must  have  a  common  faith  as  to  the  funda- 
mental conditions  of  a  stable  human 
society.  Otherwise  the  result  might  be  an 
assembly  of  random  men  of  genius  un- 
able to  agree  on  a  single  legislative  meas- 
ure or  point  of  policy.  An  ecumenical 
council  consisting  of  Einstein  and  Colonel 
Lynch,  Aquinas  and  Francis  Bacon, 
Dante  and  Galileo,  Lenin  and  Lloyd 
George,  could  seldom  come  to  a  unani- 
mous decision,  if  indeed  to  any  decision 
except  in  the  negative  against  a  minority 
of  one,  on  any  point  beyond  the  capacity 
of  a  coroner's  jury.  The  Pope  must  not 
be  an  eccentric  genius  presiding  over  a 
conclave  of  variously  disposed  cardinals: 
he  must  have  an  absolutely  closed  mind 
on  what  Herbert  Spencer  called  Social 
Statics;  and  in  this  the  cardinals  must 
resemble  and  agree  with  him.  What  is 
more,  they  must  to  some  extent  represent 
the  conscience  of  the  common  people;  for 
it  is  evident  that  if  they  made  laws  and 
gave  personal  directions  which  would 
produce  general  horror  or  be  taken  as 
proofs  of  insanity  their  authority  would 
collapse.  Hence  the  need  for  vows  com- 
mitting all  who  take  them  to  definite 
articles  of  faith  on  social  statics,  and  to 
their  logical  consequences  in  law  and  cus- 
tom. Such  vows  automatically  exclude 
revolutionary  geniuses,  who,  being  un- 
common, are  not  representative,  more 
especially  scientific  geniuses,  with  whom 
it  is  a  point  of  honor  to  have  uncondition- 
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ally  open  minds  even  on  the  most  appar- 
ently sacred  subjects. 

RUSSIA  REDISCOVERS  THE   CHURCH 
SYSTEM 

A  tremendous  importance  is  given  to  a 
clear  understanding  of  the  Catholic  sys- 
tem at  this  moment  by  the  staggering  fact 
that  the  biggest  State  in  the  modern 
world,  having  made  a  clean  sweep  of  its 
Church  by  denouncing  its  religion  as 
dope,  depriving  its  priests  and  bishops  of 
any  greater  authority  than  a  quack  can 
pick  up  at  a  fair,  encouraging  its  most 
seriously  minded  children  to  form  a 
League  of  the  Godless,  shooting  its  pious 
Tsar,  turning  its  cathedrals  into  historical 
museums  illustrating  the  infamies  of  ec- 
clesiastical history  and  expressly  entitling 
them  anti-religious:  in  short,  addressing 
itself  solemnly  and  implacably  to  a  root- 
and-branch  extermination  of  everything 
that  we  associate  with  priesthood,  has, 
under  pressure  of  circumstances,  uncon- 
sciously and  spontaneously  established  as 
its  system  of  government  an  as-close-as- 
possible  reproduction  of  the  hierarchy  of 
the  Catholic  Church.  The  nomenclature 
is  changed,  of  course:  the  Church  is  called 
the  Communist  Party;  and  the  Holy 
Office  and  its  familiars  are  known  as  the 
Komintern  and  the  Gay  Pay  Oo.  There 
is  the  popular  safeguard  of  having  the 
symptoms  of  the  priestly  vocation  veri- 
fied in  the  first  instance  by  the  group  of 
peasants  or  industrial  workers  with  whom 
the  postulant's  daily  life  has  been  passed, 
thus  giving  a  genuine  democratic  basis  to 
the  system;  and  the  hierarchy  elected  on 
this  basis  is  not  only  up  to  date  for 
the  moment,  but  amenable  to  the  daily 
lessons  of  trial  and  error  in  its  practical 
operations  and  in  no  way  pledged  against 
change  and  innovation  as  such.  But  essen- 
tially the  system  is  that  of  the  old  Christian 
Catholic  Church,  even  to  its  fundamental 
vow  of  Communism  and  the  death  penalty 
on  Ananias  and  Sapphira  for  violating  it. 


If  our  newspapers  knew  what  is  really 
happening  in  the  world,  or  could  dis- 
criminate between  the  news  value  of  a 
bicycle  accident  in  Clapham  and  that  of 
a  capsize  of  civilization,  their  columns 
would  be  full  of  this  literally  epoch-mak- 
ing event.  And  the  first  question  they 
would  address  to  Russia  would  be  "Why, 
seeing  that  the  Christian  system  has  been 
such  a  hopeless  failure,  do  you  go  back  to 
it,  and  invite  us  to  go  back  to  it?" 

WHY  THE   CHRISTIAN  SYSTEM  FAILED 

The  answer  is  that  the  Christian  sys- 
tem failed,  not  because  it  was  wrong  in 
its  psychology,  its  fundamental  postulate 
of  equality,  or  its  anticipation  of  Lenin's 
principle  that  the  rulers  must  be  as  poor 
as  the  ruled  so  that  they  can  raise  them- 
selves only  by  raising  their  people,  but 
because  the  old  priests'  ignorance  of  eco- 
nomics and  political  science  blinded  them 
to  the  mischief  latent  in  the  selfishness  of 
private  property  in  the  physical  earth. 
Before  the  Church  knew  where  it  was  (it 
has  not  quite  located  itself  yet)  it  found 
itself  so  prodigiously  rich  that  the  Pope 
was  a  secular  Italian  prince  with  armies 
and  frontiers,  enjoying  not  only  the  rent 
of  Church  lands,  but  selling  salvation  on 
such  a  scale  that  when  Torquemada  began 
burning  Jews  instead  of  allowing  them  to 
ransom  their  bodies  by  payments  to  the 
Roman  treasury,  and  leaving  their  souls 
to  God,  a  first-rate  quarrel  between  the 
Church  and  the  Spanish  Inquisition  was 
the  result. 

But  the  riches  of  the  Church  were 
nothing  compared  to  the  riches  of  the 
Church's  great  rival,  the  Empire.  And  the 
poverty  of  the  priest  was  opulence  com- 
pared to  the  poverty  of  the  proletarian. 
Whilst  the  Church  was  being  so  corrupted 
by  its  own  property,  and  by  the  influence 
on  it  of  the  lay  proprietors,  that  it  lost  all 
its  moral  prestige,  the  warriors  and  rob- 
bers of  the  Empire  had  been  learning  from 
experience  that  a  pirate  ship  needs  a  hier- 
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archy  of  officers  and  an  iron  discipline 
even  more  than  police  boats,  and  that  the 
work  of  robbing  the  poor  all  the  time  in- 
volves a  very  elaborate  system  of  govern- 
ment to  ensure  that  the  poor  shall,  like 
bees,  continue  to  produce  not  only  their 
own  subsistence  but  the  surplus  that  can  be 
robbed  from  them  without  bringing  on 
them  the  doom  of  the  goose  that  lays  the 
golden  eggs.  Naked  coercion  is  so  expen- 
sive that  it  became  necessary  to  practise  on 
the  imaginations  of  the  poor  to  the  extent 
of  making  them  believe  that  it  is  a  pious 
duty  to  be  robbed,  and  that  their  moment 
of  life  in  this  world  is  only  a  prelude  to  an 
eternity  in  which  the  poor  will  be  blest 
and  happy,  and  the  rich  horribly  tortured. 

Matters  at  last  reached  a  point  at  which 
there  was  more  law  and  order  in  the  Em- 
pire than  in  The  Church.  Emperor  Philip 
of  Spain  was  enormously  more  respect- 
able and  pious,  if  less  amiable,  than  Pope 
Alexander  Borgia.  The  Empire  gained 
moral  prestige  as  The  Church  lost  it  until 
the  Empire,  virtuously  indignant,  took  it 
on  itself  to  reform  The  Church,  all  the 
more  readily  as  the  restoration  of  priestly 
poverty  was  a  first-rate  excuse  for  plunder- 
ing it. 

Now  The  Church  could  not  with  any 
decency  allow  itself  to  be  reformed  by  a 
plutocracy  of  pirate  kings,  robber  barons, 
commercial  adventurers,  moneylenders, 
and  deserters  from  its  own  ranks.  It  re- 
formed itself  from  within  by  its  own 
saints  and  the  Orders  they  founded,  and 
thus  "dished"  the  Reformation;  whilst 
the  Reformers  set  up  national  Churches 
and  free  Churches  of  their  own  under 
the  general  definition  of  Protestants,  and 
thereby  found  themselves  committed  to 
a  curious  adulteration  of  their  doctrine  of 
Individualism,  or  the  right  of  private 
judgment,  with  most  of  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal corruptions  against  which  they  had 
protested.  And  as  neither  Church  nor 
Empire  would  share  the  government  of 
mankind  with  the  other  nor  allow  the 


common  people  any  say  in  the  matter, 
the  Catholics  and  Protestants  set  to  work 
to  exterminate  one  another  with  rack  and 
stake,  fire,  sword,  and  gunpowder,  aided 
by  the  poison  gas  of  scurrilous  calumny, 
until  the  very  name  of  religion  began  to 
stink  in  the  nostrils  of  all  really  charitable 
and  faithful  people, 

GOVERNMENT  BY  EVERYBODY 

The  moral  drawn  from  all  this  was  that 
as  nobody  could  be  trusted  to  govern  the 
people  the  people  must  govern  them- 
selves, which  was  nonsense.  Nevertheless 
it  was  assumed  that  by  inscribing  every 
man's  name  on  a  register  of  voters  we 
could  realize  the  ideal  of  every  man  his 
own  Solon  and  his  own  Plato,  as  to  which 
one  could  only  ask  why  not  every  man 
his  own  Shakespear  and  his  own  Ein- 
stein? But  this  assumption  suited  the 
plutocrats  very  well,  as  they  had  only  to 
master  the  easy  art  of  stampeding  elec- 
tions by  their  newspapers  to  do  anything 
they  liked  in  the  name  of  the  people. 
Votes  for  everybody  (called  for  short, 
Democracy)  ended  in  government  neither 
of  the  best  nor  of  the  worst,  but  in  an 
official  government  which  could  do  no- 
thing but  talk,  and  an  actual  government 
of  landlords,  employers,  and  financiers  at 
war  with  an  Opposition  of  trade  union- 
ists, strikers,  pickets,  and — occasionally 
— rioters.  The  resultant  disorder,  indis- 
cipline, and  breakdown  of  distribution, 
produced  a  reaction  of  pure  disappoint- 
ment and  distress  in  which  the  people 
looked  wildly  round  for  a  Savior,  and 
were  ready  to  give  a  hopeful  trial  to  any- 
one bold  enough  to  assume  dictatorship 
and  kick  aside  the  impotent  official  gov- 
ernment until  he  had  completely  muzzled 
and  subjugated  it. 

FAILURE  ALL  ROUND 

That  is  the  history  of  Catholicism  and 
Protestantism,  Church  and  Empire,  Lib- 
eralism and  Democracy,  up  to  date. 
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Clearly  a  ghastly  failure,  both  positively 
as  an  attempt  to  solve  the  problem  of 
government  and  negatively  as  an  attempt 
to  secure  freedom  of  thought  and  facility 
of  change  to  keep  pace  with  thought. 

Now  this  does  not  mean  in  the  least 
that  the  original  Catholic  plan  was  wrong. 
On  the  contrary,  all  the  disasters  to  which 
it  has  led  have  been  demonstrations  of 
the  eternal  need  for  it.  The  alternative  to 
vocational  government  is  a  mixture  of 
a  haporth  of  very  incompetent  official 
government  with  an  intolerable  deal  of 
very  competent  private  tyranny.  Provi- 
dence, or  Nature  if  you  prefer  that  expres- 
sion, has  not  ordained  that  all  men  shall 
have  a  vocation  for  being  "servants  of  all 
the  rest"  as  saints  or  rulers.  Providence 
knows  better  than  to  provide  armies  con- 
sisting exclusively  of  commanders-in- 
chief  or  factories  staffed  exclusively  with 
managing  directors;  and  to  that  inexor- 
able natural  fact  we  shall  always  have  to 
come  back,  just  as  the  Russian  revolu- 
tionists, who  were  reeking  with  Protest- 
ant Liberal  superstitions  at  the  beginning, 
have  had  to  come  back  to  it.  But  we  have 
now  thought  out  much  more  carefully 
than  St  Peter  the  basic  articles  of  faith, 
without  which  the  vocation  of  the  priest 
is  inevitably  pushed  out  by  the  vocation 
of  the  robbers  and  the  racketeers,  self- 
elected  as  gentlemen  and  ladies.  We  know 
that  private  property  distributes  wealth, 
work,  and  leisure  so  unevenly  that  a 
wretchedly  poor  and  miserably  over- 
worked majority  are  forced  to  maintain  a 
minority  inordinately  rich  and  passion- 
ately convinced  that  labor  is  so  disgraceful 
to  them  that  they  dare  not  be  seen  carry- 
ing a  parcel  down  Bond  Street.  We  know 
that  the  strains  set  up  by  such  a  division 
of  interests  also  destroy  peace,  justice,  re- 
ligion, good  breeding,  honor,  reasonable 
freedom,  and  everything  that  government 
exists  to  secure,  and  that  all  this  iniquity 
arises  automatically  when  we  thought- 
lessly allow  a  person  to  own  a  thousand 


acres  of  land  in  the  middle  of  London 
much  more  completely  than  he  owns  the 
pair  of  boots  in  which  he  walks  over 
it;  for  he  may  not  kick  me  out  of  my 
house  into  the  street  with  his  boots;  but 
he  may  do  so  with  his  writ  of  ejectment. 
And  so  we  are  driven  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  modern  priesthood  must  utterly 
renounce,  abjure,  abhor,  abominate,  and 
annihilate  private  property  as  the  very 
worst  of  all  the  devil's  inventions  for  the 
demoralization  and  damnation  of  man- 
kind. Civilized  men  and  women  must  live 
by  their  ordered  and  equal  share  in  the 
work  needed  to  support  the  community, 
and  must  find  their  freedom  in  their 
ordered  and  equal  share  of  the  leisure 
produced  by  scientific  economy  in  pro- 
ducing that  support.  It  still  takes  some 
conviction  to  repudiate  an  institution  so 
well  spoken  of  as  private  property;  but 
the  facts  must  be  faced:  our  clandestine 
methods  of  violating  it  by  income  tax  and 
surtax,  which  mean  only  "What  a  thief 
stole  steal  thou  from  the  thief,"  will  no 
longer  serve;  for  a  modern  government, 
as  the  Russians  soon  found  out,  must  not 
take  money,  even  from  thieves,  until  it 
is  ready  to  employ  it  productively.  To 
throw  it  away  in  doles  as  our  governing 
duffers  do,  is  to  burn  the  candle  at  both 
ends  and  precipitate  the  catastrophe  they 
are  trying  to  avert. 

OBSOLETE  VOWS 

As  to  the  vows,  some  of  the  old  ones 
must  go.  The  Catholic  Church  and  our 
Board  of  Education  insist  on  celibacy,  the 
one  for  priests  and  the  other  for  school- 
mistresses. That  is  a  remnant  of  the  cyni- 
cal superstition  of  original  sin.  Married 
people  have  a  right  to  married  rulers; 
mothers  have  a  right  to  have  their  chil- 
dren taught  and  handled  by  mothers;  and 
priests  and  pastors  who  meddle  with 
family  affairs  should  know  what  they  are 
talking  about. 

Another  important  modern  discovery 
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is  that  government  is  not  a  whole-time 
job  for  all  its  agents.  A  council  of  peasants 
derives  its  ancient  wisdom  from  its  nor- 
mal day's  work  on  the  land,  without 
which  it  would  be  a  council  of  tramps  and 
village  idiots.  It  is  not  desirable  that  an 
ordinary  parish  priest  should  have  no 
other  occupation,  nor  an  abnormal  oc- 
cupation, even  that  of  a  scholar.  Nor  is  it 
desirable  that  his  uniform  should  be  too 
sacerdotal;  for  that  is  the  method  of 
idolatry,  which  substitutes  for  rational 
authority  the  superstitious  awe  produced 
by  a  contrived  singularity.  St  Vincent  de 
Paul  knew  thoroughly  well  what  he  was 
about  when  he  constituted  his  Sisterhood 
of  Charity  on  the  rule  that  the  sister 
should  not  be  distinguishable  from  an 
ordinary  respectable  woman.  Unfortun- 
ately, the  costume  prescribed  under  this 
rule  has  in  the  course  of  the  centuries 
become  as  extraordinary  as  that  of  the 
Bluecoat  boy;  and  St  Vincent's  idea  is 
consequently  lost;  but  modern  industrial 
experience  confirms  it;  for  the  latest  redis- 
covery of  the  Vincentian  principle  has  been 
made  by  Mr  Ford,  v/ho  has  testified  that 
if  you  want  a  staff  of  helpful  persons  who 
will  turn  their  hands  to  anything  at  need 
you  must  not  give  them  either  title,  rank, 
or  uniform,  as  the  immediate  result  will  be 
their  partial  disablement  by  the  exclusion 
from  their  activities  of  many  of  the  most 
necessary  jobs  as  beneath  their  dignity. 
Another  stipulation  made  by  St  Vin- 
cent, who  already  in  the  sixteenth  century 
was  far  ahead  of  us,  was  that  no  sister  may 
pledge  herself  for  longer  than  a  year  at  a 
time,  however  often  she  may  renew  her 
vows.  Thus  the  sisters  can  never  lose 
their  freedom  nor  suffer  from  cold  feet. 
If  he  were  alive  today  St  Vincent  would 
probably  propose  a  clean  sweep  of  all  our 
difficulties  about  marriage  and  divorce  by 
forbidding  people  to  marry  for  longer 
than  a  year,  and  make  them  renew  their 
vows  every  twelve  months.  In  Russia  the 
members  of  the  Communist  Party  cannot 


dedicate  themselves  eternally:  they  can 
drop  out  into  the  laity  when  they  please, 
and  if  they  do  not  please  and  nevertheless 
have  become  slack  in  their  ministry,  they 
are  pushed  out. 

SUPERNATURAL  PRETENSIONS 

Furthermore,  modern  priests  must  not 
make  supernatural  pretensions.  They 
must  not  be  impostors.  A  vocation  for 
politics,  though  essentially  a  religious 
vocation,  must  be  on  the  same  footing  as 
a  vocation  for  music  or  mathematics  or 
cooking  or  nursing  or  acting  or  architect- 
ure or  farming  or  billiards  or  any  other 
born  aptitude.  The  authority  which  must 
attach  to  all  public  officials  and  councils 
must  rest  on  their  ability  and  efficiency. 
In  the  Royal  Navy  every  mishap  to  a  ship 
involves  a  court  martial  on  the  responsible 
officer:  if  the  officer  makes  a  mistake  he 
forfeits  his  command  unless  he  can  con- 
vince the  court  that  he  is  still  worthy  it. 
In  no  other  way  can  our  hackneyed 
phrase  "responsible  government"  acquire 
any  real  meaning.  When  a  Catholic  priest 
goes  wrong  (or  too  right)  he  is  silenced: 
when  a  Russian  Commissar  goes  wrong, 
he  is  expelled  from  the  Party.  Such 
responsibility  necessarily  makes  official 
authority  very  authoritative  and  frightens 
off  the  unduly  nervous.  Stalin  and  Mus- 
solini are  the  most  responsible  statesmen 
in  Europe  because  they  have  no  hold  on 
their  places  except  their  efficiency;  and 
their  authority  is  consequently  greater 
than  that  of  any  of  the  monarchs,  presi- 
dents, and  prime  ministers  who  have  to 
deal  with  them.  Stalin  is  one  of  the  higher 
functionaries  with  whom  governing  is 
necessarily  a  whole- time  job.  But  he  is  no 
richer  than  his  neighbors,  and  can  "better 
himself  only  by  bettering  them,  not  by 
buttering  them  like  a  British  demagogue. 

ECLECTIC  DEMOCRACY 

I  think  my  views  on  intellectual  aristo- 
cracy and  democracy  and  all  the  rest  of 
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it  are  now  plain  enough.  As  between  the 
intentions  of  The  Church  and  the  inten- 
tions of  The  Empire  (unrealized  ideals 
both)  I  am  on  the  side  of  The  Church.  As 
to  the  evil  done  by  The  Church  with  the 
best  intentions  and  the  good  done  by  The 
Empire  with  the  worst,  I  am  an  Eclectic: 
there  is  much  to  be  learnt  from  each. 
I  harp  on  Russia  because  the  Moscow 
experiment  is  the  only  really  new  depart- 
ure from  Tweedledum  and  Tweedledee: 
Fascism  is  still  wavering  between  Empire 
and  Church,  between  private  property 
and  Communism.  Years  ago,  I  said  that 
what  democracy  needed  was  a  trust- 
worthy anthropometric  machine  for  the 
selection  of  qualified  rulers.  Since  then  I 
have  elaborated  this  by  demanding  the 
formation  of  panels  of  tested  persons 
eligible  for  the  different  grades  in  the 
governmental  hierarchy.  Panel  A  would 
be  for  diplomacy  and  international  finance, 
Panel  B  for  national  affairs,  Panel  C  for 
municipal  and  county  affairs,  Panel  D  for 
the  village  councils  and  so  forth.  Under 
such  a  panel  system  the  voters  would  lose 
their  present  liberty  to  return  such  candi- 
dates as  the  late  Horatio  Bottomley  to 
parliament  by  enormous  majorities;  but 
they  would  gain  the  advantage  of  at  least 
knowing  that  their  rulers  know  how  to 
read  and  write,  which  they  do  not  enjoy 
at  present. 

Nobody  ventured  to  disagree  with  me 
when  I  urged  the  need  for  such  panels; 
but  when  I  was  challenged  to  produce  my 
anthropometric  machine  or  my  endocrine 
or  phrenological  tests,  I  was  obliged  to 
confess  that  they  had  not  yet  been  in- 
vented, and  that  such  existing  attempts  at 
them  as  competitive  examinations  are  so 
irrelevant  and  misleading  as  to  be  worse 
than  useless  as  tests  of  vocation.  But  the 
Soviet  system,  hammered  out  under  the 
sternest  pressure  of  circumstances,  sup- 
plies an  excellent  provisional  solution, 
which  turns  out  to  be  the  solution  of  the 


old  Catholic  Church  purged  of  super- 
natural pretension,  assumption  of  final 
perfection,  and  the  poison  of  private  pro- 
perty with  its  fatal  consequences.  Mr 
Stalin  is  not  in  the  least  like  an  Emperor, 
nor  an  Archbishop,  nor  a  Prime  Minister, 
nor  a  Chancellor;  but  he  would  be  strik- 
ingly like  a  Pope,  claiming  for  form's  sake 
an  apostolic  succession  from  Marx,  were 
it  not  for  his  frank  method  of  Trial  and 
Error,  his  entirely  human  footing,  and  his 
liability  to  removal  at  a  moment's  notice 
if  his  eminence  should  upset  his  mental 
balance.  At  the  other  end  of  the  scale  are 
the  rank  and  file  of  the  Communist  Party, 
doing  an  ordinary  day's  work  with  the 
common  folk,  and  giving  only  their  leis- 
ure to  the  Party.  For  their  election  as  re- 
presentatives of  the  commons  they  must 
depend  on  the  votes  of  their  intimate  and 
equal  neighbors  and  workmates.  They 
have  no  incentive  to  seek  election  except 
the  vocational  incentive;  for  success,  in 
the  first  instance,  means,  not  release  from 
the  day's  ordinary  work,  but  the  sacrifice 
of  all  one's  leisure  to  politics,  and,  if 
promotion  to  the  whole-time  grades  be 
achieved,  a  comparatively  ascetic  discip- 
line and  virtually  no  pecuniary  gain. 

If  anyone  can  suggest  a  better  practi- 
cally tested  plan,  now  is  the  time  to  do  it; 
for  it  is  all  up  with  the  old  Anarchist- 
Liberal  parliamentary  systems  in  the  face 
of  thirty  millions  of  unemployed,  and 
World  Idiotic  Conferences  at  which  each 
nation  implores  all  the  others  to  absorb 
its  unemployed  by  a  revival  of  inter- 
national trade.  Mr  Chesterton  says  truly 
that  a  government,  if  it  is  to  govern, 
"cannot  select  one  ruler  to  do  something 
and  another  to  undo  it,  one  intellectual  to 
restore  the  nation  and  another  to  ruin  the 
nation."  But  that  is  precisely  what  our 
parliamentary  party  system  does.  Mr 
Chesterton  has  put  it  in  a  nutshell;  and  I 
hope  he  will  appreciate  the  sound  Catho- 
licism with  which  I  have  cracked  it. 
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EXTERMINATION 


In  this  play  a  reference  is  made  by  a 
Chief  of  Police  to  the  political  necessity 
for  killing  people:  a  necessity  so  distress- 
ing to  the  statesmen  and  so  terrifying  to 
the  common  citizen  that  nobody  except 
myself  (as  far  as  I  know)  has  ventured  to 
examine  it  directly  on  its  own  merits,  al- 
though every  Government  is  obliged  to 
practise  it  on  a  scale  varying  from  the 
execution  of  a  single  murderer  to  the 
slaughter  of  millions  of  quite  innocent 
persons.  Whilst  assenting  to  these  pro- 
ceedings, and  even  acclaiming  and  cele- 
brating them,  we  dare  not  tell  ourselves 
what  we  are  doing  or  why  we  are  doing 
it;  and  so  we  call  it  justice  or  capital  pun- 
ishment or  our  duty  to  king  and  country 
or  any  other  convenient  verbal  whitewash 
for  what  we  instinctively  recoil  from  as 
from  a  dirty  job.  These  childish  evasions 
are  revolting.  We  must  strip  off  the  white- 
wash and  find  out  what  is  really  beneath 
it.  Extermination  must  be  put  on  a  scien- 
ti  ic  basis  if  it  is  ever  to  be  carried  out 
humanely  and  apologetically  as  well  as 
thoroughly. 

KILLING  AS  A  POLITICAL  FUNCTION 

That  killing  is  a  necessity  is  beyond 
question  by  any  thoughtful  person.  Un- 
less rabbits  and  deer  and  rats  and  foxes 
are  killed,  or  "kept  down"  as  we  put  it, 
mankind  must  perish;  and  that  section  of 
mankind  which  lives  in  the  country  and 
is  directly  and  personally  engaged  in  the 
struggle  with  Nature  for  a  living  has  no 
sentimental  doubts  that  they  must  be 
killed.  As  to  tigers  and  poisonous  snakes, 
their  incompatibility  with  human  civiliza- 
tion is  unquestioned.  This  does  not  excuse 
the  use  of  cruel  steel  traps,  agonizing 
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poisons,  or  packs  of  hounds  as  methods 
of  extermination.  Killing  can  be  cruelly 
or  kindly  done;  and  the  deliberate  choice 
of  cruel  ways,  and  their  organization  as 
popular  pleasures,  is  sinful;  but  the  sin  is 
in  the  cruelty  and  the  enjoyment  of  it, 
not  in  the  killing. 

THE  SACREDNESS   OF  HUMAN  LIFE 

In  law  we  draw  a  line  between  the  kill- 
ing of  human  animals  and  non-human 
ones,  setting  the  latter  apart  as  brutes. 
This  was  founded  on  a  general  belief  that 
humans  have  immortal  souls  and  brutes 
none.  Nowadays  more  and  more  people 
are  refusing  to  make  this  distinction. 
They  may  believe  in  The  Life  Everlasting 
and  The  Life  to  Come;  but  they  make  no 
distinction  between  Man  and  Brute,  be- 
cause some  of  them  believe  that  brutes 
have  souls,  whilst  others  refuse  to  believe 
that  the  physical  materializations  and  per- 
sonifications of  The  Life  Everlasting  are 
themselves  everlasting.  In  either  case  the 
mystic  distinction  between  Man  and  Brute 
vanishes;  and  the  murderer  pleading  that 
though  a  rabbit  should  be  killed  for  being 
mischievous  he  himself  should  be  spared 
because  he  has  an  immortal  soul  and  a 
rabbit  has  none  is  as  hopelessly  out  of 
date  as  a  gentleman  duellist  pleading  his 
clergy.  When  the  necessity  for  killing  a 
dangerous  human  being  arises,  as  it  still 
does  daily,  the  only  distinction  we  make 
between  a  man  and  a  snared  rabbit  is  that 
we  very  quaintly  provide  the  man  with 
a  minister  of  religion  to  explain  to  him 
that  we  are  not  killing  him  at  all,  but  only 
expediting  his  transfer  to  an  eternity  of 
bliss. 

The  political  necessity  for  killing  him 
is  precisely  like  that  for  killing  the  cobra 
or  the  tiger:  he  is  so  ferocious  or  un- 
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scrupulous  that  if  his  neighbors  do  not 
kill  him  he  will  kill  or  ruin  his  neighbors; 
so  that  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  to  dis- 
able him  once  for  all  by  making  an  end  of 
him,  or  else  waste  the  lives  of  useful  and 
harmless  people  in  seeing  that  he  does  no 
mischief,  and  caging  him  cruelly  like  a 
lion  in  a  show. 

Here  somebody  is  sure  to  interject 
that  there  is  the  alternative  of  teaching 
him  better  manners;  but  I  am  not  here 
dealing  with  such  cases:  the  real  necessity 
arises  only  in  dealing  with  untameable 
persons  who  are  constitutionally  unable 
to  restrain  their  violent  or  acquisitive 
impulses,  and  have  no  compunction  about 
sacrificing  others  to  their  own  immediate 
convenience.  To  punish  such  persons  is 
ridiculous:  we  might  as  reasonably  punish 
a  tile  for  flying  off  a  roof  in  a  storm  and 
knocking  a  clergyman  on  the  head.  But 
to  kill  them  is  quite  reasonable  and  very 
necessary. 

PRESENT  EXTERMINATIONS 

All  this  so  far  is  mere  elementary  crim- 
inology, already  dealt  with  very  fully 
by  me  in  my  Essay  on  Prisons,  which 
I  recommend  to  those  readers  who  may 
feel  impelled  to  ramble  away  at  this  point 
into  the  prosings  about  Deterrence  be- 
loved by  our  Prison  Commissioners  and 
judges.  It  disposes  of  the  dogma  of  the 
unconditional  sacredness  of  human  life, 
or  any  other  incarnation  of  life;  but  it 
covers  only  a  corner  of  the  field  opened 
up  by  modern  powers  of  extermination. 
In  Germany  it  is  suggested  that  the  Nor- 
dic race  should  exterminate  the  Latin 
race.  As  both  these  lingual  stocks  are 
hopelessly  interbred  by  this  time,  such  a 
sacrifice  to  ethnological  sciolism  is  not 
practicable;  but  its  discussion  familiarizes 
the  idea  and  clears  the  way  for  practicable 
suggestions.  The  extermination  of  whole 
races  and  classes  has  been  not  only  advo- 
cated but  actually  attempted.  The  extirpa- 
tion of  the  Jew  as  such  figured  for  a  few 


mad  moments  in  the  program  of  the  Nazi 
party  in  Germany.  The  extermination  of 
the  peasant  is  in  active  progress  in  Russia, 
where  the  extermination  of  the  class  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  so-called  inde- 
pendent means  has  already  been  accom- 
plished; and  an  attempt  to  exterminate 
the  old  Conservative  professional  class 
and  the  kulak  or  prosperous  farmer  class 
has  been  checked  only  by  the  discovery 
that  they  cannot  as  yet  be  done  without. 
Outside  Russia  the  extermination  of 
Communists  is  widely  advocated;  and 
there  is  a  movement  in  the  British  Empire 
and  the  United  States  for  the  extermina- 
tion of  Fascists.  In  India  the  impulse  of 
Moslems  and  Hindus  to  exterminate  one 
another  is  complicated  by  the  impulse  of 
the  British  Empire  to  exterminate  both 
when  they  happen  to  be  militant  Nation- 
alists. 

PREVIOUS   ATTEMPTS   MISS  THE   POINT 

The  novelty  and  significance  of  these 
instances  consists  in  the  equal  status  of 
the  parties.  The  extermination  of  what 
the  exterminators  call  inferior  races  is 
as  old  as  history.  "Stone  dead  hath  no 
fellow"  said  Cromwell  when  he  tried  to 
exterminate  the  Irish.  "The  only  good 
nigger  is  a  dead  nigger"  say  the  Ameri- 
cans of  the  Ku-Klux  temperament. 
"Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not 
kill?"  said  Shylock  naively.  But  we  white 
men,  as  we  absurdly  call  ourselves  in 
spite  of  the  testimony  of  our  looking 
glasses,  regard  all  differently  colored  folk 
as  inferior  species.  Ladies  and  gentlemen 
class  rebellious  laborers  with  vermin.  The 
Dominicans,  the  watchdogs  of  God,  re- 
garded the  Albigenses  as  the  enemies  of 
God,  just  as  Torquemada  regarded  the 
Jews  as  the  murderers  of  God.  All  that  is 
an  old  story:  what  we  are  confronted  with 
now  is  a  growing  perception  that  if  we 
desire  a  certain  type  of  civilization  and 
culture  we  must  exterminate  the  sort  of 
people  who  do  not  fit  into  it.  There  is  a 
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difference  between  the  shooting  at  sight 
of  aboriginal  natives  in  the  back  blocks  of 
Australia  and  the  massacres  of  aristocrats 
in  the  terror  which  followed  the  foreign 
attacks  on  the  French  Revolution.  The 
Australian  gunman  pots  the  aboriginal 
natives  to  satisfy  his  personal  antipathy  to 
a  black  man  with  uncut  hair.  But  nobody 
in  the  French  Republic  had  this  feeling 
about  Lavoisier,  nor  can  any  German 
Nazi  have  felt  that  way  about  Einstein. 
Yet  Lavoisier  was  guillotined;  and  Ein- 
stein has  had  to  fly  for  his  life  from  Ger- 
many. It  was  silly  to  say  that  the  Republic 
had  no  use  for  chemists;  and  no  Nazi  has 
stultified  his  party  to  the  extent  of  saying 
that  the  new  National  Socialist  Fascist 
State  in  Germany  has  no  use  for  mathe- 
matician-physicists. The  proposition  is 
that  aristocrats  (Lavoisier's  class)  and 
Jews  (Einstein's  race)  are  unfit  to  enjoy 
the  privilege  of  living  in  a  modern  society 
founded  on  definite  principles  of  social 
welfare  as  distinguished  from  the  old  pro- 
miscuous aggregations  crudely  policed 
by  chiefs  who  had  no  notion  of  social 
criticism  and  no  time  to  invent  it. 

KING  CHARLES'S  HEAD 

It  was,  by  the  way,  the  English  Revolu- 
tion which  introduced  the  category  of 
Malignant  or  Man  of  Blood,  and  killed  the 
King  as  an  affirmation  that  even  kings 
must  not  survive  if  they  are  malignant. 
This  was  much  more  advanced  than  the 
execution  in  the  following  century  of 
Louis  XVI  as  an  ordinary  traitor,  or  of  the 
Tsar  in  our  own  time  to  prevent  his  being 
captured  by  the  Tchekoslovakian  contin- 
gent and  used  as  a  standard  to  rally  the 
royalist  reaction.  Charles  affirmed  a  divine 
personal  right  to  govern  as  against  the 
parliament  and  would  keep  no  bargain 
with  it.  Parliament  denied  his  right,  and 
set  up  against  it  a  divine  right  of  election 
winners  to  govern.  They  fought  it  out; 
and  the  victorious  election  winners  exter- 
minated the  king,  very  logically.  Finding 


that  their  authority  still  needed  a  royal 
disguise  they  drove  a  hard  bargain  for  a 
crown  with  his  son,  and,  after  ejecting 
the  next  king  who  broke  it,  a  still  harder 
one  with  his  Dutch  grandson  before  they 
allowed  the  title  of  king,  with  nine  tenths 
of  the  meaning  knocked  out  of  it,  to  be 
used  as  a  matter  of  convenience  again  in 
England.  Nobody  had  a  word  to  say 
against  Charles's  private  character.  It  was 
solely  for  incompatibility  of  politics  that 
he  was  eliminated,  or  "liquidated"  as  we 
say  now.  There  was  a  real  novelty  in  the 
transaction.  The  Church  had  for  cen- 
turies before  compelled  the  secular  State 
to  liquidate  heretics;  and  the  slaughter  of 
rebels  who  tried  to  substitute  one  dynasty 
for  another,  or  to  seize  the  throne  for 
themselves,  was  common  routine.  But 
Charles  was  neither  a  heretic  nor  a  rebel. 
He  was  the  assertor  of  a  divine  right  to 
govern  without  winning  elections;  and 
because  that  right  could  not  co-exist  with 
the  supremacy  of  a  much  richer  and  more 
powerful  plutocracy  off  went  his  head. 

Charles  was  only  the  first  victim.  After 
Culloden  the  defeated  Highland  chiefs 
and  their  clansmen  were  butchered  like 
sheep  on  the  field.  Had  they  been  merely 
prisoners  of  war,  this  would  have  been 
murder.  But  as  they  were  also  Incom- 
patibles  with  British  civilization,  it  was 
only  liquidation. 

RIGHT  TO   EXTERMINATE  CONFERRED 
BY  PRIVATE  PROPERTY 

Having  disposed  of  the  divine  right 
of  kings  the  political  liquidators  turned 
their  attention  slowly  to  its  derivatory 
the  divine  right  of  landlords,  which  had 
gradually  disguised  itself  as  private  pro- 
perty in  land.  For  when  a  tract  of  land 
becomes  the  private  property  of  an  indi- 
vidual who  has  to  depend  on  it  for  his 
subsistence,  the  relation  between  him  and 
the  inhabitants  of  that  tract  becomes  an 
economic  one;  and  if  they  become  econo- 
mically superfluous  or  wasteful,  he  must 
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exterminate  them.  This  is  continually 
happening  wherever  private  property  in 
land  exists.  If  I  possess  land  and  find  it 
profitable  to  grow  wheat  on  it,  I  need 
many  agricultural  laborers  to  enable  me 
to  do  it;  and  I  tolerate  their  existence 
accordingly.  If  I  presently  find  that  it  is 
more  profitable  to  cover  my  land  with 
sheep  and  sell  their  wool,  I  have  to  toler- 
ate the  existence  of  the  sheep;  but  I  no 
longer  need  tolerate  the  existence  of  the 
laborers;  so  I  drive  them  off  my  land, 
which  is  my  legal  method  of  extermina- 
tion, retaining  only  a  few  to  act  as  shep- 
herds. Later  on  I  find  that  it  is  more 
profitable  to  cover  my  land  with  wild 
deer,  and  collect  money  from  gentlemen 
and  ladies  who  enjoy  shooting  them.  I 
then  exterminate  my  shepherds  and  keep 
only  a  few  gamekeepers.  But  I  may  do 
much  better  by  letting  my  land  to  indus- 
trialists for  the  erection  of  factories.  They 
exterminate  the  sheep  and  the  deer;  but 
they  need  far  more  men  than  I  needed 
even  when  I  grew  wheat.  The  driven-offs 
crowd  into  the  factories  and  multiply  like 
rabbits;  and  for  the  moment  population 
grows  instead  of  diminishing.  But  soon 
machines  come  along  and  make  millions 
of  proletarians  economically  superfluous. 
The  factory  owner  accordingly  sacks 
them,  which  is  his  legal  method  of  exter- 
mination. During  these  developments  the 
exterminated,  or,  as  we  call  them,  the 
evicted  and  sacked,  try  to  avoid  starva- 
tion partly  by  emigration,  but  mostly  by 
offering  themselves  for  all  sorts  of  em- 
ployment as  soldiers,  servants,  prosti- 
tutes, police  officers,  scavengers,  and 
operators  of  the  immense  machinery  of 
amusement  and  protection  for  the  idle 
rich  classes  created  by  the  private  pro- 
perty system.  By  organization  in  trade 
unions,  municipal  and  parliamentary 
Labor  Parties,  and  the  like,  and  maintain- 
ing a  sort  of  continual  civil  war  consisting 
of  strikes  and  riots,  they  extort  from  the 
proprietors  enough  to  reduce  the  rate  of 


extermination  (shewn  by  the  actuarial  ex- 
pectation of  life  of  the  unpropertied)  for 
periods  described  as  progressive,  until 
the  proprietors,  by  engaging  in  suicidal 
wars,  are  forced  to  intensify  their  econo- 
mies, and  the  rate  of  extermination  rises 
again. 

DISGUISES  UNDER  WHICH   PRIVATE 
EXTERMINATION   OPERATES 

Note  that  during  all  this  the  Registrar 
General's  returns  do  not  give  us  the 
deaths  of  the  exterminated  as  such,  be- 
cause the  exterminated  do  not  starve  as 
lost  travellers  starve  in  the  desert.  Their 
starvation  is  more  or  less  protracted;  and 
when  the  final  catastrophe  arrives,  it  is 
disguised  under  an  imposing  array  of 
doctors'  names  for  moribundity.  The 
victims  die  mostly  in  their  first  year,  and 
subsequently  at  all  ages  short  of  the  age 
at  which  properly  nourished  people  die. 
Sometimes  they  are  starved  into  attaining 
an  age  at  which  people  with  well  filled 
pockets  eat  themselves  to  death.  Either 
way  and  all  ways  the  extermination  is  a 
real  and  permanent  feature  of  private 
property  civilization,  though  it  is  never 
mentioned  as  such,  and  ladies  and  gentle- 
men are  carefully  educated  to  be  uncon- 
scious of  its  existence  and  to  talk  non- 
sense about  its  facts  when  they  are  too 
obvious  or  become  too  scandalous  to 
be  ignored,  when  they  often  advocate 
emigration  or  Birth  Control  or  war  as 
remedies.  And  against  the  facts  there  is  a 
chronic  humanitarian  revolt  expressing 
itself  either  underground  or  overground 
in  revolutionary  movements;  making  our 
political  constitutions  very  unstable;  and 
imposing  an  habitual  disingenuousness 
on  conservative  statesmen. 

PRIVATE  POWERS   OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH 

Now  the  central  fact  of  all  these  facts 
is  that  the  private  proprietors  have  irre- 
sponsible powers  of  life  and  death  in  the 
State.  Such  powers  may  be  tolerated  as 
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long  as  the  Government  is  in  effect  a 
committee  of  private  proprietors;  yet  if 
such  a  committee  be  widened  into  or 
superseded  by  a  Government  acting  in 
the  interest  of  the  whole  people,  that 
Government  will  not  suffer  any  private 
class  to  hold  the  lives  of  the  citizens  at 
its  mercy  and  thereby  become  their  real 
masters.  A  popular  Government,  before 
it  fully  grasps  the  situation,  usually  be- 
gins by  attempting  to  redistribute  pro- 
perty in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  every- 
one a  petty  proprietor,  as  in  the  French 
Revolution.  But  when  the  impossibility 
of  doing  this  (except  in  the  special  case  of 
agricultural  land)  becomes  apparent,  and 
the  question  is  probed  to  the  bottom  by 
unpropertied  political  philosophers  like 
Proudhon  and  Marx,  private  property  is 
sooner  or  later  excommunicated  and 
abolished;  and  what  was  formerly  called 
"real  property"  is  replaced  by  ordinary 
personal  property  and  common  property 
administered  by  the  State, 

All  modern  progressive  and  revolu- 
tionary movements  are  at  bottom  attacks 
on  private  property.  A  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  apologizing  for  an  increase  in 
the  surtax,  a  Fascist  dictator  organizing 
a  Corporate  State,  a  Soviet  Commissar 
ejecting  a  kulak  and  adding  his  acres  to  a 
collective  farm,  are  all  running  the  same 
race,  though  all  of  them  except  the  Com- 
missar may  be  extremely  reluctant  to  win 
it.  For  in  the  long  run  the  power  to 
exterminate  is  too  grave  to  be  left  in  any 
hands  but  those  of  a  thoroughly  Com- 
munist Government  responsible  to  the 
whole  community.  The  landlord  with  his 
writ  of  ejectment  and  the  employer  with 
his  sack,  must  finally  go  the  way  of  the 
nobleman  with  his  sword  and  his  benefit 
of  clergy,  and  of  Hannibal  Chollop  with 
his  bowie  knife  and  pistol. 

Let  us  then  assume  that  private  pro- 
perty, already  maimed  by  factory  legisla- 
tion, surtax,  and  a  good  deal  of  petty 
persecution  in  England,  and  in  Russia 


tolerated  only  provisionally  as  a  disgrace- 
ful necessity  pending  its  complete  extir- 
pation, is  finally  discarded  by  civilized 
communities,  and  the  duty  of  maintaining 
it  at  all  costs  replaced  by  the  duty  of  giv- 
ing effect  to  the  dogma  that  every  able- 
bodied  and  ableminded  and  ablesouled 
person  has  an  absolute  right  to  an  equal 
share  in  the  national  dividend.  Would  the 
practice  of  extermination  thereupon  dis- 
appear? I  suggest  that,  on  the  contrary, 
it  might  continue  much  more  openly 
and  intelligently  and  scientifically  than  at 
present,  because  the  humanitarian  revolt 
against  it  would  probably  become  a 
humanitarian  support  of  it;  and  there 
would  be  an  end  of  the  hypocrisy,  the 
venal  special  pleading,  and  the  conceal- 
ment or  ignoring  of  facts  which  are  im- 
posed on  us  at  present  because  extermina- 
tion for  the  benefit  of  a  handful  of  private 
persons  against  the  interests  of  the  race  is 
permitted  and  practised.  The  old  doctrine 
of  the  sacredness  of  human  life,  which  in 
our  idiot  asylums  at  Darenth  and  else- 
where still  terrifies  us  into  wasting  the 
lives  of  capable  people  in  preserving  the 
lives  of  monsters,  was  a  crude  expedient 
for  beginning  civilization.  At  present  we 
discard  it  in  dealing  with  murderers, 
heretics,  traitors,  and  (in  Scotland)  vitriol 
throwers,  who  can  be  legally  killed.  A 
runaway  convict  can  also  be  summarily 
shot  by  a  warder  to  save  the  trouble  of 
pursuing  and  recapturing  him;  and  al- 
though the  convict  is  not  under  capital 
sentence  and  the  case  is  therefore  clearly 
one  of  wilful  murder,  coroners'  juries 
persist  in  treating  it  as  a  harmless  and 
necessary  incident  in  prison  routine. 

Unfortunately  the  whole  question  is 
bedevilled  by  our  anti-Christian  vice  of 
punishment,  expiation,  sacrifice,  and  all 
the  cognate  tribal  superstitions  which  are 
hammered  into  us  in  our  childhood  by 
barbarous  scripturists,  irascible  or  sadist 
parents,  and  a  hideous  criminal  code. 
When  the  horrors  of  anarchy  force  us  to 
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set  up  laws  that  forbid  us  to  fight  and 
torture  one  another  for  sport,  we  still 
snatch  at  every  excuse  for  declaring  indi- 
viduals outside  the  protection  of  law  and 
torturing  them  to  our  hearts'  content. 

CRUELTY'S  EXCUSES 

There  have  been  summits  of  civiliza- 
tion at  which  heretics  like  Socrates,  who 
was  killed  because  he  was  wiser  than  his 
neighbors,  have  not  been  tortured,  but 
ordered  to  kill  themselves  in  the  most 
painless  manner  known  to  their  judges. 
But  from  that  summit  there  was  a  speedy 
relapse  into  our  present  savagery.  For 
Wallace,  whom  the  Scots  adored  as  a 
patriot  and  the  English  executed  as  a 
traitor,  the  most  cruel  and  obscene 
method  of  killing  that  the  human  im- 
agination could  conceive  at  its  vilest  was 
specially  invented  to  punish  him  for  being 
a  traitor  (or  "larn  him  to  be  a  toad");  and 
this  sentence  has  been  passed,  though  not 
carried  out,  within  the  memory  of  per- 
sons now  living.  John  of  Leyden,  for 
being  a  Communist,  was  tortured  so 
frightfully  before  being  hung  up  in  a  cage 
on  the  church  tower  to  starve  to  death  in 
sight  of  all  the  citizens  and  their  little 
children,  that  the  bishop  who  was  officially 
obliged  to  witness  it  died  of  horror.  Joan 
of  Arc,  for  wearing  men's  clothes  and 
being  a  Protestant  and  a  witch,  was  burnt 
alive,  after  a  proposal  to  torture  her  had 
been  barely  defeated.  The  people  who 
saw  her  burnt  were  quite  accustomed  to 
such  spectacles,  and  regarded  them  as 
holiday  attractions.  A  woman's  sex  was 
made  an  excuse  for  burning  her  instead 
of  more  mercifully  hanging  her.  Male 
criminals  were  broken  on  the  wheel:  that 
is,  battered  to  death  with  iron  bars,  until 
well  into  the  nineteenth  century.  This 
was  a  public  spectacle;  and  the  prolonga- 
tion of  the  victim's  suffering  was  so 
elaborately  studied  and  arranged  that 
Cartouche,  one  of  the  kings  of  scoundrel- 
ism,  was  bribed  to  betray  his  accomplices 


by  the  promise  that  he  should  be  killed 
by  the  sixth  blow  of  the  bar.  The  wheel 
and  the  stake  have  lately  gone  out  of  use; 
but  the  Sadist  mania  for  flogging  seems 
ineradicable;  for  after  a  partially  success- 
ful attempt  to  discard  it  in  Victorian 
times  it  has  revived  again  with  redoubled 
ferocity:  quite  recently  a  criminal  was 
sentenced  to  a  flogging  and  ten  years 
penal  servitude;  and  although  the  victim 
escaped  his  punishment  and  gave  a  sensa- 
tional advertisement  to  its  savagery  by 
committing  suicide,  nobody  protested, 
though  thirty  years  ago  there  would  have 
been  a  strenuous  outcry  against  it,  raised 
by  the  old  Humanitarian  League,  and 
voiced  in  Parliament  by  the  Irish  Nation- 
alists. Alas!  the  first  thing  the  Irish  did 
when  they  at  last  enjoyed  self-govern- 
ment was  to  get  rid  of  these  sentimental 
Nationalists  and  put  flogging  on  their 
statute  book  in  a  series  of  Coercion  Acts 
that  would  have  horrified  Dublin  Castle. 
In  a  really  civilized  state  flogging  would 
cease  because  it  would  be  impossible  to 
induce  any  decent  citizen  to  flog  another. 
Among  us  a  perfectly  respectable  official 
will  do  it  for  half  a  crown,  and  probably 
enjoy  the  job. 

LEADING   CASE   OF  JESUS  CHRIST 

I  dislike  cruelty,  even  cruelty  to  other 
people,  and  should  therefore  like  to  see 
all  cruel  people  exterminated.  But  I 
should  recoil  with  horror  from  a  proposal 
to  punish  them.  Let  me  illustrate  my  atti- 
tude by  a  very  famous,  indeed  far  too 
famous,  example  of  the 'popular  concep- 
tion of  criminal  law  as  a  means  of  deliver- 
ing up  victims  to  the  normal  popular  lust 
for  cruelty  which  has  been  mortified  by 
the  restraint  imposed  on  it  by  civilization. 
Take  the  case  of  the  extermination  of 
Jesus  Christ.  No  doubt  there  was  a  strong 
case  for  it.  Jesus  was  from  the  point  of 
view  of  the  High  Priest  a  heretic  and  an 
impostor.  From  the  point  of  view  of  the 
merchants  he  was  a  rioter  and  a  Com- 
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munist.   From  the   Roman  Imperialist 
point  of  view  he  was  a  traitor.  From  the 
commonsense  point  of  view  he  was  a 
dangerous  madman.  From  the  snobbish 
point  of  view,  always  a  very  influential 
one,  he  was  a  penniless  vagrant.  From  the 
police  point  of  view  he  was  an  obstructor 
of  thoroughfares,  a  beggar,  an  associate 
of  prostitutes,  an  apologist  of  sinners,  and 
a  disparager  of  judges;  and  his  daily  com- 
panions were  tramps  whom  he  had  se- 
duced into  vagabondage  from  their  regu- 
lar trades.  From  the  point  of  view  of  the 
pious  he  was  a  Sabbath  breaker,  a  denier 
of  the  efficacy  of  circumcision  and  the 
advocate  of  a  strange  rite  of  baptism,  a 
gluttonous  man  and  awinebibber.  He  was 
abhorrent  to  the  medical  profession  as 
an  unqualified  practitioner  who  healed 
people  by  quackery  and  charged  nothing 
for  the  treatment.  He  was  not  anti-Christ: 
nobody  had  heard  of  such  a  power  of 
darkness  then;  but  he  was  startlingly  anti- 
Moses.  He  was  against  the  priests,  against 
the  judiciary,  against  the  military,  against 
the  city  (he  declared  that  it  was  impos- 
sible for  a  rich  man  to  enter  the  kingdom 
of  heaven),    against   all   the   interests, 
classes,  principalities  and  powers,  invit- 
ing everybody  to  abandon  all  these  and 
follow  him.*  By  every  argument,  legal, 
political,  religious,  customary,  and  polite, 
he  was  the  most  complete  enemy  of  the 
society  of  his  time  ever  brought  to  the 
bar.  He  was  guilty  on  every  count  of  the 
indictment,  and  on  many  more  that  his 
accusers  had  not  the  wit  to  frame.  If  he 
was  innocent  then  the  whole  world  was 
guilty.  To  acquit  him  was  to  throw  over 
civilization  and  all  its  institutions.  His- 
tory has  borne  out  the  case  against  him; 
for  no  State  has  ever  constituted  itself  on 
his  principles  or  made  it  possible  to  live 
according  to  his  commandments:  those 
States  who  have  taken  his  name  have 
taken  it  as  an  alias  to  enable  them  to  per- 
secute his  followers  more  plausibly. 
It  is  not  surprising  that  under  these 


circumstances,  and  in  the  absence  of  any 
defence,  the  Jerusalem  community  and 
the  Roman  government  decided  to  exter- 
minate Jesus.  They  had  just  as  much  right 
to  do  so  as  to  exterminate  the  two  thieves 
who  perished  with  him.  But  there  was 
neither  right  nor  reason  in  torturing  him. 
He  was  entitled  to  the  painless  death  of 
Socrates.  We  may  charitably  suppose 
that  if  the  death  could  have  been  arranged 
privately  between  Pilate  and  Caiaphas 
Jesus  would  have  been  dispatched  as 
quickly  and  suddenly  as  John  the  Baptist. 
But  the  mob  wanted  the  horrible  fun  of 
seeing  somebody  crucified:  an  abomin- 
ably cruel  method  of  execution.  Pilate 
only  made  matters  worse  by  trying  to 
appease  them  by  having  Jesus  flogged. 
The  soldiers,  too,  had  to  have  their  bit  of 
sport,  to  crown  him  with  thorns  and, 
when  they  buffeted  him,  challenge  him 
ironically  to  guess  which  of  them  had 
struck  the  blow. 

"CROSSTIANITY" 

All  this  was  cruelty  for  its  own  sake, 
for  the  pleasure  of  it.  And  the  fun  did  not 
stop  there.  Such  was  and  is  the  attraction 
of  these  atrocities  that  the  spectacle  of 
them  has  been  reproduced  in  pictures 
and  waxworks  and  exhibited  in  churches 
ever  since  as  an  aid  to  piety.  The  chief 
instrument  of  torture  is  the  subject  of  a 
special  Adoration.  Little  models  of  it  in 
gold  and  ivory  are  worn  as  personal  orna- 
ments; and  big  reproductions  in  wood 
and  marble  are  set  up  in  sacred  places  and 
on  graves.  Contrasting  the  case  with  that 
of  Socrates,  one  is  forced  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  if  Jesus  had  been  humanely  ex- 
terminated his  memory  would  have  lost 
ninetynine  per  cent  of  its  attraction  for 
posterity.  Those  who  were  specially  sus- 
ceptible to  his  morbid  attraction  were  not 
satisfied  with  symbolic  crosses  which  hurt 
nobody.  They  soon  got  busy  with  "acts 
of  faith"  which  consisted  of  great  public 
shows  at  which  Jews  and  Protestants  or 


360 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


Catholics,  and  anyone  else  who  could 
be  caught  out  on  a  point  of  doctrine, 
were  burnt  alive.  Cruelty  is  so  infec- 
tious that  the  very  compassion  it  rouses 
is  infuriated  to  take  revenge  by  still  viler 
cruelties. 

The  tragedy  of  this — or,  if  you  will, 
the  comedy — is  that  it  was  his  clearness 
of  vision  on  this  very  point  that  set  Jesus 
so  high  above  his  persecutors.  He  taught 
that  two  blacks  do  not  make  a  white;  that 
evil  should  not  be  countered  by  worse 
evil  but  by  good;  that  revenge  and  pun- 
ishment only  duplicate  wrong;  that  we 
should  conceive  God  not  as  an  irascible 
and  vindictive  tyrant  but  as  an  affection- 
ate father.  No  doubt  many  private  ami- 
abilities have  been  inspired  by  this  teach- 
ing; but  politically  it  has  received  no  more 
quarter  than  Pilate  gave  it.  To  all  Govern- 
ments it  has  remained  paradoxical  and 
impracticable.  A  typical  acknowledgment 
of  it  was  the  hanging  of  a  crucifix  above 
the  seat  of  the  judge  who  was  sentencing 
evildoers  to  be  broken  on  the  \vheel. 

CHRISTIANITY   AND    THE    SIXTH 
COMMANDMENT 

Now  it  is  not  enough  to  satirize  this. 
We  must  examine  why  it  occurred.  It  is 
not  enough  to  protest  that  evildoers  must 
not  be  paid  in  their  own  coin  by  treating 
them  as  cruelly  as  they  have  treated 
others.  We  still  have  to  stop  the  mischief 
they  do.  What  is  to  be  done  with  them? 
It  is  easy  to  suggest  that  they  should  be 
reformed  by  gentleness  and  shamed  by 
non-resistance.  By  all  means,  if  they  re- 
spond to  that  treatment.  But  if  gentleness 
fails  to  reform  them  and  non-resistance 
encourages  them  to  further  aggression, 
what  then?  A  month  spent  in  a  Tolstoyan 
community  will  convince  anybody  of  the 
soundness  of  the  nearest  police  inspector's 
belief  that  every  normal  human  group 
contains  not  only  a  percentage  of  saints 
but  also  a  percentage  of  irreclaimable 
scoundrels  and  good-for-noughts  who 


will  wreck  any  community  unless  they 
are  expensively  restrained  or  cheaply  ex- 
terminated. Our  Mosaic  system  of  vindic- 
tive punishment,  politely  called  "retribu- 
tory"  by  Prison  Commissioners,  disposes 
of  them  temporarily;  but  it  wastes  the 
lives  of  honest  citizens  in  guarding  them; 
sets  a  horrible  example  of  cruelty  and 
malicious  injury;  costs  a  good  deal  of 
money  that  might  be  better  spent;  and, 
after  all,  sooner  or  later  lets  the  scoundrel 
loose  again  to  recommence  his  depreda- 
tions. It  would  be  much  more  sensible 
and  less  cruel  to  treat  him  as  we  treat 
mad  dogs  or  adders,  without  malice  or 
cruelty,  and  without  reference  to  cata- 
logues of  particular  crimes.  The  notion 
that  persons  should  be  safe  from  exter- 
mination as  long  as  they  do  not  commit 
wilful  murder,  or  levy  war  against  the 
Crown,  or  kidnap,  or  throw  vitriol,  is  not 
only  to  limit  social  responsibility  un- 
necessarily, and  to  privilege  the  large 
range  of  intolerable  misconduct  that  lies 
outside  them,  but  to  divert  attention  from 
the  essential  justification  for  extermina- 
tion, which  is  always  incorrigible  social 
incompatibility  and  nothing  else. 

THE  RUSSIAN  EXPERIMENT 

The  only  country  which  has  yet 
awakened  to  this  extension  of  social  re- 
sponsibility is  Russia.  When  the  Soviet 
Government  undertook  to  change  over 
from  Capitalism  to  Communism  it  found 
itself  without  any  instruments  for  the 
maintenance  of  order  except  a  list  of 
crimes  and  punishments  administered 
through  a  ritual  of  criminal  law.  And  in 
the  list  of  crimes  the  very  worst  offences 
against  Communist  society  had  no  place: 
on  the  contrary  they  were  highly  honored 
and  rewarded.  As  our  English  doggerel 
runs,  the  courts  could  punish  a  man  for 
stealing  the  goose  from  off  the  common, 
but  not  the  man  who  stole  the  common 
from  the  goose.  The  idler,  that  common 
enemy  of  mankind  who  robs  everybody 
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all  the  time,  though  he  is  so  carefully  pro- 
tected from  having  his  own  pocket  picked, 
incurred  no  penalty,  and  had  actually 
passed  the  most  severe  laws  against  any 
interference  with  his  idling.  It  was  the 
business  of  the  Soviet  to  make  all  busi- 
ness public  business  and  all  persons 
public  servants;  but  the  view  of  the  ordin- 
ary Russian  citizen  was  that  a  post  in  a 
public  service  was  an  exceptional  stroke 
of  good  luck  for  the  holder  because  it 
was  a  sinecure  carrying  with  it  the  privi- 
lege of  treating  the  public  insolently  and 
extorting  bribes  from  it.  For  example, 
when  the  Russian  railways  were  com- 
munized,  some  of  the  local  stationmasters 
interpreted  the  change  as  meaning  tin" 
they  might  now  be  as  lazy  and  card  »s~ 
as  they  pleased,  whereas  in  fact  it  w~*"  r 
life-or-death  importance  that  they  should 
redouble  their  activity  and  strain  every 
nerve  to  me  ke  the  service  efficient.  The 
unfortun^  te  Commissar  who  was  Minister 
of  Transport  found  himself  obliged  to 
put  a  pistol  in  his  pocket  and  with  his 
own  hand  shoot  stationmasters  who  had 
thrown  his  telegrams  into  the  dustbin 
instead  of  attending  to  them,  so  that  he 
might  the  more  impressively  ask  the  rest 
of  the  staff  whether  they  yet  grasped 
the  fact  that  orders  are  meant  to  be 
executed. 

INADEQUACY   OF   PENAL   CODES 

Now  being  Minister  of  Transport,  or 
Minister  of  any  other  public  service,  is  a 
whole- time  job:  it  cannot  be  permanently 
combined  with  that  of  amateur  execu- 
tioner, carrying  with  it  the  reputation  in 
all  the  capitalist  papers  of  the  west  of 
being  a  ferocious  and  coldblooded  mur- 
derer. And  no  conceivable  extension  of  ' 
the  criminal  code  nor  of  the  service 
disciplines,  with  their  lists  of  specific 
offences  and  specific  penalties,  could  have 
provided  for  instant  exemplary  exter- 
minations of  this  kind,  any  more  than  for 
the  growing  urgency  of  how  to  dispose 


of  people  who  would  not  or  could  not  fit 
themselves  into  the  new  order  of  things 
by  conforming  to  its  new  morality.  It 
would  have  been  easy  to  specify  certain 
offences  and  certain  penalties  in  the  old 
fashion:  as,  for  instance,  if  you  hoard 
money  you  will  be  shot;  if  you  speculate 
in  the  difference  in  purchasing  power  of 
the  rouble  in  Moscow  and  Berlin  you  will 
be  shot;  if  you  buy  at  the  Co-operative  to 
sell  at  the  private  trader's  shop  you  will 
be  shot;  if  you  take  bribes  you  will  be 
shot;  if  you  falsify  farm  or  factory  balance 
sheets  you  will  be  shot;  if  you  exploit 
labor  you  will  be  shot;  and  it  will  be  use- 
less to  plead  that  you  have  been  brought 
up  to  regard  these  as  normal  business 
activities,  and  that  the  whole  of  respect- 
able society  outside  Russia  agrees  with 
you.  But  the  most  elaborate  code  of  this 
sort  would  still  have  left  unspecified  a 
hundred  ways  in  which  wreckers  of  Com- 
munism could  have  side-tracked  it  with- 
out ever  having  to  face  the  essential 
questions:  are  you  pulling  your  weight  in 
the  social  boat?  are  you  giving  more 
trouble  than  you  are  worth?  have  you 
earned  the  privilege  of  living  in  a  civilized 
community?  That  is  why  the  Russians 
were  forced  to  set  up  an  Inquisition  or 
Star  Chamber,  called  at  first  the  Cheka 
and  now  the  Gay  Pay  Oo  (Ogpu),  to  go 
into  these  questions  and  "liquidate"  per- 
sons who  could  not  answer  them  satis- 
factorily. The  security  against  the  abuse 
of  this  power  of  life  and  death  was  that 
the  Cheka  had  no  interest  in  liquidating 
anybody  who  could  be  made  publicly 
useful,  all  its  interests  being  in  the  oppo- 
site direction. 

LIMITED   LIABILITY  IN  MORALS 

Such  a  novelty  is  extremely  terrifying 
to  us,  who  are  still  working  on  a  system 
of  limited  liability  in  morals.  Our  'free" 
British  citizens  can  ascertain  exactly  what 
they  may  do  and  what  they  may  not  do 
if  they  are  to  keep  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
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police.  Our  financiers  know  that  they 
must  not  forge  share  certificates  nor  over- 
state their  assets  in  the  balance  sheets  they 
send  to  their  shareholders.  But  provided 
they  observe  a  few  conditions  of  this 
kind  they  are  free  to  enter  upon  a  series 
of  quite  legitimate  but  not  the  less  ne- 
farious operations.  For  example,  making 
a  corner  in  wheat  or  copper  or  any  other 
cornerable  commodity  and  forcing  up 
prices  so  as  to  make  enormous  private 
fortunes  for  themselves,  or  making  mis- 
chief between  nations  through  the  Press 
to  stimulate  the  private  trade  in  arma- 
ments. Such  limited  liability  no  longer 
exists  in  Russia,  and  is  not  likely  to  exist 
in  the  future  in  any  highly  civilized  state. 
It  may  be  quite  impossible  to  convict  a 
forestaller  or  regrator  under  a  criminal 
code  of  having  taken  a  single  illegal  step, 
but  quite  easy  to  convince  any  reasonable 
body  of  judges  that  he  is  what  the  people 
call  "a  wrong  one/'  In  Russia  such  a  con- 
viction would  lead  to  his  disappearance 
and  the  receipt  by  his  family  of  a  letter  to 
say  that  they  need  not  wait  up  for  him, 
as  he  would  not  return  home  any  more.1 
In  our  country  he  would  enjoy  his  gains 
in  high  honor  and  personal  security,  and 
thank  his  stars  that  he  lived  in  a  free 
country  and  not  in  Communist  Russia. 
But  as  the  new  tribunal  has  been  forced 
on  Russia  by  pressure  of  circumstances 
and  not  planned  and  thought  out  at  leis- 
ure, the  two  institutions,  the  Ogpu  and 
the  ordinary  police  administering  the 
criminal  code,  work  side  by  side,  with 
the  odd  result  that  the  surest  way  to 
escape  the  Ogpu  is  to  commit  an  ordinary 
crime  and  take  refuge  in  the  arms  of  the 
police  and  the  magistrate,  who  cannot 
exterminate  you  because  capital  punish- 
ment has  been  abolished  in  Russia  (liqui- 
dation by  the  Ogpu  is  not  punishment:  it 

1  Note,  however,  that  a  sentence  of  exter- 
mination should  never  be  so  certain  as  to  make 
it  worth  the  delinquent's  while  to  avoid  arrest 
by  murdering  his  or  her  pursuers. 


is  only  "weeding  the  garden");  and  the 
sentence  of  imprisonment,  though  it  may 
seem  severe  to  us  in  view  of  the  cruelty  of 
our  treatment  of  criminals,  will  be  carried 
out  with  comparative  leniency,  and  prob- 
ably, if  the  culprit  behaves  well,  be 
remitted  after  a  while.  As  four  years  im- 
prisonment is  considered  enough  for  any 
reasonable  sort  of  murder,  a  cornerer 
who  finds  himself  in  imminent  danger  of 
detection  and  liquidation  by  the  Ogpu 
would  be  well  advised  to  lose  his  temper 
and  murder  his  mother-in-law,  thereby 
securing  a  lease  of  life  for  at  least  four 
years. 

Sooner  or  later  this  situation  will  have 
to  be  thoroughly  studied  and  thought  out 
to  its  logical  conclusion  in  all  civilized 
countries.  The  lists  of  crimes  and  penal- 
ties will  obsolesce  like  the  doctors'  lists  of 
diseases  and  medicines;  and  it  will  be- 
come possible  to  be  a  judge  without  ceas- 
ing to  be  a  Christian.  And  extermination, 
my  present  subject,  will  become  a  humane 
science  instead  of  the  miserable  mixture 
of  piracy,  cruelty,  vengeance,  race  con- 
ceit, and  superstition  it  now  is. 

NATURAL  LIMIT  TO   EXTERMINATION 

Fortunately  the  more  frankly  and 
realistically  it  is  faced  the  more  it  de- 
taches itself  from  the  associations  with 
crude  slaughter  which  now  make  it 
terrible.  When  Charlemagne  founded  the 
Holy  Roman  Empire  (as  far  as  anyone 
can  be  said  to  have  founded  it)  he  postu- 
lated that  all  its  subjects  must  be  Catholic 
Christians,  and  made  an  amateurish  at- 
tempt to  secure  this  condition  of  social 
stability  by  killing  everyone  who  fell  into 
his  power  and  refused  to  be  baptized.  But 
he  cannot  ever  have  got  very  far  with  it, 
because  there  is  one  sort  of  bird  you  must 
not  kill  on  any  pretext  whatever:  namely, 
the  goose  that  lays  the  golden  eggs.  In 
Russia  the  Soviet  Government  began  by 
a  Charlemagnesque  attempt  to  extermin- 
ate the  bourgeoisie  by  classing  them  as 
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intelligentsia,  restricting  their  rations,  and 
putting  their  children  at  the  foot  of  the 
overcrowded  educational  list.  They  also 
proscribed  the  kulak,  the  able,  hard- 
headed,  hardfisted  farmer  who  was  richer 
than  his  neighbors  and  liked  to  see  them 
poorer  than  himself.  Him  they  rudely 
took  by  the  shoulders  and  threw  destitute 
into  the  lane.  There  were  plausible 
reasons  for  this  beginning  of  selection  in 
population;  for  the  moral  outlook  of  the 
bourgeoisie  and  the  kulaks  was  danger- 
ously anti-social.  But  the  results  were 
disastrous.  The  bourgeoisie  contained  the 
professional  class  and  the  organizing 
business  class.  Without  professional  men 
and  business  organizers  nothing  could  be 
done  in  the  industries;  and  the  hope  that 
picked  members  of  the  proletariat  could 
take  up  professional  and  organizing  work 
on  the  strength  of  their  native  talent  in 
sufficient  numbers  was  crushingly  dis- 
appointed. When  the  kulak  was  thrown 
out  of  his  farm,  and  his  farming  ability 
paralyzed,  food  ran  short.  Very  soon  the 
kulak  had  to  be  thrown  back  into  his 
farm  and  told  to  carry  on  until  his  hour 
had  come;  and  a  pleasant  convention  was 
established  whereby  all  educated  persons, 
however  obviously  ladies  or  gentlemen, 
who  were  willing  to  assure  the  authorities 
that  their  fathers  had  " worked  on  the 
land  with  their  hands"  were  accepted  as 
genuine  proletarians,  and  transferred 
from  the  infamous  category  of  intelli- 
gentsia to  the  honorable  one  of  "the  in- 
tellectual proletariat/'  Even  Lenin  and  his 
colleagues,  all  ultra-bourgeois  (otherwise 
they  would  never  have  so  absurdly  over- 
estimated the  intellectual  resources  of  the 
proletariat  and  been  so  contemptuous  of 
the  pretension  of  their  own  class  to  be 
indispensable),  allowed  their  parents  to 
be  described  as  hornyhanded  cultivators 
of  the  soil.  The  pretence  has  now  become 
a  standing  joke;  but  you  will  still  come 
up  against  it  if  you  accuse  any  Russian 
of  being  a  lady  or  gentleman. 


INCOMPATIBILITY   OF  PEASANTRY 
WITH  MODERN  CIVILIZATION 

These,  however,  are  merely  expedients 
of  transition.  The  Russian  proletariat  is 
now  growing  its  own  professional  and 
organizing  class;  and  the  ex-bourgeois 
is  dying  out,  after  seeing  his  children 
receive  a  sound  Communist  education 
and  being  lectured  by  them  on  his  old- 
fashioned  prejudices.  And  the  planners 
of  the  Soviet  State  have  no  time  to 
bother  about  moribund  questions;  for 
they  are  confronted  with  the  new  and  over- 
whelming necessity  for  exterminating 
the  peasants,  who  still  exist  in  formidable 
numbers.  The  notion  that  a  civilized 
State  can  be  made  out  of  any  sort  of 
human  material  is  one  of  our  old  Radical 
delusions.  As  to  building  Communism 
with  such  trash  as  the  Capitalist  system 
produces  it  is  out  of  the  question.  For  a 
Communist  Utopia  we  need  a  population 
of  Utopians;  and  Utopians  do  not  grow 
wild  on  the  bushes  nor  are  they  to  be 
picked  up  in  the  slums:  they  have  to  be 
cultivated  very  carefully  and  expensively. 
Peasants  will  not  do;  yet  without  the 
peasants  the  Communists  could  never 
have  captured  the  Russian  Revolution. 
Nominally  it  was  the  Soviets  of  peasants 
and  soldiers  who  backed  Lenin  and  saved 
Communism  when  all  Western  Europe 
set  on  him  like  a  pack  of  hounds  on  a  fox. 
But  as  all  the  soldiers  were  peasants,  and 
all  the  peasants  hungry  for  property,  the 
military  element  only  added  to  the  peas- 
ants' cry  of  Give  us  land,  the  soldiers' 
cry  of  Give  us  peace.  Lenin  said,  in  effect, 
Take  the  land;  and  if  feudally  minded 
persons  obstruct  you,  exterminate  them; 
but  do  not  burn  their  houses,  as  you  will 
need  them  to  live  in.  And  it  was  the  re- 
sultant legions  of  petty  landed  proprietors 
that  made  Lenin's  position  impregnable, 
and  provided  Trotsky  and  Stalin  with  the 
Red  soldiers  who  defeated  the  counter- 
revolutionists  of  1918.  For  the  counter- 
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revolution,  in  which  we,  to  our  eternal 
shame,  took  part  (England  sets  the  ex- 
ample of  revolution  and  then  attacks  all 
other  countries  which  presume  to  follow 
it),  meant  bringing  the  old  landlords 
back;  and  the  peasant  fought  against  that 
as  the  mercenaries  and  conscripts  of  the 
Capitalist  armies  would  not  fight  in  favor 
of  it. 

A   PEASANT  VICTORY   IS   A  VICTORY 
FOR   PRIVATE   PROPERTY 

So  far  so  good  for  Lenin;  but  the  war 
against  the  counter-revolutionists,  when 
it  ended  in  victory  for  the  peasant  pro- 
prietor, was  really  a  victory  for  private 
property,  and  was  therefore  succeeded  by 
a  fiercer  struggle  between  the  fanatically 
Communist  Government  and  the  fiercely 
individualist  peasant  proprietor,  who 
wanted  the  produce  of  his  plot  for  him- 
self, and  had  no  notion  of  pooling  it  with 
anybody,  least  of  all  with  the  urban  pro- 
letarians who  seemed  like  another  species 
to  him.  Left  to  themselves  the  moujiks 
would  have  reproduced  Capitalist  civil- 
ization at  its  American  worst  in  ten  years. 
Thus  the  most  urgent  task  before  the 
victorious  Communist  Government  was 
the  extermination  of  the  moujik;  and  yet 
the  moujik,  being  still  the  goose  that  laid 
the  golden  eggs,  could  not  be  extermin- 
ated summarily  without  incidentally  ex- 
terminating the  whole  Russian  nation. 

The  way  out  of  this  deadlock  was  ob- 
vious enough,  though  very  expensive  and 
tedious.  You  can  exterminate  any  human 
class  not  only  by  summary  violence  but 
by  bringing  up  its  children  to  be  different. 
In  the  case  of  the  Russian  peasantry  the 
father  lives  in  a  lousy  kennel,  at  no  man's 
call  but  his  own,  and  extracts  a  subsist- 
ence by  primitive  methods  from  a  strip  of 
land  on  which  a  tractor  could  hardly  turn 
even  if  he  could  afford  such  a  luxury,  but 
which  is  his  very  own.  His  book  is  a  book 
of  Nature,  from  which  all  wisdom  can  be 
gathered  by  those  who  have  been  taught 


to  read  it  by  due  practice  on  printed 
books;  but  he  has  not  been  so  practised, 
and  for  cultural  purposes  has  to  be  classed 
as  ignorant,  though  he  knows  things  that 
university  professors  do  not  know.  He  is 
brutalized  by  excessive  muscular  labor; 
he  is  dirty;  his  freedom  from  civilized 
control  leaves  him  so  unprotected  from 
the  tyranny  of  Nature  that  it  becomes  evi- 
dent to  his  children  that  the  highly  regu- 
lated people  in  the  nearest  collectivist 
farm,  where  thousands  of  acres  are  culti- 
vated by  dozens  of  tractors,  and  nobody 
can  put  his  foot  on  one  of  the  acres  or  his 
hand  on  one  of  the  tractors  and  say  "This 
is  my  own  to  do  what  I  like  with,"  are 
better  fed  and  housed,  nicer,  and  much 
more  leisured,  and  consequently  free, 
than  he  ever  is. 

PREVENTIVE  EXTERMINATION:   ITS 
DIFFICULTIES 

In  short,  you  exterminate  the  peasant 
by  bringing  up  his  children  to  be  scien- 
tifically mechanized  farmers  and  to  live 
a  collegiate  life  in  cultivated  society.  It 
sounds  simple;  but  the  process  requires 
better  planning  than  is  always  forth- 
coming (with  local  famines  and  revolts  as 
the  penalty);  for  while  the  grass  grows 
the  steed  starves;  and  when  education 
means  not  only  schools  and  teachers,  but 
giant  collective  farms  equipped  with  the 
most  advanced  agricultural  machinery, 
which  means  also  gigantic  engineering 
works  for  the  production  of  the  machin- 
ery, you  may  easily  find  that  you  have 
spent  too  much  on  these  forms  of  capital- 
ization and  are  running  short  of  immedi- 
ately consumable  goods,  presenting  the 
spectacle  of  the  nation  with  the  highest 
level  of  general  culture  running  short  of 
boots  and  tightening  its  belt  for  lack  of 
sufficient  food. 

I  must  not  suggest  that  this  has  oc- 
curred all  over  Russia;  for  I  saw  no  under- 
fed people  there;  and  the  children  wore 
remarkably  plump.  And  I  cannot  trust  the 
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reports;  for  I  have  no  sooner  read  in  The 
Times  a  letter  from  Mr  Kerensky  assuring 
me  that  in  the  Ukraine  the  starving  people 
are  eating  one  another,  than  M.  Herriot, 
the  eminent  French  statesman,  goes  to 
Russia  and  insists  on  visiting  the  Ukraine 
so  that  he  may  have  ocular  proof  of  the 
alleged  cannibalism,  but  can  find  no  trace 
of  it.  Still,  between  satiety  and  starvation 
mitigated  by  cannibalism  there  are  many 
degrees  of  shortage;  and  it  is  no  secret 
that  the  struggle  of  the  Russian  Govern- 
ment to  provide  more  collective  farms 
and  more  giant  factories  to  provide  agri- 
cultural machinery  for  them  has  to  be 
carried  on  against  a  constant  clamor  from 
the  workers  for  new  boots  and  clothes, 
and  more  varied  food  and  more  of  it:  in 
short,  less  sacrifice  of  the  present  to  the 
future.  As  Stalin  said  quaintly  "They  will 
be  demanding  silver  watches  next."  The 
constant  correction  of  the  inevitable 
swerves  towards  one  extreme  or  the 
other,  analogous  to  the  control  of  the 
Bank  rate  by  the  Bank  of  England  (only 
enormously  more  laborious),  strains  all 
the  wit  and  industry  of  the  Russian 
rulers;  and  occasional  sideslips  must  be 
inevitable  during  these  years  when  the 
ablest  and  oldest  Communists  are  still 
learners. 

TEMPERAMENTAL  DIFFICULTIES 

Even  when  the  extinction  of  the  bour- 
geoisie and  the  kulaks  and  the  old  aristo- 
cracy is  complete,  and  the  Russian  popu- 
lation consists  of  citizens  educated  as 
Communists,  there  will  still  be  questions 
to  settle  which  are  at  bottom  questions 
as  to  the  sort  of  civilization  that  is  desir- 
able; and  this  involves  a  decision  as  to 
the  sort  of  people  that  are  desirable  and 
undesirable.  Some  of  us,  believing  that  a 
more  primitive  life  than  ours  would  be 
happier  and  better,  advocate  "a  return  to 
nature/'  Others  dream  of  a  much  more 
mechanized,  specialized,  and  complicated 
life.  Some  of  us  value  machinery  because 


it  makes  a  shorter  working  day  possible 
for  us:  others  value  it  because  it  enriches 
us  by  increasing  the  product  per  hour. 
Some  of  us  would  like  to  take  things  easy 
and  retire  at  60:  others  would  like  to  work 
their  utmost  and  retire  at  40.  Some  of  us 
will  say  Let  us  be  content  with  £200  a 
year:  others  No:  let  us  live  at  the  rate  of 
£20,000  a  year  and  strain  every  faculty  to 
earn  it.  Some  of  us  want  a  minimum  of 
necessary  work  and  a  maximum  of  liberty 
to  think  and  discover  and  experiment  in 
the  extension  of  science  and  art,  philo- 
sophy and  religion,  sport  and  explora- 
tion: others,  caring  for  none  of  these 
things,  and  desiring  nothing  more  than 
to  be  saved  the  trouble  of  thinking  and 
to  be  told  what  to  do  at  every  turn,  would 
prefer  thoughtless  and  comfortable  tutel- 
age and  routine,  not  knowing  what  to  do 
with  themselves  when  at  liberty.  A  life 
filled  with  scientific  curiosity  would  be 
hell  for  the  people  who  would  not  cross 
the  street  to  find  out  whether  the  earth  is 
flat  or  round;  and  a  person  with  no  ear 
for  music  would  strenuously  object  to 
work  for  the  support  of  municipal  bands, 
whilst  people  of  Shakespear's  tastes  would 
agitate  for  the  extermination  of  the  un- 
musical. 

IMPORTANCE   OF  LAZINESS   FOR 
FALLOWING 

Some  of  these  differences  could  be 
settled  on  give-and-take  lines.  The  divi- 
sion of  society  into  classes  with  different 
tastes  and  capacities — different  natures, 
as  folks  call  it — would  not  shake  social 
stability  provided  everyone  had  an  equal 
share  of  the  national  dividend.  It  is  not 
true  that  it  takes  all  sorts  to  make  a  world; 
for  there  are  some  sorts  that  would  de- 
stroy any  world  very  soon  if  they  were 
suffered  to  live  and  have  their  way;  but  it 
is  true  that  in  the  generations  of  men 
continuous  high  cultivation  is  not  ex- 
pedient: there  must  be  fallows,  or  at  least 
light  croppings,  between  the  intense  culti- 
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vations;  for  we  cannot  expect  the  very 
energetic  and  vital  Napoleon  to  be  the 
son  of  an  equally  energetic  father  or  the 
father  of  an  equally  vital  son.  Nobody 
has  yet  calculated  how  many  lazy  ances- 
tors it  takes  to  produce  an  indefatigable 
prodigy;  but  it  is  certain  that  dynasties 
of  geniuses  do  not  occur,  and  that  this  is 
the  decisive  objection  to  hereditary  rulers 
(though  not,  let  me  hasten  to  add,  to 
hereditary  figure  heads).  There  is  a  large 
field  for  toleration  here:  the  clever  people 
must  suffer  fools  gladly,  and  the  easy- 
going ones  find  out  how  to  keep  the 
energetic  ones  busy.  There  may  be  as 
good  biological  reasons  for  the  existence 
of  the  workshy  as  of  the  workmad.  Even 
one  and  the  same  person  may  have  spells 
of  intense  activity  and  slackness  varying 
from  weeks  to  years. 

STANDARD   RELIGION   INDISPENSABLE 

Nevertheless  there  will  be  conflicts  to 
the  death  in  the  creation  of  artificial 
humanity.  There  is  nothing  that  can  be 
changed  more  completely  than  human 
nature  when  the  job  is  taken  in  hand  early 
enough.  Such  artificial  products  as  our 
agricultural  laborers  and  urban  mechanics, 
our  country  gentlemen  and  city  plutocrats, 
though  they  are  from  the  same  human 
stock,  are  so  different  that  they  cannot 
live  together  without  great  discomfort, 
and  are  practically  not  intermarriageable. 
It  is  possible  to  get  rid  of  their  social  in- 
compatibility by  giving  them  all  the  same 
education  and  income,  and  ranking  them 
all  in  the  same  class.  For  example,  Lord 
Lonsdale  is  not  in  the  least  socially  in- 
compatible with  Dean  Inge,  though  a 
really  critical  naturalist  would  as  soon 
class  Shetland  ponies  with  zebras  as  lump 
these  two  gentlemen  under  the  same  head- 
ing. But  the  question  remains,  what  is 
this  same  education  to  be?  The  training 
of  the  scholar  and  the  sportsman  may 
split  and  diverge  as  they  adolesce;  but 
they  must  start  from  a  common  training 


and  a  common  morality  as  children.  And 
when  the  state  has  to  prescribe  a  uniform 
moral  curriculum  the  variety  of  our  tem- 
peraments makes  it  impossible  to  please 
everybody.  The  Quaker  and  the  Ritualist, 
the  Fundamentalist  and  the  Freethinker, 
the  Vegetarian  and  the  flesh  eater,  the 
missionary  and  the  cannibal,  the  humani- 
tarian and  the  sportsman-hunter,  the 
military  terrorist  and  the  Christian,  will 
not  agree  as  to  the  faiths  and  habits  to  be 
inculcated  upon  the  children  of  the  com- 
munity in  order  that  they  may  be  good 
citizens.  Each  temperament  will  demand 
the  extermination  of  the  other  through 
the  schools  and  nurseries,  and  the  estab- 
lishment of  its  temperamental  faith  and 
habits  as  standard  in  these  factories  of 
future  citizens.  All  will  agree  to  exter- 
minate illiteracy  by  compulsory  reading, 
writing,  and  arithmetic:  indeed  they  have 
already  done  so.  But  all  will  not  agree  on 
a  standard  religion.  Yet  a  standard  re- 
ligion is  indispensable,  however  com- 
pletely it  may  shed  the  old  theologies. 
Every  attempt  to  banish  religion  from  the 
schools  proves  that  in  this  respect  Nature 
abhors  a  vacuum,  and  that  the  commun- 
ity must  make  up  its  mind,  or  have  its 
mind  made  up  for  it  by  its  official 
thinkers,  as  to  what  its  children  are  to  be 
taught  to  believe  and  how  they  should  be 
trained  to  behave.  Compromise  is  ruled 
out  by  the  nature  of  the  case.  What  com- 
promise is  possible  between  myself,  for 
instance,  who  believe  in  the  religion  of 
Creative  Evolution,  the  economics  of 
Socialism,  and  a  diet  from  which  the  dead 
bodies  of  men,  fish,  fowls,  and  animals 
are  rigidly  excluded,  and  my  Fundament- 
alist neighbors  who  believe  that  all 
Evolutionists  go  to  hell;  that  children 
languish  and  die  without  beefsteaks;  and 
that  without  private  property  civilization 
must  perish?  We  cannot  exterminate  one- 
another  at  present;  but  the  time  cannot  be 
very  far  off  when  the  education  authori- 
ties will  have  to  consider  which  set  of  be- 
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liefs  is  the  better  qualification  for  citizen- 
ship in  Utopia. 

ECLECTIC  RELIGIONS 

They  will  probably  pigeon-hole  both, 
and  proceed  eclectically  to  compile  several 
creeds  suitable  to  the  several  capacities 
and  ages  of  the  children.  For  there  is 
clearly  no  sense  in  offering  the  religion 
of  a  mature  and  scholarly  philosopher  to 
a  child  of  five,  nor  attempting  to  bring 
the  cosmogonies  of  Dante  and  Aquinas, 
Hegel  and  Marx,  within  the  comprehen- 
sion of  a  village  dunce.  Nurses  rule  their 
little  charges  by  threatening  them  with 
bogies  in  whose  existence  no  nurse  be- 
lieves, exactly  as  Mahomet  ruled  his  Arabs 
by  promises  of  a  paradise  and  threats  of  a 
hell  the  details  of  which  he  must  have 
known  to  be  his  own  invention  even  if  he 
did  believe  generally  in  a  post  mortem 
life  of  rewards  and  punishments  for  con- 
duct in  this  world.  Therefore  I  do  not 
suggest  that  the  education  authorities  in 
Utopia  will  seek  for  absolute  truth  in 
order  to  inculcate  it  though  the  heavens 
fall.  Nor  do  I  advise  a  return  to  Queen 
Elizabeth's  plan  of  39  Articles  to  please 
everybody  by  alternately  affirming  and 
denying  all  the  disputed  beliefs.  The 
likeliest  outcome  is  an  elaborate  creed  of 
useful  illusions,  to  be  discarded  bit  by  bit 
as  the  child  is  promoted  from  standard  to 
standard  or  form  to  form,  except  such  of 
them  as  adults  may  be  allowed  to  com- 
fort themselves  with  for  the  sake  of  the 
docility  they  produce. 

There  would  be  nothing  new  in  this: 
it  is  what  our  authorities  do  at  present, 
except  that  they  do  it  unsystematically 
and  unconsciously,  being  mostly  more  or 
less  duped  themselves  by  the  illusions. 
Unfortunately  they  allow  the  illusions  to 
fall  behind  the  times  and  become  in- 
credible, at  which  point  they  become  ex- 
ceedingly dangerous;  for  when  people 
are  brought  up  on  creeds  which  they  can- 
not believe,  they  are  left  with  no  creeds 


at  all,  and  are  apt  to  buy  pistols  and  take 
to  banditry  bag  snatching  and  racketeer- 
ing when  employment  fails  and  they  find 
themselves  short  of  money.  It  is  the  im- 
portance of  keeping  our  inculcated  illu- 
sions up  to  date  that  throws  our  higher 
professional  classes  into  wild  alarm  when 
the  individual  liberty  of  thought,  speech, 
and  conscience  which  they  think  they 
possess  (this  is  one  of  their  inculcated 
illusions)  is  threatened  by  the  dictator- 
ships which  are  springing  up  all  over  the 
world  as  our  pseudo-democratic  parlia- 
mentary institutions  reduce  themselves 
more  and  more  disastrously  to  absurdity. 

IMPORTANCE   OF   FREE  THOUGHT 

Let  me  try  to  straighten  this  out  for 
them.  It  was  very  generally  believed  as 
lately  as  in  Victorian  times  that  religious 
education  consisted  in  imparting  to  chil- 
dren certain  eternal,  final,  and  absolute 
truths.  I,  for  instance,  being  the  son  of  an 
Irish  Protestant  gentleman,  found  my- 
self, at  the  dawn  of  my  infant  conscience, 
absolutely  convinced  that  all  Roman 
Catholics  go  to  hell  when  they  die,  a 
conviction  which  involved  not  only  a 
belief  in  the  existence  of  hell  but  a  whole 
series  of  implications  as  to  the  nature  and 
character  of  God.  Now  that  I  am  older  I 
cannot  regard  this  as  anything  more  than 
a  provisional  hypothesis  which,  on  con- 
sideration, I  must  definitely  reject.  As  the 
more  pious  of  my  uncles  would  have  put 
it,  I  have  lost  my  religious  faith  and  am  in 
peril  of  damnation  as  an  Apostate.  But 
I  do  not  present  my  creed  of  Creative 
Evolution  as  anything  more  than  another 
provisional  hypothesis.  It  differs  from  the 
old  Dublin  brimstone  creed  solely  in  its 
greater  credibility:  that  is,  its  more  exact 
conformity  to  the  facts  alleged  by  our 
scientific  workers,  who  have  somehow 
won  that  faith  in  their  infallibility  for- 
merly enjoyed  by  our  priests.  No  future 
education  authority,  unless  it  is  as  badly 
educated  as  our  present  ones,  will  imagine 
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that  it  has  any  final  and  eternal  truths 
to  inculcate:  it  can  only  select  the  most 
useful  working  hypotheses  and  inculcate 
them  very  much  as  it  inculcates  standard 
behavior  throughout  that  vast  field  of 
civilized  conduct  in  which  it  does  not 
matter  in  the  least  how  people  act  in 
particular  situations  provided  they  all  act 
in  the  same  way,  as  in  the  rule  of  the  road. 
All  the  provisional  hypotheses  may  be 
illusions;  but  if  they  conduce  to  beneficial 
conduct  they  must  be  inculcated  and 
acted  on  by  Governments  until  better 
ones  arrive. 

TOLERATION  MOSTLY  ILLUSORY 

But,  cry  the  professors,  are  the  hypo- 
theses never  to  be  questioned?  Is  dis- 
illusion to  be  punished  as  a  crime?  That 
will  always  depend  a  good  deal  on  cir- 
cumstances. One  of  the  best  religious 
brains  in  England  has  said  that  the  war  of 
1914-18  was  foolish  and  unnecessary; 
and  nobody  now  dreams  of  prosecuting 
him;  but  he  would  not  have  been  allowed 
to  go  through  the  trenches  from  platoon 
to  platoon  saying  so  just  before  zero 
hour,  with  or  without  the  addition  "Sirs, 
ye  are  brethren:  why  do  ye  wrong  one  to 
another?"  I  have  no  illusion  of  being  free 
to  say  and  write  what  I  please.  I  went 
round  the  world  lately  preaching  that  if 
Russia  were  thrust  back  from  Commun- 
ism into  competitive  Capitalism,  and 
China  developed  into  a  predatory  Capit- 
alist State,  either  independently  or  as 
part  of  a  Japanese  Asiatic  hegemony,  all 
the  western  States  would  have  to  quin- 
tuple their  armies  and  lie  awake  at  nights 
in  continual  dread  of  hostile  aeroplanes, 
the  obvious  moral  being  that  whether  we 
choose  Communism  for  ourselves  or  not, 
it  is  our  clear  interest,  even  from  the  point 
of  view  of  our  crudest  and  oldest  mili- 
tarist diplomacy,  to  do  everything  in  our 
power  to  sustain  Communism  in  Russia 
and  extend  it  in  China,  where  at  present 
provinces  containing  at  the  least  of  many 


conflicting  estimates  eighteen  millions  of 
people,  have  adopted  it.  Now  I  was  not 
physically  prevented  from  saying  this, 
nor  from  writing  and  printing  it.  But  in 
a  western  world  suffering  badly  from 
Marxphobia,  and  frantically  making  itself 
worse  like  a  shrew  in  a  bad  temper,  I  could 
not  get  a  single  newspaper  to  take  up  my 
point  or  report  my  utterance.  When  I  say 
anything  silly,  or  am  reported  as  saying 
anything  reactionary,  it  runs  like  wildfire 
through  the  Press  of  the  whole  world. 
When  I  say  anything  that  could  break 
the  carefully  inculcated  popular  faith  in 
Capitalism  the  silence  is  so  profound  as 
to  be  almost  audible.  I  do  not  complain, 
because  I  do  not  share  the  professorial 
illusion  that  there  is  any  more  freedom 
for  disillusionists  in  the  British  Empire 
and  the  United  States  of  North  America 
than  in  Italy,  Germany,  and  Russia.  I  have 
seen  too  many  newspapers  suppressed 
and  editors  swept  away,  not  only  in  Ire- 
land and  India  but  in  London  in  my  time, 
to  be  taken  in  by  Tennyson's  notion  that 
we  live  in  a  land  where  a  man  can  say  the 
thing  he  will.  There  is  no  such  country. 
But  this  is  no  excuse  for  the  extravagances 
of  censorship  indulged  in  by  jejune 
governments  of  revolutionists,  and  by 
Churches  who  imagine  they  possess  the 
eternal  truth  about  everything,  to  say 
nothing  of  hereditary  autocrats  who  con- 
ceive that  they  are  so  by  divine  right.  Our 
papers  are  silent  about  the  suppression  of 
liberty  in  Imperialist  Japan,  though  in 
Japan  it  is  a  crime  to  have  "dangerous 
thoughts."  In  my  native  Ireland,  now 
nominally  a  Free  State,  one  of  my  books 
is  on  the  index;  and  I  have  no  doubt  all 
the  rest  will  follow  as  soon  as  the  clerical 
censorship  discovers  their  existence.  In 
Austria  my  chronicle  play  St  Joan  had 
to  be  altered  to  please  Catholic  authorities 
who  know  much  less  about  Catholicism 
than  I  do.  In  America  books  which  can 
be  bought  anywhere  in  Europe  are  for- 
bidden. The  concentration  of  British  and 
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American  attention  on  the  intolerances  of 
Fascism  and  Communism  creates  an 
illusion  that  they  do  not  exist  elsewhere; 
but  they  exist  everywhere,  and  must  be 
met,  not  with  ridiculous  hotheaded  at- 
tacks on  Germany,  Italy,  and  Russia,  but 
by  a  restatement  of  the  case  for  Tolera- 
tion in  general. 

LEADING  CASES:  SOCRATES  AND  JESUS 

It  is  a  historical  misfortune  that  the 
most  world-famous  victims  of  persecu- 
tion made  no  valid  defence.  Socrates  and 
Jesus  are  the  most  talked  of  in  Christian 
countries.  Socrates  at  his  trial  was  in  full 
possession  of  his  faculties,  and  was 
allowed  to  say  everything  he  had  to  say 
in  his  defence;  but  instead  of  defending 
his  right  to  criticize  he  infuriated  his 
accusers  by  launching  at  them  a  damning 
contrast  between  their  infamous  corrup- 
tion and  mendacity  and  his  own  upright 
disinterestedness  and  blameless  record  as 
citizen  and  soldier.  Jesus  made  no  defence 
at  all.  He  did  not  regard  himself  as  a 
prisoner  being  tried  for  a  vulgar  offence 
and  using  all  his  wit  to  escape  condemna- 
tion. He  believed  that  he  was  going 
through  a  sacrificial  rite  in  which  he 
should  be  slain,  after  which  he  should  rise 
from  the  dead  and  come  again  in  glory  to 
establish  his  kingdom  on  earth  for  ever. 
It  does  not  matter  to  our  present  purpose 
whether  this  was  the  delusion  of  a  mad- 
man or  a  hard  and  holy  fact:  in  either 
case  the  question  of  toleration  was  not  at 
issue  for  him;  therefore  he  did  not  raise  it. 

THE  CASE   OF   GALILEO 

In  the  epoch  which  Jesus  inaugurated, 
or  at  least  in  which  his  name  was  habitu- 
ally taken  in  vain,  we  have  Joan  of  Arc 
and  John  of  Leyden,  Giordano  Bruno  and 
Galileo,  Servetus  and  John  Hus  and  the 
heroes  of  Foxe's  Book  of  Martyrs  stand- 
ing out  in  our  imagination  from  thou- 
sands of  forgotten  martyrdoms.  Galileo 
is  a  favored  subject  with  our  scientists; 


but  they  miss  the  point  because  they 
think  that  the  question  at  issue  at  his  trial 
was  whether  the  earth  went  round  the 
sun  or  was  the  stationary  centre  round 
which  the  sun  circled.  Now  that  was  not 
the  issue.  Taken  by  itself  it  was  a  mere 
question  of  physical  fact  without  any 
moral  significance,  and  therefore  no  con- 
cern of  the  Church,  As  Galileo  was  not 
burnt  and  certainly  not  abhorred,  it  is 
quite  credible  that  both  his  immediate 
judges  and  the  Pope  believed  with  at  least 
half  their  minds  that  he  was  right  about 
the  earth  and  the  sun.  But  what  they  had 
to  consider  was  whether  the  Christian 
religion,  on  which  to  the  best  of  their 
belief  not  only  the  civilization  of  the 
world  but  its  salvation  depended,  and 
which  had  accepted  the  Hebrew  scrip- 
tures and  the  Greek  testament  as  inspired 
revelations,  could  stand  the  shock  of  the 
discovery  that  many  of  its  tales,  from  the 
tactics  of  Joshua  in  the  battle  of  Gibeon 
to  the  Ascension,  must  have  been  written 
by  somebody  who  did  not  know  what 
the  physical  universe  was  really  like.  I  am 
quite  familiar  with  the  pre- Galileo  uni- 
verse of  the  Bible  and  St  Augustine.  As  a 
child  I  thought  of  the  earth  as  being  an 
immense  ground  floor  with  a  star  studded 
ceiling  which  was  the  floor  of  heaven,  and 
a  basement  which  was  hell.  That  Jesus 
should  be  taken  up  into  the  clouds  as  the 
shortest  way  to  heaven  seemed  as  natural 
to  me  as  that,  at  the  Opera,  Mephisto- 
pheles  should  come  up  from  hell  through 
a  trap  in  the  floor.  But  if  instead  of  telling 
me  that  Jesus  was  taken  up  into  the  clouds 
and  that  the  disciples  saw  him  no  more, 
which  still  makes  me  feel  quite  holy,  you 
tell  me  that  he  went  up  like  a  balloon  into 
the  stratosphere,  I  do  not  feel  holy:  I 
laugh  obstreperously.  The  exalting  vision 
has  suddenly  become  a  ribald  joke.  That 
is  what  the  Church  feared;  and  that  is 
what  has  actually  happened.  Is  it  any 
wonder  that  the  Pope  told  Galileo  that 
he  really  must  keep  his  discoveries  to 
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himself,  and  that  Galileo  consented  to 
deny  them?  Possibly  it  was  the  Pope  who, 
to  console  him,  whispered  "E  pur  se 
muove." 

FIGMENT  OF  THE  SELFREGARDING 
ACTION 

St  Joan  did  not  claim  toleration:  she 
was  so  far  from  believing  in  it  that  she 
wanted  to  lead  a  crusade  of  extermination 
against  the  Husites,  though  she  was  burnt 
for  sharing  their  heresy.  That  is  how  all 
the  martyrs  have  missed  the  point  of  their 
defence.  They  all  claimed  to  possess  ab- 
solute truth  as  against  the  error  of  their 
persecutors,  and  would  have  considered 
it  their  duty  to  persecute  for  its  sake  if 
they  had  had  the  power.  Real  toleration: 
the  toleration  of  error  and  falsehood, 
never  occurred  to  them  as  a  principle 
possible  for  any  sane  government.  And 
so  they  have  left  us  no  model  defence. 
And  there  is  no  modern  treatise  known 
to  me  which  quite  supplies  this  need. 
Stuart  Mill's  Essay  on  Liberty  satisfied 
the  nineteenth  century,  and  was  my  own 
first  textbook  on  the  subject;  but  its  con- 
clusion that  selfregarding  actions  should 
not  be  interfered  with  by  the  authorities 
carries  very  little  weight  for  Socialists 
who  perceive  that  in  a  complex  modern 
civilization  there  are  no  purely  selfregard- 
ing actions  in  the  controversial  sphere. 
The  color  of  a  man's  braces  or  a  woman's 
garters  may  concern  the  wearers  alone; 
but  people  have  never  been  burnt  for 
wearing  black  underclothes  instead  of 
white;  and  the  notion  that  preaching  a 
sermon  or  publishing  a  pamphlet  can  be 
classed  as  a  selfregarding  action  is  mani- 
festly absurd.  All  great  Art  and  Literature 
is  propaganda.  Most  certainly  the  heresies 
of  Galileo  were  not  selfregarding  actions: 
his  feat  of  setting  the  earth  rolling  was  as 
startling  as  Joshua's  feat  of  making  the 
sun  stand  still.  The  Church's  mistake  was 
not  in  interfering  with  his  liberty,  but  in 
imagining  that  the  secret  of  the  earth's 


motion  could  be  kept,  and  fearing  that 
religion  could  not  stand  the  shock  of  its 
disclosure,  or  a  thousand  such.  It  was 
idiotic  to  try  to  adapt  Nature  to  the 
Church  instead  of  continually  adapting 
the  Church  to  Nature  by  changing  its 
teaching  on  physical  matters  with  every 
advance  made  in  our  knowledge  of 
Nature.  In  treating  the  legend  of  Joshua's 
victory  as  a  religious  truth  instead  of 
insisting  that  it  did  not  make  the  smallest 
difference  to  religion  whether  Joshua  was 
any  more  real  than  Jack  the  Giant  Killer, 
and  that  Galileo  might  play  skittles  with 
the  whole  solar  system  without  moving 
the  Eternal  Throne  and  the  Papal  Chair 
which  was  its  visible  tangible  symbol  on 
earth  a  single  inch,  it  lost  a  great  oppor- 
tunity, as  it  has  since  lost  many  others, 
leaving  itself  open  to  the  reproach  of 
stupidity  in  not  understanding  Galileo's 
argument,  of  pride  in  not  having  humility 
enough  to  admit  that  it  had  been  wrong 
in  its  astronomy,  and  of  feebleness  of 
faith  and  confusion  of  the  temporal  with 
the  spiritual  as  aforesaid,  laying  itself 
open  to  much  damaging  Protestant  and 
scientific  disparagement,  both  mostly 
open  to  precisely  the  same  reproaches. 

INCOMPLETENESS   OF  THE   GREAT  TRIALS 

No  doubt  Galileo  missed  the  real  point 
at  issue  as  completely  as  Socrates  or 
Jesus.  For  this  we  need  not  blame  him: 
he  was  a  physicist  and  not  a  politician; 
and  to  him  the  only  questions  at  issue 
were  whether  the  earth  moved  or  not, 
and  whether  a  ten  pound  cannon  ball 
would  fall  twice  as  fast  as  a  five  pound 
one  or  only  just  as  fast  and  no  faster.  But 
Socrates  was  by  vocation  and  habit  a 
solver  of  problems  of  conduct,  both  per- 
sonal and  political;  and  Jesus,  who  had 
spent  his  life  in  propounding  the  most 
staggering  paradoxes  on  the  same  subject, 
not  by  any  means  always  in  the  abstract, 
but  as  personal  directions  to  his  followers, 
must,  if  he  had  any  sense  of  moral  re- 
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sponsibility,  have  been  challenged  by  his 
own  conscience  again  and  again  as  to 
whether  he  had  any  right  to  set  men  on  a 
path  which  was  likely  to  lead  the  best  of 
them  to  the  cross  and  the  worst  of  them 
to  the  moral  destruction  described  by  St 
Augustine.  No  man  could  expressly  ad- 
mit that  his  word  would  bring  not  peace 
but  a  sword  without  having  satisfied  him- 
self that  he  was  justified  in  doing  so.  He 
must  have  been  told  as  frequently  as  I 
have  been  told  that  he  was  giving  pain  to 
many  worthy  people;  and  even  with  the 
fullest  allowance  for  the  strain  of  impish- 
ness  with  which  the  Life  Force  endows 
those  of  us  who  are  destined  by  it  to 
ipater  le  bourgeois,  he  cannot  have  be- 
lieved that  the  mere  satisfaction  of  this 
Punchesque  Schadenfreude  could  justify 
him  in  hurting  anyone's  feelings.  What, 
then,  would  have  been  his  defence  if,  at 
his  trial,  he  had  been  his  old  self,  defend- 
ing himself  as  an  accused  man  threatened 
with  a  horrible  penalty,  instead  of  a  god 
going  through  an  inevitable  ordeal  as  a 
prelude  to  the  establishment  of  his  king- 
dom on  earth? 

A  MODERN  PASSION  PLAY  IMPOSSIBLE 

The  question  is  of  such  importance  at 
the  present  crisis,  when  the  kingdoms  are 
breaking  up,  and  upstart  rulers  are  sow- 
ing their  wild  oats  by  such  grotesque 
persecutions  that  Galileo's  great  successor 
Einstein  is  a  plundered  fugitive  from 
officially  threatened  extermination,  that  I 
must  endeavor  to  dramatize  the  trial  of 
Jesus  as  it  might  have  proceeded  had 
it  taken  place  before  Peter  uttered  his 
momentous  exclamation  "Thou  art  the 
Christ."  I  have  been  asked  repeatedly  to 
dramatize  the  Gospel  story,  mostly  by 
admirers  of  my  dramatization  of  the  trial 
of  St  Joan.  But  the  trial  of  a  dumb 
prisoner,  at  which  the  judge  who  puts  the 
crucial  question  to  him  remains  un- 
answered, cannot  be  dramatized  unless 
the  judge  is  to  be  the  hero  of  the  play. 


Now  Pilate,  though  perhaps  a  trifle  above 
the  average  of  colonial  governors,  is  not 
a  heroic  figure.  Joan  tackled  her  judges 
valiantly  and  wittily:  her  trial  was  a  drama 
ready  made,  only  needing  to  be  brought 
within  theatrical  limits  of  time  and  space 
to  be  a  thrilling  play.  But  Jesus  would  not 
defend  himself.  It  was  not  that  he  had  not 
a  word  to  say  for  himself,  nor  that  he  was 
denied  the  opportunity  of  saying  it.  He 
was  not  only  allowed  but  challenged  to 
defend  himself.  He  was  an  experienced 
public  speaker,  able  to  hold  multitudes 
with  his  oratory,  happy  and  ready  in 
debate  and  repartee,  full  of  the  illustrative 
hypothetical  cases  beloved  of  lawyers 
(called  parables  in  the  Gospels),  and  never 
at  a  loss  when  plied  with  questions.  If 
ever  there  was  a  full  dress  debate  for  the 
forensic  championship  to  be  looked  for- 
ward to  with  excited  confidence  by  the 
disciples  of  the  challenged  expert  it  was 
this  trial  of  Christ.  Yet  their  champion 
put  up  no  fight:  he  went  like  a  lamb  to 
the  slaughter,  dumb.  Such  a  spectacle  is 
disappointing  on  the  stage,  which  is  the 
one  thing  that  a  drama  must  not  be;  and 
when  the  disappointment  is  followed  by 
scourging  and  crucifixion  it  is  unbear- 
able: not  even  the  genius  of  our  Poet 
Laureate,  with  all  the  magic  of  Canter- 
bury Cathedral  for  scenery,  can  redeem 
it  except  for  people  who  enjoy  horror  and 
catastrophe  for  their  own  sake  and  have 
no  intellectual  expectations  to  be  dis- 
appointed. 

DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  READER  AND 
SPECTATOR 

It  may  be  asked  why  the  incident  of 
the  trial  and  execution  must  fail  on  the 
stage,  seeing  that  the  Gospel  narrative  is 
so  pathetic,  and  so  many  of  us  have  read 
it  without  disappointment.  The  answer 
is  very  simple:  we  have  read  it  in  child- 
hood; and  children  go  on  from  horror  to 
horror  breathlessly,  knowing  nothing  of 
the  constitutional  questions  at  issue.  Some 
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of  them  remain  in  this  condition  of  intel- 
lectual innocence  to  the  end  of  their  lives, 
whilst  the  cleverer  ones  seldom  reconsider 
the  impressions  they  have  received  as 
little  children.  Most  Christians,  I  suspect, 
are  afraid  to  think  about  it  critically  at 
all,  having  been  taught  to  consider  criti- 
cism blasphemous  when  applied  to  Bible 
stories.  Besides,  there  are  a  thousand 
things  that  will  pass  in  a  well  told  story 
that  will  not  bear  being  brought  to  actual- 
ity on  the  stage.  The  evangelists  can 
switch  off  our  attention  from  Jesus  to 
Peter  hearing  the  cock  crow  (or  the  bugle 
blow)  or  to  Pilate  chaffering  with  the 
crowd  about  Barabbas;  but  on  the  stage 
the  dumb  figure  cannot  be  got  rid  of:  it  is 
to  him  that  we  look  for  a  speech  that  will 
take  us  up  to  heaven,  and  not  to  the 
weeping  of  Peter  and  the  bawling  of  the 
mob,  which  become  unbearable  interrup- 
tions instead  of  skilful  diversions. 

For  my  part,  when  I  read  the  story 
over  again  as  an  adult  and  as  a  profes- 
sional critic  to  boot,  I  felt  the  disappoint- 
ment so  keenly  that  I  have  been  ever 
since  in  the  condition  of  the  musician 
who,  when  he  had  gone  to  bed,  heard 
somebody  play  an  unresolved  discord, 
and  could  not  go  to  sleep  until  he  had 
risen  to  play  the  resolution  on  his  piano. 
What  follows  is  my  attempt  to  resolve 
Pilate's  discord.  I  begin  with  the  narra- 
tive of  St  John,  the  only  one  of  the  four 
which  represents  Jesus  as  saying  anything 
more  than  any  crazy  person  might  in  the 
same  circumstances. 

PILATE.  Are  you  the  king  of  the  Jews? 

JESUS.  Do  you  really  want  to  know?  or 
have  those  people  outside  put  it  into  your 
head  to  ask  me? 

PILATE.  Am  I  a  Jew,  that  I  should 
trouble  myself  about  you?  Your  own 
people  and  their  priests  have  brought 
you  to  me  for  judgment.  What  have  you 
done? 

JESUS.  My  kingdom  is  not  of  this 
world:  if  it  were,  my  followers  would 


have  fought  the  police  and  rescued  me. 
But  that  sort  of  thing  does  not  happen  in 
my  kingdom. 

PILATE.  Then  you  are  a  king? 

JESUS.  You  say  so.  I  came  into  this 
world  and  was  born  a  common  man  for 
no  other  purpose  than  to  reveal  the  truth. 
And  everyone  capable  of  receiving  the 
truth  recognizes  it  in  my  voice. 

PILATE.  What  is  truth? 

JESUS.  You  are  the  first  person  I  have 
met  intelligent  enough  to  ask  me  that 
question. 

PILATE.  Come  on!  no  flattery.  I  am  a 
Roman,  and  no  doubt  seem  exceptionally 
intelligent  to  a  Jew.  You  Jews  are  always 
talking  about  truth  and  righteousness  and 
justice:  you  feed  on  words  when  you  are 
tired  of  making  money,  or  too  poor  to 
have  anything  else  to  feed  on.  They  want 
me  to  nail  you  up  on  a  cross;  but  as  I  do 
not  yet  see  what  particular  harm  you 
have  done  I  prefer  to  nail  you  down  to  an 
argument.  Fine  words  butter  no  parsnips 
in  Rome.  You  say  your  vocation  is  to 
reveal  the  truth.  I  taK^  your  word  for  it; 
but  I  ask  you  what  is  truth? 

JESUS.  It  is  that  which  a  man  must  tell 
even  if  he  be  stoned  or  crucified  for  tell- 
ing it.  I  am  not  offering  you  the  truth  at 
a  price  for  my  own  profit:  I  am  offering  it 
freely  to  you  for  your  salvation  at  the 
peril  of  my  own  life.  Would  I  do  that 
if  I  were  not  driven  by  God  to  do  it 
against  all  the  protests  of  my  shrinking 
flesh? 

PILATE.  You  Jews  are  a  simple  folk. 
You  have  found  only  one  god.  We 
Romans  have  found  many;  and  one  of 
them  is  a  God  of  Lies.  Even  you  Jews 
have  to  admit  a  Father  of  Lies  whom  you 
call  the  devil,  deceiving  yourselves  with 
words  as  usual.  But  he  is  a  very  potent 
god,  is  he  not?  And  as  he  delights  not 
only  in  lies  but  in  all  other  mischief  such 
as  stonings  and  crucifixions  of  innocent 
men,  how  am  I  to  judge  whether  it  is  he 
who  is  driving  you  to  sacrifice  yourself 
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for  a  lie,  or  Minerva  driving  you  to  be 
sacrificed  for  the  truth?  I  ask  you  again, 
what  is  truth? 

JESUS.  It  is  what  you  know  by  your 
experience  to  be  true  or  feel  in  your  soul 
must  be  true. 

PILATE.  You  mean  that  truth  is  a  corre- 
spondence between  word  and  fact.  It  is 
true  that  I  am  sitting  in  this  chair;  but  I 
am  not  the  truth  and  the  chair  is  not  the 
truth:  we  are  only  the  facts.  My  percep- 
tion that  I  am  sitting  here  may  be  only 
a  dream;  therefore  my  perception  is  not 
the  truth. 

JESUS.  You  say  well.  The  truth  is  the 
truth  and  nothing  else.  That  is  your 
answer. 

PILATE.  Aye;  but  how  far  is  it  discover- 
able? We  agree  that  it  is  true  that  I  am 
sitting  in  this  chair  because  our  senses 
tell  us  so;  and  two  men  are  not  likely  to 
be  dreaming  the  same  dream  at  the  same 
moment.  But  when  I  rise  from  my  chair 
this  truth  is  no  longer  true.  Truth  is  of 
the  present,  not  of  the  future.  Your  hopes 
for  the  future  are  not  the  truth.  Even  in 
the  present  your  opinions  are  not  the 
truth.  It  is  true  that  I  sit  in  this  chair.  But 
is  it  true  that  it  is  better  for  your  people 
that  I  should  sit  in  this  chair  and  impose 
on  them  the  peace  of  Rome  than  that  they 
should  be  left  to  slaughter  oneanother  in 
their  own  native  savagery,  as  they  are 
now  clamoring  to  me  to  slaughter  you? 

JESUS.  There  is  the  peace  of  God  that 
is  beyond  our  understanding;  and  that 
peace  shall  prevail  over  the  peace  of 
Rome  when  God's  hour  strikes. 

PILATE.  Very  pretty,  my  friend;  but 
the  hour  of  the  gods  is  now  and  always; 
and  all  the  world  knows  what  the  peace 
of  your  Jewish  God  means.  Have  I  not 
read  it  in  the  campaigns  of  Joshua?  We 
Romans  have  purchased  the  pax  Romana 
with  our  blood;  and  we  prefer  it  as  a 
plain  understandable  thing  which  keeps 
men's  knives  off  oneanother's  throats  to 
your  peace  which  is  beyond  understand- 


ing because  it  slaughters  man  woman  and 
child  in  the  name  of  your  God.  But  that 
is  only  our  opinion.  It  is  not  yours. 
Therefore  it  is  not  necessarily  the  truth. 
I  must  act  on  it,  because  a  governor  must 
act  on  something:  he  cannot  loaf  round 
the  roads  and  talk  beautifully  as  you  do. 
If  you  were  a  responsible  governor  in- 
stead of  a  poetic  vagrant,  you  would  soon 
discover  that  my  choice  must  lie,  not 
between  truth  and  falsehood,  neither  of 
which  I  can  ever  ascertain,  but  between 
reasonable  and  well  informed  opinion 
and  sentimental  and  ill  informed  impulse. 

JESUS.  Nevertheless,  opinion  is  a  dead 
thing  and  impulse  a  live  thing.  You  can- 
not impose  on  me  with  your  reasonable 
and  well  informed  opinion.  If  it  is  your 
will  to  crucify  me,  I  can  find  you  a  dozen 
reasons  for  doing  so;  and  your  police  can 
supply  you  with  a  hundred  facts  to  sup- 
port the  reasons.  If  it  is  your  will  to  spare 
me  I  can  find  you  just  as  many  reasons 
for  that;  and  my  disciples  will  supply  you 
with  more  facts  than  you  will  have  time 
or  patience  to  listen  to.  That  is  why  your 
lawyers  can  plead  as  well  for  one  side  as 
another,  and  can  therefore  plead  without 
dishonor  for  the  side  that  pays  them,  like 
the  hackney  charioteer  who  will  drive 
you  north  as  readily  as  south  for  the  same 
fare. 

PILATE.  You  are  cleverer  than  I 
thought;  and  you  are  right.  There  is  my 
will;  and  there  is  the  will  of  Caesar  to 
which  my  will  must  give  way;  and  there 
is  above  Caesar  the  will  of  the  gods.  But 
these  wills  are  in  continual  conflict  with 
oneanother;  therefore  they  are  not  truth; 
for  truth  is  one,  and  cannot  conflict  with 
itself.  There  are  conflicting  opinions  and 
conflicting  wills;  but  there  is  no  truth 
except  the  momentary  truth  that  I  am 
sitting  in  this  chair.  Yet  you  tell  me  that 
you  are  here  to  bear  witness  to  the  truth! 
You,  a  vagrant,  a  talker,  who  have  never 
had  to  pass  a  sentence  nor  levy  a  tax 
nor  issue  an  edict!  What  have  you  to  say 
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that  I  should  not  have  the  presumption 
scourged  out  of  you  by  my  executioners? 

JESUS.  Scourging  is  not  a  cure  for  pre- 
sumption, nor  is  it  justice,  though  you 
will  perhaps  call  it  so  in  your  report  to 
Caesar:  it  is  cruelty;  and  that  cruelty  is 
wicked  and  horrible  because  it  is  the 
weapon  with  which  the  sons  of  Satan  slay 
the  sons  of  God  is  part  of  the  eternal 
truth  you  seek. 

PILATE.  Leave  out  cruelty:  all  govern- 
ment is  cruel;  for  nothing  is  so  cruel  as 
impunity.  A  salutary  severity — 

JESUS.  Oh  please!  You  must  excuse 
me,  noble  Governor;  but  I  am  so  made 
by  God  that  official  phrases  make  me 
violently  sick.  Salutary  severity  is  ipeca- 
cuanha to  me.  I  have  spoken  to  you  as 
one  man  to  another,  in  living  words.  Do 
not  be  so  ungrateful  as  to  answer  me  in 
dead  ones. 

PILATE.  In  the  mouth  of  a  Roman 
words  mean  something:  in  the  mouth  of 
a  Jew  they  are  a  cheap  substitute  for 
strong  drink.  If  we  allowed  you  you 
would  fill  the  whole  world  with  your 
scriptures  and  psalms  and  talmuds;  and 
the  history  of  mankind  would  become  a 
tale  of  fine  words  and  villainous  deeds. 

JESUS.  Yet  the  word  came  first,  before 
it  was  made  flesh.  The  word  was  the  be- 
ginning. The  word  was  with  God  before 
he  made  us.  Nay,  the  word  was  God. 

PILATE.  And  what  may  all  that  mean, 
pray? 

JESUS.  The  difference  between  man  and 
Roman  is  but  a  word;  but  it  makes  all 
the  difference.  The  difference  between 
Roman  and  Jew  is  only  a  word. 

PILATE.  It  is  a  fact. 

JESUS.  A  fact  that  was  first  a  thought; 
for  a  thought  is  the  substance  of  a  word. 
I  am  no  mere  chance  pile  of  flesh  and 
bone:  if  I  were  only  that,  I  should  fall 
into  corruption  and  dust  before  your 
eyes.  I  am  the  embodiment  of  a  thought 
of  God:  I  am  the  Word  made  flesh:  that 
is  what  holds  me  together  standing  before 


you  in  the  image  of  God. 

PILATE.  That  is  well  argued;  but  what 
is  sauce  for  the  goose  is  sauce  for  the 
gander;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  if  you 
are  the  Word  made  flesh  so  also  am  I. 

JESUS.  Have  I  not  said  so  again  and 
again?  Have  they  not  stoned  me  in  the 
streets  for  saying  it?  Have  I  not  sent  my 
apostles  to  proclaim  this  great  news  to 
the  Gentiles  and  to  the  very  ends  of  the 
world?  The  Word  is  God.  And  God  is 
within  you.  It  was  when  I  said  this  that 
the  Jews — my  own  people — began  pick- 
ing up  stones.  But  why  should  you,  the 
Gentile,  reproach  me  for  it? 

PILATE.  I  have  not  reproached  you  for 
it.  I  pointed  it  out  to  you. 

JESUS.  Forgive  me.  I  am  so  accustomed 
to  be  contradicted — 

PILATE.  Just  so.  There  are  many  sorts 
of  words;  and  they  are  all  made  flesh 
sooner  or  later.  Go  among  my  soldiers 
and  you  will  hear  many  filthy  words  and 
witness  many  cruel  and  hateful  deeds  that 
began  as  thoughts.  I  do  not  allow  those 
words  to  be  spoke^  in  my  presence.  I 
punish  those  deeds  as  crimes.  Your  truth, 
as  you  call  it,  can  be  nothing  but  the 
thoughts  for  which  you  have  found 
words  which  will  take  effect  in  deeds  if  I 
set  you  loose  to  scatter  your  words  broad- 
cast among  the  people.  Your  own  people 
who  bring  you  to  me  tell  me  that  your 
thoughts  are  abominable  and  your  words 
blasphemous.  How  am  I  to  refute  them? 
How  am  I  to  distinguish  between  the 
blasphemies  of  my  soldiers  reported  to 
me  by  my  centurions  and  your  blas- 
phemies reported  to  me  by  your  High 
Priest? 

JESUS.  Woe  betide  you  and  the  world 
if  you  do  not  distinguish! 

PILATE.  So  you  think.  I  am  not  fright- 
ened. Why  do  you  think  so? 

JESUS.  I  do  not  think:  I  know.  I  have 
it  from  God. 

PILATE.  I  have  the  same  sort  of  know- 
ledge from  several  gods. 
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teresting,  statesmanlike,  and  respectable, 
but  for  propositions  that  shock  the  uncriti- 
cal as  obscene,  seditious,  blasphemous, 
heretical,  and  revolutionary.  That  sound 
Catholic  institution,  the  Devil's  Advo- 
cate, must  be  privileged  as  possibly  the 
Herald  of  the  World  to  Come.  The  diffi- 
culty is  to  distinguish  between  the  critic 
and  the  criminal  or  lunatic,  between 
liberty  of  precept  and  liberty  of  example. 
It  may  be  vitally  necessary  to  allow  a 
person  to  advocate  Nudism;  but  it  may 
not  be  expedient  to  allow  that  person  to 
walk  along  Piccadilly  stark  naked.  Karl 
Marx  writing  the  death  warrant  of  private 
property  in  the  reading  room  of  the 
British  Museum  was  sacred;  but  if  Karl 
Marx  had  sent  the  rent  of  his  villa  in  Mait- 
land  Park  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer, and  shot  the  landlord's  agents 
when  they  came  to  distrain  on  his  furni- 
ture or  execute  a  writ  of  ejectment,  he 
could  hardly  have  escaped  hanging  by 
pleading  his  right  to  criticize.  Not  until 
the  criticism  changes  the  law  can  the 
magistrate  allow  the  critic  to  give  effect 
to  it.  We  are  so  dangerously  uneducated 
in  citizenship  that  most  of  us  assume  that 
we  have  an  unlimited  right  to  change  our 
conduct  the  moment  we  have  changed 
our  minds.  People  who  have  a  vague 
notion  that  Socialism  is  a  state  of  society 
in  which  everyone  gives  away  everything 
he  possesses  to  everybody  else  occasion- 
ally reproach  me  because  I,  being  a 
Socialist,  do  not  immediately  beggar  my- 
self in  this  fashion.  People  who  imagined, 
more  specifically,  that  a  Socialist  could 
not  consistently  keep  a  motor  car,  almost 
succeeded  in  making  a  public  question  of 
the  possession  of  such  a  vehicle  by  a 
Prime  Minister  who  at  that  time  professed 
Socialism.  But  even  if  these  idiots  had 
really  understood  what  they  were  talking 
about,  they  would  have  been  wrong  in 
supposing  that  a  hostile  critic  of  the  exist- 
ing social  order  either  could  or  should 
behave  as  if  he  were  living  in  his  own 


particular  Utopia.  He  may,  at  most,  be  a 
little  eccentric  at  the  cost  of  being  in- 
dulged as  slightly  cracked. 

On  the  other  hand  the  Government, 
too,  has  not  only  a  right  but  a  duty  of 
criticism.  If  it  is  to  abandon  once  for 
all  its  savage  superstition  that  whoever 
breaks  the  law  is  fair  game  for  the  tor- 
turers, and  that  the  wrong  wrought  by  the 
evildoer  can  be  expiated  and  undone  by  a 
worse  wrong  done  to  him  by  judges  and 
priests:  if  it  is  to  substitute  the  doctrine 
of  Jesus  that  punishment  is  only  a  sense- 
less attempt  to  make  a  white  out  of  two 
blacks,  and  to  abolish  the  monstrous  list 
of  crimes  and  punishments  by  which 
these  superstitions  have  been  reduced  to 
practice  for  routine  officials,  then  there 
must  be  a  stupendous  extension  of  gov- 
ernmental criticism;  for  every  crime  will 
raise  the  essential  critical  question  whether 
the  criminal  is  fit  to  live  at  all,  and  if  so 
whether  he  is  fit  to  live  under  more  or  less 
tutelage  and  discipline  like  a  soldier,  or 
at  normal  liberty  under  an  obligation  to 
make  good  the  damage  he  has  cost. 

For  such  functions  as  these  we  shall 
need  critics  educated  otherwise  than  our 
judges  of  today;  but  the  same  may  be 
said  of  all  whose  public  functions  tran- 
scend the  application  of  a  routine, 

I  have  no  doubt  that  the  eradication  of 
malice,  vindictiveness,  and  Sadist  libido 
on  these  terms  from  the  personal  contacts 
of  citizens  with  their  rulers,  far  from 
having  a  reassuring  effect,  is  likely  to  be 
rather  terrifying  at  first,  as  all  people  with 
any  tenderness  of  conscience  will  feel  the 
deepest  misgivings  as  to  whether  they 
are  really  worth  keeping  alive  in  a  highly 
civilized  community;  but  that  will  wear 
off  as  standards  of  worth  get  established 
and  known  by  practice.  In  the  meantime 
the  terror  will  act  as  a  sort  of  social  con- 
science which  is  dangerously  lacking  at 
present,  and  which  none  of  our  model 
educational  establishments  ever  dreams 
of  inculcating. 
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ihac  men  rise  from  being  beasts  of  prey  to 
believing  in  me  and  being  saved. 

PILATE.  What  do  you  mean  by  believ- 
ing in  you? 

JESUS.  Seeing  the  world  as  I  do.  What 
else  could  it  mean? 

PILATE.  And  you  are  the  Christ,  the 
Messiah,  eh? 

JESUS.  Were  I  Satan,  my  argument 
would  still  hold. 

PILATE.  And  I  am  to  spare  and  en- 
courage every  heretic,  every  rebel,  every 
lawbreaker,  every  rapscallion  lest  he 
should  turn  out  to  be  wiser  than  all  the 
generations  who  made  the  Roman  law 
and  built  up  the  Roman  Empire  on  it? 

JESUS.  By  their  fruits  ye  shall  know 
them.  Beware  how  you  kill  a  thought 
that  is  new  to  you.  For  that  thought  may 
be  the  foundation  of  the  kingdom  of  God 
on  earth. 

PILATE.  It  may  also  be  the  ruin  of  all 
kingdoms,  all  law,  and  all  human  society. 
It  may  be  the  thought  of  the  beast  of  prey 
striving  to  return. 

JESUS.  The  beast  of  prey  is  not  striving 
to  return:  the  kingdom  of  God  is  striving 
to  come.  The  empire  that  looks  back  in 
terror  shall  give  way  to  the  kingdom  that 
looks  forward  with  hope.  Terror  drives 
men  mad:  hope  and  faith  give  them  divine 
wisdom.  The  men  whom  you  fill  with 
fear  will  stick  at  no  evil  and  perish  in 
their  sin:  the  men  whom  I  fill  with  faith 
shall  inherit  the  earth.  I  say  to  you  Cast 
out  fear.  Speak  no  more  vain  things  to 
me  about  the  greatness  of  Rome.  The 
greatness  of  Rome,  as  you  call  it,  is 
nothing  but  fear:  fear  of  the  past  and  fear 
of  the  future,  fear  of  the  poor,  fear  of  the 
rich,  fear  of  the  High  Priests,  fear  of  the 
Jews  and  Greeks  who  are  learned,  fear  of 
the  Gauls  and  Goths  and  Huns  who  are 
barbarians,  fear  of  the  Carthage  you  de- 
stroyed to  save  you  from  your  fear  of  it 
and  now  fear  worse  than  ever,  fear  of 
imperial  Caesar,  the  idol  you  have  your- 
self created,  and  fear  of  me,  the  penniless 


vagrant,  buffeted  and  mocked,  fear  of 
everything  except  the  rule  of  God:  faith 
in  nothing  but  blood  and  iron  and  gold. 
You,  standing  for  Rome,  are  the  universal 
coward:  I,  standing  for  the  kingdom  of 
God,  have  braved  everything,  lost  every- 
thing, and  won  an  eternal  crown. 

PILATE.  You  have  won  a  crown  of 
thorns;  and  you  shall  wear  it  on  the  cross. 
You  are  a  more  dangerous  fellow  than  I 
thought.  For  your  blasphemy  against  the 
god  of  the  high  priests  I  care  nothing: 
you  may  trample  their  religion  into  hell 
for  all  I  care;  but  you  have  blasphemed 
against  Cassar  and  against  the  Empire; 
and  you  mean  it,  and  have  the  power  to 
turn  men's  hearts  against  it  as  you  have 
half  turned  mine.  Therefore  I  must  make 
an  end  of  you  whilst  there  is  still  some 
law  left  in  the  world. 

JESUS.  Law  is  blind  without  counsel. 
The  counsel  men  agree  with  is  vain:  it  is 
only  the  echo  of  their  own  voices.  A 
million  echoes  will  not  help  you  to  rule 
righteously.  But  he  who  does  not  fear 
you  and  shews  you  the  other  side  is  a 
pearl  of  the  greatest  price.  Slay  me  and 
you  go  blind  to  your  damnation.  The 
greatest  of  God's  names  is  Counsellor; 
and  when  your  Empire  is  dust  and  your 
name  a  byword  among  the  nations  the 
temples  of  the  living  God  shall  still  ring 
with  his  praise  as  Wonderful !  Counsellor ! 
the  Everlasting  Father,  the  Prince  of 
Peace. 

THE  SACREDNESS   OF  CRITICISM 

And  so  the  last  word  remains  with 
Christ  and  Handel;  and  this  must  stand 
as  the  best  defence  of  Tolerance  until  a 
better  man  than  I  makes  a  better  job  of  it. 

Put  shortly  and  undramatically  the 
case  is  that  a  civilization  cannot  progress 
without  criticism,  and  must  therefore,  to 
save  itself  from  stagnation  and  putre- 
faction, declare  impunity  for  criticism. 
This  means  impunity  not  only  for  pro- 
positions which,  however  novel,  seem  in- 
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teresting,  statesmanlike,  and  respectable, 
but  for  propositions  that  shock  the  uncriti- 
cal as  obscene,  seditious,  blasphemous, 
heretical,  and  revolutionary.  That  sound 
Catholic  institution,  the  Devil's  Advo- 
cate, must  be  privileged  as  possibly  the 
Herald  of  the  World  to  Come.  The  diffi- 
culty is  to  distinguish  between  the  critic 
and  the  criminal  or  lunatic,  between 
liberty  of  precept  and  liberty  of  example. 
It  may  be  vitally  necessary  to  allow  a 
person  to  advocate  Nudism;  but  it  may 
not  be  expedient  to  allow  that  person  to 
walk  along  Piccadilly  stark  naked.  Karl 
Marx  writing  the  death  warrant  of  private 
property  in  the  reading  room  of  the 
British  Museum  was  sacred;  but  if  Karl 
Marx  had  sent  the  rent  of  his  villa  in  Mait- 
land  Park  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer, and  shot  the  landlord's  agents 
when  they  came  to  distrain  on  his  furni- 
ture or  execute  a  writ  of  ejectment,  he 
could  hardly  have  escaped  hanging  by 
pleading  his  right  to  criticize.  Not  until 
the  criticism  changes  the  law  can  the 
magistrate  allow  the  critic  to  give  effect 
to  it.  We  are  so  dangerously  uneducated 
in  citizenship  that  most  of  us  assume  that 
we  have  an  unlimited  right  to  change  our 
conduct  the  moment  we  have  changed 
our  minds.  People  who  have  a  vague 
notion  that  Socialism  is  a  state  of  society 
in  which  everyone  gives  away  everything 
he  possesses  to  everybody  else  occasion- 
ally reproach  me  because  I,  being  a 
Socialist,  do  not  immediately  beggar  my- 
self in  this  fashion.  People  who  imagined, 
more  specifically,  that  a  Socialist  could 
not  consistently  keep  a  motor  car,  almost 
succeeded  in  making  a  public  question  of 
the  possession  of  such  a  vehicle  by  a 
Prime  Minister  who  at  that  time  professed 
Socialism.  But  even  if  these  idiots  had 
really  understood  what  they  were  talking 
about,  they  would  have  been  wrong  in 
supposing  that  a  hostile  critic  of  the  exist- 
ing social  order  either  could  or  should 
behave  as  if  he  were  living  in  his  own 


particular  Utopia.  He  may,  at  most,  be  a 
little  eccentric  at  the  cost  of  being  in- 
dulged as  slightly  cracked. 

On  the  other  hand  the  Government, 
too,  has  not  only  a  right  but  a  duty  of 
criticism.  If  it  is  to  abandon  once  for 
all  its  savage  superstition  that  whoever 
breaks  the  law  is  fair  game  for  the  tor- 
turers, and  that  the  wrong  wrought  by  the 
evildoer  can  be  expiated  and  undone  by  a 
worse  wrong  done  to  him  by  judges  and 
priests:  if  it  is  to  substitute  the  doctrine 
of  Jesus  that  punishment  is  only  a  sense- 
less attempt  to  make  a  white  out  of  two 
blacks,  and  to  abolish  the  monstrous  list 
of  crimes  and  punishments  by  which 
these  superstitions  have  been  reduced  to 
practice  for  routine  officials,  then  there 
must  be  a  stupendous  extension  of  gov- 
ernmental criticism;  for  every  crime  will 
raise  the  essential  critical  question  whether 
the  criminal  is  fit  to  live  at  all,  and  if  so 
whether  he  is  fit  to  live  under  more  or  less 
tutelage  and  discipline  like  a  soldier,  or 
at  normal  liberty  under  an  obligation  to 
make  good  the  damage  he  has  cost. 

For  such  functions  as  these  we  shall 
need  critics  educated  otherwise  than  our 
judges  of  today;  but  the  same  may  be 
said  of  all  whose  public  functions  tran- 
scend the  application  of  a  routine, 

I  have  no  doubt  that  the  eradication  of 
malice,  vindictiveness,  and  Sadist  libido 
on  these  terms  from  the  personal  contacts 
of  citizens  with  their  rulers,  far  from 
having  a  reassuring  effect,  is  likely  to  be 
rather  terrifying  at  first,  as  all  people  with 
any  tenderness  of  conscience  will  feel  the 
deepest  misgivings  as  to  whether  they 
are  really  worth  keeping  alive  in  a  highly 
civilized  community;  but  that  will  wear 
off  as  standards  of  worth  get  established 
and  known  by  practice.  In  the  meantime 
the  terror  will  act  as  a  sort  of  social  con- 
science which  is  dangerously  lacking  at 
present,  and  which  none  of  our  model 
educational  establishments  ever  dreams 
of  inculcating. 
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WHERE  HEARTBREAK  HOUSE  STANDS 

Heartbreak  House  is  not  merely  the 
name  of  the  play  which  follows  this  pre- 
face. It  is  cultured,  leisured  Europe  before 
the  war.  When  the  play  was  begun  not 
a  shot  had  been  fired;  and  only  the  pro- 
fessional diplomatists  and  the  very  few 
amateurs  whose  hobby  is  foreign  policy 
even  knew  that  the  guns  were  loaded.  A 
Russian  playwright,  Tchekov,  had  pro- 
duced four  fascinating  dramatic  studies 
of  Heartbreak  House,  of  which  three, 
The  Cherry  Orchard,  Uncle  Vanya,  and 
The  Seagull,  had  been  performed  in  Eng- 
land. Tolstoy,  in  his  Fruits  of  Enlighten- 
ment, had  shewn  us  through  it  in  his  most 
ferociously  contemptuous  manner.  Tol- 
stoy did  not  waste  any  sympathy  on  it:  it 
was  to  him  the  house  in  which  Europe 
was  stifling  its  soul;  and  he  knew  that  our 
utter  enervation  and  futilization  in  that 
overheated  drawing-room  atmosphere 
was  delivering  the  world  over  to  the  con- 
trol of  ignorant  and  soulless  cunning  and 
energy,  with  the  frightful  consequences 
which  have  now  overtaken  it.  Tolstoy 
was  no  pessimist:  he  was  not  disposed  to 
leave  the  house  standing  if  he  could  bring 
it  down  about  the  ears  of  its  pretty  and 
amiable  voluptuaries;  and  he  wielded  the 
pickaxe  with  a  will.  He  treated  the  case 
of  the  inmates  as  one  of  opium  poisoning, 
to  be  dealt  with  by  seizing  the  patients 
roughly  and  exercising  them  violently 
until  they  were  broad  awake.  Tchekov, 
more  of  a  fatalist,  had  no  faith  in  these 
charming  people  extricating  themselves. 
They  would,  he  thought,  be  sold  up  and 
sent  adrift  by  the  bailiffs;  therefore  he  had 
no  scruple  in  exploiting  and  even  flatter- 
ing their  charm. 


THE   INHABITANTS 

Tchekov's  plays,  being  less  lucrative 
than  swings  and  roundabouts,  got  no 
further  in  England,  where  theatres  are 
only  ordinary  commercial  affairs,  than  a 
couple  of  performances  by  the  Stage 
Society.  We  stared  and  said,  "How  Rus- 
sian!" They  did  not  strike  me  in  that 
way.  Just  as  Ibsen's  intensely  Norwegian 
plays  exactly  fitted  every  middle  and  pro- 
fessional class  suburb  in  Europe,  these 
intensely  Russian  plays  fitted  all  the 
country  houses  in  Europe  in  which  the 
pleasures  of  music,  art,  literature,  and  the 
theatre  had  supplanted  hunting,  shoot- 
ing, fishing,  flirting,  eating,  and  drinking. 
The  same  nice  people,  the  same  utter 
futility.  The  nice  people  could  read;  some 
of  them  could  write;  and  they  were  the 
only  repositories  of  culture  who  had 
social  opportunities  of  contact  with  our 
politicians,  administrators,  and  news- 
paper proprietors,  or  any  chance  of  shar- 
ing or  influencing  their  activities.  But 
they  shrank  from  that  contact.  They 
hated  politics.  They  did  not  wish  to 
realize  Utopia  for  the  common  people: 
they  wished  to  realize  their  favorite  fic- 
tions and  poems  in  their  own  lives;  and, 
when  they  could,  they  lived  without 
scruple  on  incomes  which  they  did 
nothing  to  earn.  The  women  in  their  girl- 
hood made  themselves  look  like  variety 
theatre  stars,  and  settled  down  later  into 
the  types  of  beauty  imagined  by  the  previ- 
ous generation  of  painters.  They  took  the 
only  part  of  our  society  in  which  there 
was  leisure  for  high  culture,  and  made  it 
an  economic,  political,  and,  as  far  as  prac- 
ticable, a  moral  vacuum;  and  as  Nature, 
abhorring  the  vacuum,  immediately  filled 
it  up  with  sex  and  with  all  sorts  of  refined 
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pleasures,  it  was  a  very  delightful  place  at 
its  best  for  moments  of  relaxation.  In 
other  moments  it  was  disastrous.  For 
prime  ministers  and  their  like,  it  was  a 
veritable  Capua. 

HORSEBACK  HALL 

But  where  were  our  front  benchers  to 
nest  if  not  here?  The  alternative  to  Heart- 
break House  was  Horseback  Hall,  con- 
sisting of  a  -prison  for  horses  with  an 
annex  for  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  who 
rode  them,  hunted  them,  talked  about 
them,  bought  them  and  sold  them,  and 
gave  nine-tenths  of  their  lives  to  them, 
dividing  the  other  tenth  between  charity, 
churchgoing  (as  a  substitute  for  religion), 
and  conservative  electioneering  (as  a  sub- 
stitute for  politics).  It  is  true  that  the  two 
establishments  got  mixed  at  the  edges. 
Exiles  from  the  library,  the  music  room, 
and  the  picture  gallery  would  be  found 
languishing  among  the  stables,  miserably 
discontented;  and  hardy  horsewomen 
who  slept  at  the  first  chord  of  Schumann 
were  born,  horribly  misplaced,  into  the 
garden  of  Klingsor;  but  sometimes  one 
came  upon  horsebreakers  and  heart- 
breakers  who  could  make  the  best  of  both 
worlds.  As  a  rule,  however,  the  two  were 
apart  and  knew  little  of  one  another;  so 
the  prime  minister  folk  had  to  choose  be- 
tween barbarism  and  Capua.  And  of  the 
two  atmospheres  it  is  hard  to  say  which 
was  the  more  fatal  to  statesmanship. 

REVOLUTION   ON  THE   SHELF 

Heartbreak  House  was  quite  familiar 
with  revolutionary  ideas  on  paper.  It 
aimed  at  being  advanced  and  freethinking, 
and  hardly  ever  went  to  church  or  kept 
the  Sabbath  except  by  a  little  extra  fun  at 
week-ends.  When  you  spent  a  Friday  to 
Tuesday  in  it  you  found  on  the  shelf  in 
your  bedroom  not  only  the  books  of 
poets  and  novelists,  but  of  revolutionary 
biologists  and  even  economists.  Without 
at  least  a  few  plays  by  myself  and  Mr 


Granville  Barker,  and  a  few  stories  by 
Mr  H.  G.  Wells,  Mr  Arnold  Bennett,  and 
Mr  John  Galsworthy,  the  house  would 
have  been  out  of  the  movement.  You 
would  find  Blake  among  the  poets,  and 
beside  him  Bergson,  Butler,  Scott  Hal- 
dane,  the  poems  of  Meredith  and  Thomas 
Hardy,  and,  generally  speaking,  all  the 
literary  implements  for  forming  the  mind 
of  the  perfect  modern  Socialist  and  Creat- 
ive Evolutionist.  It  was  a  curious  experi- 
ence to  spend  Sunday  in  dipping  into 
these  books,  and  on  Monday  morning  to 
read  in  the  daily  paper  that  the  country 
had  just  been  brought  to  the  verge  of 
anarchy  because  a  new  Home  Secretary 
or  chief  of  police,  without  an  idea  in  his 
head  that  his  great-grandmother  might 
not  have  had  to  apologize  for,  had  refused 
to  "recognize"  some  powerful  Trade 
Union,  just  as  a  gondola  might  refuse  to 
recognize  a  2o,ooo-ton  liner. 

In  short,  power  and  culture  were  in 
separate  compartments.  The  barbarians 
were  not  only  literally  in  the  saddle,  but 
on  the  front  bench  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, with  nobcdy  to  correct  their  in- 
credible ignorance  of  modern  thought 
and  political  science  but  upstarts  from 
the  counting-house,  who  had  spent  their 
lives  furnishing  their  pockets  instead  of 
their  minds.  Both,  however,  were  prac- 
tised in  dealing  with  money  and  with 
men,  as  far  as  acquiring  the  one  and  ex- 
ploiting the  other  went;  and  although 
this  is  as  undesirable  an  expertness  as  that 
of  the  medieval  robber  baron,  it  qualifies 
men  to  keep  an  estate  or  a  business  going 
in  its  old  routine  without  necessarily 
understanding  it,  just  as  Bond  Street 
tradesmen  and  domestic  servants  keep 
fashionable  society  going  without  any 
instruction  in  sociology. 

THE  CHERRY  ORCHARD 

The  Heartbreak  people  neither  could 
nor  would  do  anything  of  the  sort.  With 
their  heads  as  full  of  the  Anticipations  of 
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Mr  H.  G.  Wells  as  the  heads  of  our  actual 
rulers  were  empty  even  of  the  anticipa- 
tions of  Erasmus  or  Sir  Thomas  More, 
they  refused  the  drudgery  of  politics,  and 
would  have  made  a  very  poor  job  of  it  if 
they  had  changed  their  minds.  Not  that 
they  would  have  been  allowed  to  meddle 
anyhow,  as  only  through  the  accident  of 
being  a  hereditary  peer  can  anyone  in 
these  days  of  Votes  for  Everybody  get 
into  parliament  if  handicapped  by  a  seri- 
ous modern  cultural  equipment;  but  if 
they  had,  their  habit  of  living  in  a 
vacuum  would  have  left  them  helpless 
and  ineffective  in  public  affairs.  Even  in 
private  life  they  were  often  helpless 
wasters  of  their  inheritance,  like  the 
people  in  Tchekov's  Cherry  Orchard. 
Even  those  who  lived  within  their  in- 
comes were  really  kept  going  by  their 
solicitors  and  agents,  being  unable  to 
manage  an  estate  or  run  a  business  with- 
out continual  prompting  from  those  who 
have  to  learn  how  to  do  such  things  or 
starve. 

From  what  is  called  Democracy  no 
corrective  to  this  state  of  things  could  be 
hoped.  It  is  said  that  every  people  has 
the  Government  it  deserves.  It  is  more  to 
the  point  that  every  Government  has  the 
electorate  it  deserves;  for  the  orators  of 
the  front  bench  can  edify  or  debauch 
an  ignorant  electorate  at  will.  Thus  our 
democracy  moves  in  a  vicious  circle  of 
reciprocal  worthiness  and  unworthiness. 

NATURE'S  LONG  CREDITS 

Nature's  way  of  dealing  with  un- 
healthy conditions  is  unfortunately  not 
one  that  compels  us  to  conduct  a  solvent 
hygiene  on  a  cash  basis.  She  demoralizes 
us  with  long  credits  and  reckless  over- 
drafts, and  then  pulls  us  up  cruelly  with 
catastrophic  bankruptcies.  Take,  for  ex- 
ample, common  domestic  sanitation.  A 
whole  city  generation  may  neglect  it 
utterly  and  scandalously,  if  not  with  ab- 
solute impunity,  yet  without  any  evil  con- 


sequences that  anyone  thinks  of  tracing 
to  it.  In  a  hospital  two  generations  of 
medical  students  may  tolerate  dirt  and 
carelessness,  and  then  go  out  into  general 
practice  to  spread  the  doctrine  that  fresh 
air  is  a  fad,  and  sanitation  an  imposture 
set  up  to  make  profits  for  plumbers.  Then 
suddenly  Nature  takes  her  revenge.  She 
strikes  at  the  city  with  a  pestilence  and  at 
the  hospital  with  an  epidemic  of  hospital 
gangrene,  slaughtering  right  and  left  until 
the  innocent  young  have  paid  for  the 
guilty  old,  and  the  account  is  balanced. 
And  then  she  goes  to  sleep  again  and 
gives  another  period  of  credit,  with  the 
same  result. 

This  is  what  has  just  happened  in  our 
political  hygiene.  Political  science  has 
been  as  recklessly  neglected  by  Govern- 
ments and  electorates  during  my  lifetime 
as  sanitary  science  was  in  the  days  of 
Charles  the  Second.  In  international  re- 
lations diplomacy  has  been  a  boyishly  law- 
less affair  of  family  intrigues,  commercial 
and  territorial  brigandage,  torpors  of 
pseudo-goodnature  produced  by  laziness, 
and  spasms  of  ferocious  activity  produced 
by  terror.  But  in  these  islands  we  muddled 
through.  Nature  gave  us  a  longer  credit 
than  she  gave  to  France  or  Germany  or 
Russia.  To  British  centenarians  who  died 
in  their  beds  in  1914,  any  dread  of  having 
to  hide  underground  in  London  from 
the  shells  of  an  enemy  seemed  more  re- 
mote and  fantastic  than  a  dread  of  the 
appearance  of  a  colony  of  cobras  and 
rattlesnakes  in  Kensington  Gardens.  In 
the  prophetic  works  of  Charles  Dickens 
we  were  warned  against  many  evils  which 
have  since  come  to  pass;  but  of  the  evil  of 
being  slaughtered  by  a  foreign  foe  on  our 
own  doorsteps  there  was  no  shadow. 
Nature  gave  us  a  very  long  credit;  and 
we  abused  it  to  the  utmost.  But  when  she 
struck  at  last  she  struck  with  a  vengeance. 
For  four  years  she  smote  our  firstborn 
and  heaped  on  us  plagues  of  which  Egypt 
never  dreamed.  They  were  all  as  prevent- 
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ible  as  the  great  Plague  of  London,  and 
came  solely  because  they  had  not  been 
prevented.  They  were  not  undone  by 
winning  the  war.  The  earth  is  still  burst- 
ing with  the  dead  bodies  of  the  victors. 

THE  WICKED  HALF  CENTURY 

It  is  difficult  to  say  whether  indiffer- 
ence and  neglect  are  worse  than  false  doc- 
trine; but  Heartbreak  House  and  Horse- 
back Hall  unfortunately  suffered  from 
both.  For  half  a  century  before  the  war 
civilization  had  been  going  to  the  devil 
very  precipitately  under  the  influence  of 
a  pseudo-science  as  disastrous  as  the 
blackest  Calvinism.  Calvinism  taught 
that  as  we  are  predestinately  saved  or 
damned,  nothing  that  we  do  can  alter  our 
destiny.  Still,  as  Calvinism  gave  the  in- 
dividual no  clue  as  to  whether  he  had 
drawn  a  lucky  number  or  an  unlucky  one, 
it  left  him  a  fairly  strong  interest  in  en- 
couraging his  hopes  of  salvation  and 
allaying  his  fear  of  damnation  by  behav- 
ing as  one  of  the  elect  might  be  expected 
to  behave  rather  than  as  one  of  the  repro- 
bate. But  in  the  middle  of  the  XIX  cen- 
tury naturalists  and  physicists  assured  the 
world,  in  the  name  of  Science,  that  salva- 
tion and  damnation  are  all  nonsense,  and 
that  predestination  is  the  central  truth  of 
religion,  inasmuch  as  human  beings  are 
produced  by  their  environment,  their  sins 
and  good  deeds  being  only  a  series  of 
chemical  and  mechanical  reactions  over 
which  they  have  no  control.  Such  fig- 
ments as  mind,  choice,  purpose,  con- 
science, will,  and  so  forth,  are,  they 
taught,  mere  illusions,  produced  because 
they  are  useful  in  the  continual  struggle 
of  the  human  machine  to  maintain  its 
environment  in  a  favorable  condition,  a 
process  incidentally  involving  the  ruth- 
less destruction  or  subjection  of  its  com- 
petitors for  the  supply  (assumed  to  be 
limited)  of  subsistence  available.  We 
taught  Prussia  this  religion;  and  Prussia 
bettered  our  instruction  so  effectively 


that  we  presently  found  ourselves  con- 
fronted with  the  necessity  of  destroying 
Prussia  to  prevent  Prussia  destroying  us. 
And  that  has  just  ended  in  each  destroy- 
ing the  other  to  an  extent  doubtfully  re- 
parable in  our  time. 

It  may  be  asked  how  so  imbecile  and 
dangerous  a  creed  ever  came  to  be  ac- 
cepted by  intelligent  beings.  I  will  answer 
that  question  more  fully  in  my  next 
volume  of  plays,  which  will  be  entirely 
devoted  to  the  subject.  For  the  present 
I  will  only  say  that  there  were  better 
reasons  than  the  obvious  one  that  such 
sham  science  as  this  opened  a  scientific 
career  to  very  stupid  men,  and  all  the 
other  careers  to  shameless  rascals,  pro- 
vided they  were  industrious  enough.  It 
is  true  that  this  motive  operated  very 
powerfully;  but  when  the  new  departure 
in  scientific  doctrine  which  is  associated 
with  the  name  of  the  great  naturalist 
Charles  Darwin  began,  it  was  not  only 
a  reaction  against  a  barbarous  pseudo- 
evangelical  teleology  intolerably  ob- 
structive to  all  scientific  progress,  but  was 
accompanied,  as  it  happened,  by  dis- 
coveries of  extraordinary  interest  in 
physics,  chemistry,  and  that  lifeless 
method  of  evolution  which  its  investi- 
gators called  Natural  Selection.  Howbeit, 
there  was  only  one  result  possible  in  the 
ethical  sphere,  and  that  was  the  banish- 
ment of  conscience  from  human  affairs, 
or,  as  Samuel  Butler  vehemently  put  it, 
"of  mind  from  the  universe." 

HYPOCHONDRIA 

Now  Heartbreak  House,  with  Butler 
and  Bergson  and  Scott  Haldane  alongside 
Blake  and  the  other  major  poets  on  its 
shelves  (to  say  nothing  of  Wagner  and 
the  tone  poets),  was  not  so  completely 
blinded  by  the  doltish  materialism  of  the 
laboratories  as  the  uncultured  world  out- 
side. But  being  an  idle  house  it  was  a 
hypochrondriacal  house,  always  running 
after  cures.  It  would  stop  eating  meat, 
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not  on  valid  Shelleyan  grounds,  but  in 
order  to  get  rid  of  a  bogey  called  Uric 
Acid;  and  it  would  actually  let  you  pull 
all  its  teeth  out  to  exorcize  another  demon 
named  Pyorrhea.  It  was  superstitious, 
and  addicted  to  table-rapping,  material- 
ization seances,  clairvoyance,  palmistry, 
crystal-gazing  and  the  like  to  such  an  ex- 
tent that  it  may  be  doubted  whether  ever 
before  in  the  history  of  the  world  did 
soothsayers,  astrologers,  and  unregistered 
therapeutic  specialists  of  all  sorts  flourish 
as  they  did  during  this  half  century  of  the 
drift  to  the  abyss.  The  registered  doctors 
and  surgeons  were  hard  put  to  it  to  com- 
pete with  the  unregistered.  They  were  not 
clever  enough  to  appeal  to  the  imagina- 
tion and  sociability  of  the  Heartbreakers 
by  the  arts  of  the  actor,  the  orator,  the 
poet,  the  winning  conversationalist.  They 
had  to  fall  back  coarsely  on  the  terror  of 
infection  and  death.  They  prescribed  in- 
oculations and  operations.  Whatever  part 
of  a  human  being  could  be  cut  out  with- 
out necessarily  killing  him  they  cut  out; 
and  he  often  died  (unnecessarily  of  course) 
in  consequence.  From  such  trifles  as 
uvulas  and  tonsils  they  went  on  to  ovaries 
and  appendices  until  at  last  no  one's  in- 
side was  safe.  They  explained  that  the 
human  intestine  was  too  long,  and  that 
nothing  could  make  a  child  of  Adam 
healthy  except  short  circuiting  the  pylorus 
by  cutting  a  length  out  of  the  lower  in- 
testine and  fastening  it  directly  to  the 
stomach.  As  their  mechanist  theory 
taught  them  that  medicine  was  the  busi- 
ness of  the  chemist's  laboratory,  and  sur- 
gery of  the  carpenter's  shop,  and  also 
that  Science  (by  which  they  meant  their 
practices)  was  so  important  that  no 
consideration  for  the  interests  of  any  in- 
dividual creature,  whether  frog  or  philo- 
sopher, much  less  the  vulgar  common- 
places of  sentimental  ethics,  could  weigh 
for  a  moment  against  the  remotest  off- 
chance  of  an  addition  to  the  body  of 
scientific  knowledge,  they  operated  and 


vivisected  and  inoculated  and  lied  on  a 
stupendous  scale,  clamoring  for  and 
actually  acquiring  such  legal  powers  over 
the  bodies  of  their  fellow  citizens  as 
neither  king,  pope,  nor  parliament  dare 
ever  have  claimed.  The  Inquisition  itself 
was  a  Liberal  institution  compared  to  the 
General  Medical  Council. 

THOSE  WHO  DO  NOT  KNOW  HOW  TO  LIVE 
MUST  MAKE   A  MERIT   OF   DYING 

Heartbreak  House  was  far  too  lazy  and 
shallow  to  extricate  itself  from  this  palace 
of  evil  enchantment.  It  rhapsodized  about 
love;  but  it  believed  in  cruelty.  It  was 
afraid  of  the  cruel  people;  and  it  saw  that 
cruelty  was  at  least  effective.  Cruelty  did 
things  that  made  money,  whereas  Love 
did  nothing  but  prove  the  soundness  of 
Larochefoucauld's  saying  that  very  few 
people  would  fall  in  love  if  they  had 
never  read  about  it.  Heartbreak  House,  in 
short,  did  not  know  how  to  live,  at  which 
point  all  that  was  left  to  it  was  the  boast 
that  at  least  it  knew  how  to  die:  a  melan- 
choly accomplishment  which  the  out- 
break of  war  presently  gave  it  practically 
unlimited  opportunities  of  displaying. 
Thus  were  the  firstborn  of  Heartbreak 
House  smitten;  and  the  young,  the  inno- 
cent, the  hopeful  expiated  the  folly  and 
worthlessness  of  their  elders, 

WAR  DELIRIUM 

Only  those  who  have  lived  through  a 
first-rate  war,  not  in  the  field,  but  at 
home,  and  kept  their  heads,  can  possibly 
understand  the  bitterness  of  Shakespear 
and  Swift,  who  both  went  through  this 
experience.  The  horror  of  Peer  Gynt  in 
the  madhouse,  when  the  lunatics,  exalted 
by  illusions  of  splendid  talent  and  visions 
of  a  dawning  millennium,  crowned  him 
as  their  emperor,  was  tame  in  comparison. 
I  do  not  know  whether  anyone  really 
kept  his  head  completely  except  those 
who  had  to  keep  it  because  they  had  to 
conduct  the  war  at  first  hand.  I  should 
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not  have  kept  my  own  (as  far  as  I  did 
keep  it)  if  I  had  not  at  once  understood 
that  as  a  scribe  and  speaker  I  too  was 
under  the  most  serious  public  obligation 
to  keep  my  grip  on  realities;  but  this  did 
not  save  me  from  a  considerable  degree 
of  hyperaesthesia.  There  were  of  course 
some  happy  people  to  whom  the  war 
meant  nothing:  all  political  and  general 
matters  lying  outside  their  little  circle  of 
interest.  But  the  ordinary  war-conscious 
civilian  went  mad,  the  main  symptom 
being  a  conviction  that  the  whole  order 
of  nature  had  been  reversed.  All  foods, 
he  felt,  must  now  be  adulterated.  All 
schools  must  be  closed.  No  advertise- 
ments must  be  sent  to  the  newspapers,  of 
which  new  editions  must  appear  and  be 
bought  up  every  ten  minutes.  Travelling 
must  be  stopped,  or,  that  being  impos- 
sible, greatly  hindered.  All  pretences 
about  fine  art  and  culture  and  the  like 
must  be  flung  off  as  an  intolerable  affecta- 
tion; and  the  picture  galleries  and 
museums  and  schools  at  once  occupied 
by  war  workers.  The  British  Museum 
itself  was  saved  only  by  a  hairsbreadth. 
The  sincerity  of  all  this,  and  of  much 
more  which  would  not  be  believed  if  I 
chronicled  it,  may  be  established  by  one 
conclusive  instance  of  the  general  crazi- 
ness.  Men  were  seized  with  the  illusion 
that  they  could  win  the  war  by  giving 
away  money.  And  they  not  only  sub- 
scribed millions  to  Funds  of  all  sorts  with 
no  discoverable  object,  and  to  ridicu- 
lous voluntary  organizations  for  doing 
what  was  plainly  the  business  of  the  civil 
and  military  authorities,  but  actually 
handed  out  money  to  any  thief  in  the 
street  who  had  the  presence  of  mind  to 
pretend  that  he  (or  she)  was  "collecting" 
it  for  the  annihilation  of  the  enemy. 
Swindlers  were  emboldened  to  take 
offices;  label  themselves  Anti-Enemy 
Leagues;  and  simply  pocket  the  money 
that  was  heaped  on  them.  Attractively 
dressed  young  women  found  that  they 


had  nothing  to  do  but  parade  the  streets, 
collecting-box  in  hand,  and  live  gloriously 
on  the  profits.  Many  months  elapsed 
before,  as  a  first  sign  of  returning  sanity, 
the  police  swept  an  Anti-Enemy  secre- 
tary into  prison  pour  encourager  les  autres, 
and  the  passionate  penny  collecting  of 
the  Flag  Days  was  brought  under  some 
sort  of  regulation. 

MADNESS   IN  COURT 

The  demoralization  did  not  spare  the 
Law  Courts.  Soldiers  were  acquitted, 
even  on  fully  proved  indictments  for  wil- 
ful murder,  until  at  last  the  judges  and 
magistrates  had  to  announce  that  what 
was  called  the  Unwritten  Law,  which 
meant  simply  that  a  soldier  could  do 
what  he  liked  with  impunity  in  civil  life, 
was  not  the  law  of  the  land,  and  that  a 
Victoria  Cross  did  not  carry  with  it  a 
perpetual  plenary  indulgence.  Unfortun- 
ately the  insanity  of  the  juries  and  magis- 
trates did  not  always  manifest  itself  in 
indulgence.  No  person  unlucky  enough 
to  be  charged  with  any  sort  of  conduct, 
however  reasonable  and  salutary,  that  did 
not  smack  of  war  delirium  had  the 
slightest  chance  of  acquittal.  There  were 
in  the  country,  too,  a  certain  number  of 
people  who  had  conscientious  objections 
to  war  as  criminal  or  unchristian.  The 
Act  of  Parliament  introducing  Compul- 
sory Military  Service  thoughtlessly  ex- 
empted these  persons,  merely  requiring 
them  to  prove  the  genuineness  of  their 
convictions.  Those  who  did  so  were  very 
ill-advised  from  the  point  of  view  of  their 
own  personal  interest;  for  they  were 
persecuted  with  savage  logicality  in  spite 
of  the  law;  whilst  those  who  made  no 
pretence  of  having  any  objection  to  war 
at  all,  and  had  not  only  had  military 
training  in  Officers'  Training  Corps,  but 
had  proclaimed  on  public  occasions  that 
they  were  perfectly  ready  to  engage  in 
civil  war  on  behalf  of  their  political 
opinions,  were  allowed  the  benefit  of  the 
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Act  on  the  ground  that  they  did  not 
approve  of  this  particular  war.  For  the 
Christians  there  was  no  mercy.  In  cases 
where  the  evidence  as  to  their  being 
killed  by  ill  treatment  was  so  unequivocal 
that  the  verdict  would  certainly  have 
been  one  of  wilful  murder  had  the  pre- 
judice of  the  coroner's  jury  been  on  the 
other  side,  their  tormentors  were  gratuit- 
ously declared  to  be  blameless.  There 
was  only  one  virtue,  pugnacity:  only  one 
vice,  pacifism.  That  is  an  essential  con- 
dition of  war;  but  the  Government  had 
not  the  courage  to  legislate  accordingly; 
and  its  law  was  set  aside  for  Lynch  law. 
The  climax  of  legal  lawlessness  was 
reached  in  France.  The  greatest  Socialist 
statesman  in  Europe,  Jaures,  was  shot  and 
killed  by  a  gentleman  who  resented  his 
efforts  to  avert  the  war.  M.  Clemenceau 
was  shot  by  another  gentleman  of  less 
popular  opinions,  and  happily  came  off 
no  worse  than  having  to  spend  a  pre- 
cautionary couple  of  days  in  bed.  The 
slayer  of  Jaures  was  recklessly  acquitted: 
the  would-be  slayer  of  M.  Clemenceau 
was  carefully  found  guilty.  There  is  no 
reason  to  doubt  that  the  same  thing  would 
have  happened  in  England  if  the  war  had 
begun  with  a  successful  attempt  to  assas- 
sinate Keir  Hardie,  and  ended  with  an 
unsuccessful  one  to  assassinate  Mr  Lloyd 
George. 

THE  LONG  ARM   OF  WAR 

The  pestilence  which  is  the  usual  ac- 
companiment of  war  was  called  influenza. 
Whether  it  was  really  a  war  pestilence  or 
not  was  made  doubtful  by  the  fact  that  it 
did  its  worst  in  places  remote  from  the 
battle-fields,  notably  on  the  west  coast  of 
North  America  and  in  India.  But  the 
moral  pestilence,  which  was  unquestion- 
ably a  war  pestilence,  reproduced  this 
phenomenon.  One  would  have  supposed 
that  the  war  fever  would  have  raged  most 
furiously  in  the  countries  actually  under 
fire,  and  that  the  others  would  be  more 


reasonable.  Belgium  and  Flanders,  where 
over  large  districts  literally  not  one  stone 
was  left  upon  another  as  the  opposed 
armies  drove  each  other  back  and  forward 
over  it  after  terrific  preliminary  bombard- 
ments, might  have  been  pardoned  for 
relieving  their  feelings  more  emphatically 
than  by  shrugging  their  shoulders  and 
saying  "Cest  la  guerre."  England,  in- 
violate for  so  many  centuries  that  the 
swoop  of  war  on  her  homesteads  had  long 
ceased  to  be  more  credible  than  a  return 
of  the  Flood,  could  hardly  be  expected  to 
keep  her  temper  sweet  when  she  knew  at 
last  what  it  was  to  hide  in  cellars  and 
underground  railway  stations,  or  lie 
quaking  in  bed,  whilst  bombs  crashed, 
houses  crumbled,  and  aircraft  guns  dis- 
tributed shrapnel  on  friend  and  foe  alike 
until  certain  shop  windows  in  London, 
formerly  full  of  fashionable  hats,  were 
filled  with  steel  helmets.  Slain  and  muti- 
lated women  and  children,  and  burnt  and 
wrecked  dwellings,  excuse  a  good  deal  o^ 
violent  language,  and  produce  a  wrath  on 
which  many  sun*  go  down  before  it  is 
appeased.  Yet  it  was  in  the  United  States 
of  America,  where  nobody  slept  the 
worse  for  the  war,  that  the  war  fever 
went  beyond  all  sense  and  reason.  In 
European  Courts  there  was  vindictive 
illegality:  in  American  Courts  there  was 
raving  lunacy.  It  is  not  for  me  to  chron- 
icle the  extravagances  of  an  Ally:  let 
some  candid  American  do  that.  I  can  only 
say  that  to  us  sitting  in  our  gardens  in 
England,  with  the  guns  in  France  making 
themselves  felt  by  a  throb  in  the  air  as 
unmistakeable  as  an  audible  sound,  or 
with  tightening  hearts  studying  the  phases 
of  the  moon  in  London  in  their  bear- 
ing on  the  chances  whether  our  houses 
would  be  standing  or  ourselves  alive  next 
morning,  the  newspaper  accounts  of  the 
sentences  American  Courts  were  passing 
on  young  girls  and  old  men  alike  for  the 
expression  of  opinions  which  were  being 
uttered  amid  thundering  applause  before 
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huge  audiences  in  England,  and  the  more 
private  records  of  the  methods  by  which 
the  American  War  Loans  were  raised, 
were  so  amazing  that  they  would  put  the 
guns  and  the  possibilities  of  a  raid  clean 
out  of  our  heads  for  the  moment. 

THE  RABID  WATCHDOGS  OF  LIBERTY 

Not  content  with  these  rancorous 
abuses  of  the  existing  law,  the  war 
maniacs  made  a  frantic  rush  to  abolish  all 
constitutional  guarantees  of  liberty  and 
well-being.  The  ordinary  law  was  super- 
seded by  Acts  under  which  newspapers 
were  seized  and  their  printing  machinery 
destroyed  by  simple  police  raids  a  la 
Russe,  and  persons  arrested  and  shot 
without  any  pretence  of  trial  by  jury 
or  publicity  of  procedure  or  evidence. 
Though  it  was  urgently  necessary  that 
production  should  be  increased  by  the 
most  scientific  organization  and  economy 
of  labor,  and  though  no  fact  was  better 
established  than  that  excessive  duration 
and  intensity  of  toil  reduces  production 
heavily  instead  of  increasing  it,  the  fac- 
tory laws  were  suspended,  and  men  and 
women  recklessly  overworked  until  the 
loss  of  their  efficiency  became  too  glaring 
to  be  ignored.  Remonstrances  and  warn- 
ings were  met  either  with  an  accusation 
of  pro-Germanism  or  the  formula,  "Re- 
member that  we  are  at  war  now."  I  have 
said  that  men  assumed  that  war  had  re- 
versed the  order  of  nature,  and  that  all 
was  lost  unless  we  did  the  exact  opposite 
of  everything  we  had  found  necessary 
and  beneficial  in  peace.  But  the  ruth  was 
worse  than  that.  The  war  did  not  change 
men's  minds  in  any  such  impossible  way. 
What  really  happened  was  that  the  im- 
pact of  physical  death  and  destruction, 
the  one  reality  that  every  fool  can  under- 
stand, tore  off  the  masks  of  education, 
art,  science,  and  religion  from  our  ignor- 
ance and  barbarism,  and  left  us  glorying 
grotesquely  in  the  licence  suddenly  ac- 
corded to  our  vilest  passions  and  most 


abject  terrors.  Ever  since  Thucydides 
wrote  his  history,  it  has  been  on  record 
that  when  the  angel  of  death  -ounds  his 
trumpet  the  pretences  of  civilization  are 
blown  from  men's  heads  into  the  mud 
like  hats  in  a  gust  of  wind.  But  when 
this  scripture  was  fulfilled  among  us,  the 
shock  was  not  the  less  appalling  because 
a  few  students  of  Greek  history  were  not 
surprised  by  it.  Indeed  these  students 
threw  themselves  into  the  orgy  as  shame- 
lessly as  the  illiterate.  The  Christian 
priest  joining  in  the  war  dance  without 
even  throwing  off  his  cassock  first,  and 
the  respectable  school  governor  expelling 
the  German  professor  with  insult  and 
bodily  violence,  and  declaring  that  no 
English  child  should  ever  again  be  taught 
the  language  of  Luther  and  Goethe,  were 
kept  in  countenance  by  the  most  impudent 
repudiations  of  every  decency  of  civiliza- 
tion and  every  lesson  of  political  experi- 
ence on  the  part  of  the  very  persons  who, 
as  university  professors,  historians,  philo- 
sophers, and  men  of  science,  were  the 
accredited  custodians  of  culture.  It  was 
crudely  natural,  and  perhaps  necessary 
for  recruiting  purposes,  that  German 
militarism  and  German  dynastic  ambi- 
tion should  be  painted  by  journalists  and 
recruiters  in  black  and  red  as  European 
dangers  (as  in  fact  they  are),  leaving  it  to 
be  inferred  that  our  own  militarism  and 
our  own  political  constitution  are  mil- 
lennially  democratic  (which  they  cer- 
tainly are  not);  but  when  it  came  to 
frantic  denunciations  of  German  chem- 
istry, German  biology,  German  poetry, 
German  music,  German  literature,  Ger- 
man philosophy,  and  even  German 
engineering,  as  malignant  abominations 
standing  towards  British  and  French 
chemistry  and  so  forth  in  the  relation  of 
heaven  to  hell,  it  was  clear  that  the 
utterers  of  such  barbarous  ravings  had 
never  really  understood  or  cared  for  the 
arts  and  sciences  they  professed  and 
were  profaning,  and  were  only  the  ap- 
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pallingly  degenerate  descendants  of  the 
men  of  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth 
centuries  who,  recognizing  no  national 
frontiers  in  the  great  realm  of  the  human 
mind,  kept  the  European  comity  of  that 
realm  loftily  and  even  ostentatiously 
above  the  rancors  of  the  battle-field. 
Tearing  the  Garter  from  the  Kaiser's  leg, 
striking  the  German  dukes  from  the  roll 
of  our  peerage,  changing  the  King's  illus- 
trious and  historically  appropriate  sur- 
name for  that  of  a  traditionless  locality, 
was  not  a  very  dignified  business;  but 
the  erasure  of  German  names  from  the 
British  rolls  of  science  and  learning  was 
a  confession  that  in  England  the  little 
respect  paid  to  science  and  learning  is 
only  an  affectation  which  hides  a  savage 
contempt  for  both.  One  felt  that  the 
figure  of  St  George  and  the  Dragon  on 
our  coinage  should  be  replaced  by  that 
of  the  soldier  driving  his  spear  through 
Archimedes.  But  by  that  time  there  was 
no  coinage:  only  paper  money  in  which 
ten  shillings  called  itself  a  pound  as 
confidently  as  the  people  who  were  dis- 
gracing their  country  called  themselves 
patriots. 

THE   SUFFERINGS   OF  THE   SANE 

The  mental  distress  of  living  amid  the 
obscene  din  of  all  these  carmagnoles  and 
corobberies  was  not  the  only  burden  that 
lay  on  sane  people  during  the  war.  There 
was  also  the  emotional  strain,  compli- 
cated by  the  offended  economic  sense, 
produced  by  the  casualty  lists.  The 
stupid,  the  selfish,  the  narrow-minded, 
the  callous  and  unimaginative  were 
spared  a  great  deal.  "Blood  and  destruc- 
tion shall  be  so  in  use  that  mothers  shall 
but  smile  when  they  behold  their  infants 
quartered  by  the  hands  of  war/'  was  a 
Shakespearean  prophecy  that  very  nearly 
came  true;  for  when  nearly  every  house 
had  a  slaughtered  son  to  mourn,  we 
should  all  have  gone  quite  out  of  our 
senses  if  we  had  taken  our  own  and 


our  friends'  bereavements  at  their  peace 
value.  It  became  necessary  to  give  them 
a  false  value;  to  proclaim  the  young  life 
worthily  and  gloriously  sacrificed  to  re- 
deem the  liberty  of  mankind,  instead  of 
to  expiate  the  heedlessness  and  folly  of 
their  fathers,  and  expiate  it  in  vain.  We 
had  even  to  assume  that  the  parents  and 
not  the  children  had  made  the  sacrifice, 
until  at  last  the  comic  papers  were  driven 
to  satirize  fat  old  men,  sitting  comfort- 
ably in  club  chairs,  and  boasting  of  the 
sons  they  had  "given"  to  their  country. 
No  one  grudged  these  anodynes  to 
acute  personal  grief;  but  they  only  em- 
bittered those  who  knew  that  the  young 
men  were  having  their  teeth  set  on  edge 
because  their  parents  had  eaten  sour 
political  grapes.  Then  think  of  the  young 
men  themselves!  Many  of  them  had  no 
illusions  about  the  policy  that  led  to  the 
war:  they  went  clear-sighted  to  a  horribly 
repugnant  duty.  Men  essentially  gentle 
and  essentially  wise,  with  really  valuable 
work  in  hand,  laid  it  down  voluntarily 
and  spent  months  forming  fours  in  the 
barrack  yard,  and  stabbing  sacks  of  straw 
in  the  public  eye,  so  that  they  might  go 
out  to  kill  and  maim  men  as  gentle  as 
themselves.  These  men,  who  were  per- 
haps, as  a  class,  our  most  efficient  soldiers 
(Frederick  Keeling,  for  example),  were 
not  duped  for  a  moment  by  the  hypo- 
critical melodrama  that  consoled  and 
stimulated  the  others.  They  left  their 
creative  work  to  drudge  at  destruction, 
exactly  as  they  would  have  left  it  to  take 
their  turn  at  the  pumps  in  a  sinking  ship. 
They  did  not,  like  some  of  the  conscien- 
tious objectors,  hold  back  because  the 
ship  had  been  neglected  by  its  officers 
and  scuttled  by  its  wreckers.  The  ship 
had  to  be  saved,  even  if  Newton  had  to 
leave  his  fluxions  and  Michael  Angelo 
his  marbles  to  save  it;  so  they  threw  away 
the  tools  of  their  beneficent  and  ennobling 
trades,  and  took  up  the  bloodstained 
bayonet  and  the  murderous  bomb,  for- 
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cing  themselves  to  pervert  their  divine 
instinct  for  perfect  artistic  execution  to 
the  effective  handling  of  these  diabolical 
things,  and  their  economic  faculty  for 
organization  to  the  contriving  of  ruin 
and  slaughter.  For  it  gave  an  ironic  edge 
to  their  tragedy  that  the  very  talents  they 
were  forced  to  prostitute  made  the  prosti- 
tution not  only  effective,  but  even  inter- 
esting; so  that  some  of  them  were  rapidly 
promoted,  and  found  themselves  actually 
becoming  artists  in  war,  with  a  growing 
relish  for  it,  like  Napoleon  and  all  the 
other  scourges  of  mankind,  in  spite  of 
themselves.  For  many  of  them  there  was 
not  even  this  consolation.  They  "stuck 
it,"  and  hated  it,  to  the  end. 

EVIL   IN  THE  THRONE   OF   GOOD 

This  distress  of  the  gentle  was  so  acute 
that  those  who  shared  it  in  civil  life, 
without  having  to  shed  blood  with  their 
own  hands,  or  witness  destruction  with 
their  own  eyes,  hardly  care  to  obtrude 
their  own  woes.  Nevertheless,  even  when 
sitting  at  home  in  safety,  it  was  not  easy 
for  those  who  had  to  write  and  speak 
about  the  war  to  throw  away  their 
highest  conscience,  and  deliberately  work 
to  a  standard  of  inevitable  evil  instead  of 
to  the  ideal  of  life  more  abundant.  I  can 
answer  for  at  least  one  person  who  found 
the  change  from  the  wisdom  of  Jesus  and 
St  Francis  to  the  morals  of  Richard  III 
and  the  madness  of  Don  Quixote  ex- 
tremely irksome.  But  that  change  had  to 
be  made;  and  we  are  all  the  worse  for  it, 
except  those  for  whom  it  was  not  really 
a  change  at  all,  but  only  a  relief  from 
hypocrisy. 

Think,  too,  of  those  who,  though  they 
had  neither  to  write  nor  to  fight,  and  had 
no  children  of  their  own  to  lose,  yet 
knew  the  inestimable  loss  to  the  world  of 
four  years  of  the  life  of  a  generation 
wasted  on  destruction.  Hardly  one  of  the 
epoch-making  works  of  the  human  mind 
might  not  have  been  aborted  or  destroyed 


by  taking  their  authors  away  from  their 
natural  work  for  four  critical  years.  Not 
only  were  Shakespears  and  Platos  being 
killed  outright;  but  many  of  the  best 
harvests  of  the  survivors  had  to  be  sown 
in  the  barren  soil  of  the  trenches.  And 
this  was  no  mere  British  consideration. 
To  the  truly  civilized  man,  to  the  good 
European,  the  slaughter  of  the  German 
youth  was  as  disastrous  as  the  slaughter 
of  the  English.  Fools  exulted  in  "German 
losses."  They  were  our  losses  as  well. 
Imagine  exulting  in  the  death  of  Beet- 
hoven because  Bill  Sikes  dealt  him  his 
death  blow! 

STRAINING  AT  THE   GNAT  AND 
SWALLOWING  THE  CAMEL 

But  most  people  could  not  compre- 
hend these  sorrows.  There  was  a  frivol- 
ous exultation  in  death  for  its  own  sake, 
which  was  at  bottom  an  inability  to 
realize  that  the  deaths  were  real  deaths 
and  not  stage  ones.  Again  and  again, 
when  an  air  raider  dropped  a  bomb  which 
tore  a  child  and  its  mother  limb  from 
limb,  the  people  who  saw  it,  though  they 
had  been  reading  with  great  cheerfulness 
of  thousands  of  such  happenings  day 
after  day  in  their  newspapers,  suddenly 
burst  into  furious  imprecations  on  "the 
Huns"  as  murderers,  and  shrieked  for 
savage  and  satisfying  vengeance.  At  such 
moments  it  became  clear  that  the  deaths 
they  had  not  seen  meant  no  more  to  them 
than  the  mimic  deaths  of  the  cinema 
screen.  Sometimes  it  was  not  necessary 
that  death  should  be  actually  witnessed: 
it  had  only  to  take  place  under  circum- 
stances of  sufficient  novelty  and  proxim- 
ity to  bring  it  home  almost  as  sensation- 
ally and  effectively  as  if  it  had  been 
actually  visible. 

For  example,  in  the  spring  of  1915 
there  was  an  appalling  slaughter  of  our 
young  soldiers  at  Neuve  Chapelle  and  at 
the  Gallipoli  landing.  I  will  not  go  so  far 
as  to  say  that  our  civilians  were  delighted 
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to  have  such  exciting  news  to  read  at 
breakfast.  But  I  cannot  pretend  that  I 
noticed  either  in  the  papers,  or  in  general 
intercourse,  any  feeling  beyond  the  usual 
one  that  the  cinema  show  at  the  front  was 
going  splendidly,  and  that  our  boys  were 
the  bravest  of  the  brave.  Suddenly  there 
came  the  news  that  an  Atlantic  liner,  the 
Lusitania,  had  been  torpedoed,  and  that 
several  well-known  first-class  passengers, 
including  a  famous  theatrical  manager 
and  the  author  of  a  popular  farce,  had 
been  drowned,  among  others.  The  others 
included  Sir  Hugh  Lane;  but  as  he  had 
only  laid  the  country  under  great  obliga- 
tions in  the  sphere  of  the  fine  arts,  no 
great  stress  was  laid  on  that  loss. 

Immediately  an  amazing  frenzy  swept 
through  the  country.  Men  who  up  to  that 
time  had  kept  their  heads  now  lost  them 
utterly.  "Killing saloon  passengers!  What 
next?"  was  the  essence  of  the  whole 
agitation;  but  it  is  far  too  trivial  a  phrase 
to  convey  the  faintest  notion  of  the  rage 
which  possessed  us.  To  me,  with  my 
mind  full  of  the  hideous  cost  of  Neuve 
Chapelle,  Ypres,  and  the  Gallipoli  land- 
ing, the  fuss  about  the  Lusitania  seemed 
almost  a  heartless  impertinence,  though  I 
was  well  acquainted  personally  with  the 
three  best-known  victims,  and  under- 
stood, better  perhaps  than  most  people, 
the  misfortune  of  the  death  of  Lane.  I 
even  found  a  grim  satisfaction,  very  in- 
telligible to  all  soldiers,  in  the  fact  that 
the  civilians  who  found  the  war  such 
splendid  British  sport  should  get  a  sharp 
taste  of  what  it  was  to  the  actual  com- 
batants. I  expressed  my  impatience  very 
freely,  and  found  that  my  very  straight- 
forward and  natural  feeling  in  the  matter 
was  received  as  a  monstrous  and  heart- 
less paradox.  When  I  asked  those  who 
gaped  at  me  whether  they  had  anything 
to  say  about  the  holocaust  of  Festubert, 
they  gaped  wider  than  before,  having 
totally  forgotten  it,  or  rather,  having 
never  realized  it.  They  were  not  heartless 


any  more  than  I  was;  but  the  big  cata- 
strophe was  too  big  for  them  to  grasp,  and 
the  little  one  had  been  just  the  right  size 
for  them.  I  was  not  surprised.  Have  I  not 
seen  a  public  body  for  just  the  same 
reason  pass  a  vote  for  £30,000  without 
a  word,  and  then  spend  three  special 
meetings,  prolonged  into  the  night,  over 
an  item  of  seven  shillings  for  refresh- 
ments? 

LITTLE  MINDS  AND   BIG  BATTLES 

Nobody  will  be  able  to  understand  the 
vagaries  of  public  feeling  during  the  war 
unless  they  bear  constantly  in  mind  that 
the  war  in  its  entire  magnitude  did  not 
exist  for  the  average  civilian.  He  could 
not  conceive  even  a  battle,  much  less  a 
campaign.  To  the  suburbs  the  war  was 
nothing  but  a  suburban  squabble.  To  the 
miner  and  navvy  it  was  only  a  series  of 
bayonet  fights  between  German  cham- 
pions and  English  ones.  The  enormity  of 
it  was  quite  beyond  most  of  us.  Its 
episodes  had  to  be  reduced  to  the  dimen- 
sions of  a  railway  accident  or  a  shipwreck 
before  it  could  produce  any  effect  on  our 
minds  at  all.  To  us  the  ridiculous  bom- 
bardments of  Scarborough  and  Ramsgate 
were  colossal  tragedies,  and  the  battle  of 
Jutland  a  mere  ballad.  The  words  "after 
thorough  artillery  preparation"  in  the 
news  from  the  front  meant  nothing  to 
us;  but  when  our  seaside  trippers  learned 
that  an  elderly  gentleman  at  breakfast  in 
a  week-end  marine  hotel  had  been  inter- 
rupted by  a  bomb  dropping  into  his  egg- 
cup,  their  wrath  and  horror  knew  no 
bounds.  They  declared  that  this  would 
put  a  new  spirit  into  the  army,  and  had 
no  suspicion  that  the  soldiers  in  the 
trenches  roared  with  laughter  over  it  for 
days,  and  told  each  other  that  it  would 
do  the  blighters  at  home  good  to  have  a 
taste  of  what  the  army  was  up  against. 
Sometimes  the  smallness  of  view  was 
pathetic.  A  man  would  work  at  home  re- 
gardless of  the  call  "to  make  the  world 
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safe  for  democracy."  His  brother  would 
be  killed  at  the  front.  Immediately  he 
would  throw  up  his  work  and  take  up  the 
war  as  a  family  blood  feud  against  the 
Germans.  Sometimes  it  was  comic.  A 
wounded  man,  entitled  to  his  discharge, 
would  return  to  the  trenches  with  a 
grim  determination  to  find  the  Hun  who 
had  wounded  him  and  pay  him  out  for 
it. 

It  is  impossible  to  estimate  what  pro- 
portion of  us,  in  khaki  or  out  of  it, 
grasped  the  war  and  its  political  ante- 
cedents as  a  whole  in  the  light  of  any 
philosophy  of  history  or  knowledge  of 
what  war  is.  I  doubt  whether  it  was  as 
high  as  our  proportion  of  higher  mathe- 
maticians. But  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
it  was  prodigiously  outnumbered  by  the 
comparatively  ignorant  and  childish.  Re- 
member that  these  people  had  to  be  stimu- 
lated to  make  the  sacrifices  demanded 
by  the  war,  and  that  this  could  not  be 
done  by  appeals  to  a  knowledge  which 
they  did  not  possess,  and  a  comprehen- 
sion of  which  they  were  incapable.  When 
the  armistice  at  last  set  me  free  to  tell 
the  truth  about  the  war  at  the  follow- 
ing general  election,  a  soldier  said  to  a 
candidate  whom  I  was  supporting  "If  I 
had  known  all  that  in  1914,  they  would 
never  have  got  me  into  khaki."  And  that, 
of  course,  was  precisely  why  it  had  been 
necessary  to  stuff  him  with  a  romance 
that  any  diplomatist  would  have  laughed 
at.  Thus  the  natural  confusion  of  ig- 
norance was  increased  by  a  deliberately 
propagated  confusion  of  nursery  bogey 
stories  and  melodramatic  nonsense,  which 
at  last  overreached  itself  and  made  it 
impossible  to  stop  the  war  before  we  had 
not  only  achieved  the  triumph  of  van- 
quishing the  German  army  and  thereby 
overthrowing  its  militarist  monarchy, 
but  made  the  very  serious  mistake  of 
ruining  the  centre  of  Europe,  a  thing  that 
no  sane  European  State  could  afford 
to  do. 


THE  DUMB   CAPABLES  AND  THE 
NOISY   INCAPABLES 

Confronted  with  this  picture  of  in- 
sensate delusion  and  folly,  the  critical 
reader  will  immediately  counterplead  that 
England  all  this  time  was  conducting  a 
war  which  involved  the  organization  of 
several  millions  of  fighting  men  and  of 
the  workers  who  were  supplying  them 
with  provisions,  munitions,  and  trans- 
port, and  that  this  could  not  have  been 
done  by  a  mob  of  hysterical  ranters.  This 
is  fortunately  true.  To  pass  from  the 
newspaper  offices  and  political  platforms 
and  club  fenders  and  suburban  drawing 
rooms  to  the  Army  and  the  munition 
factories  was  to  pass  from  Bedlam  to  the 
busiest  and  sanest  of  workaday  worlds. 
It  was  to  rediscover  England,  and  find 
solid  ground  for  the  faith  of  those  who 
still  believed  in  her.  But  a  necessary 
condition  of  this  efficiency  was  that 
those  who  were  efficient  should  give  all 
their  time  to  their  business  and  leave 
the  rabble  raving  to  its  hearts'  content. 
Indeed  the  raving  was  useful  to  the 
efficient,  because,  as  it  was  always  wide 
of  the  mark,  it  often  distracted  attention 
very  conveniently  from  operations  that 
would  have  been  defeated  or  hindered 
by  publicity.  A  precept  which  I  en- 
deavored vainly  to  popularize  early  in 
the  war,  "If  you  have  anything  to  do  go 
and  do  it:  if  not,  for  heaven's  sake  get 
out  of  the  way,"  was  only  half  carried 
out.  Certainly  the  capable  people  went 
and  did  it;  but  the  incapables  would  by 
no  means  get  out  of  the  way:  they  fussed 
and  bawled  and  were  only  prevented 
from  getting  very  seriously  into  the  way 
by  the  blessed  fact  that  they  never  knew 
where  the  way  was.  Thus  whilst  all  the 
efficiency  of  England  was  silent  and 
invisible,  all  its  imbecility  was  deafening 
the  heavens  with  its  clamor  and  blotting 
out  the  sun  with  its  dust.  It  was  also  un- 
fortunately intimidating  the  Government 
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by  its  blusterings  into  using  the  irresist- 
ible powers  of  the  State  to  intimidate  the 
sensible  people,  thus  enabling  a  despic- 
able minority  of  would-be  lynchers  to 
set  up  a  reign  of  terror  which  could  at 
any  time  have  been  broken  by  a  single 
stern  word  from  a  responsible  minister. 
But  our  ministers  had  not  that  sort  of 
courage:  neither  Heartbreak  House  nor 
Horseback  Hall  had  bred  it,  much  less 
the  suburbs.  When  matters  at  last  came 
to  the  looting  of  shops  by  criminals  under 
patriotic  pretexts,  it  was  the  police  force 
and  not  the  Government  that  put  its  foot 
down.  There  was  even  one  deplorable 
moment,  during  the  submarine  scare,  in 
which  the  Government  yielded  to  a 
childish  cry  for  the  maltreatment  of  naval 
prisoners  of  war,  and,  to  our  great  dis- 
grace, was  forced  by  the  enemy  to  be- 
have itself.  And  yet  behind  all  this  public 
blundering  and  misconduct  and  futile 
mischief,  the  effective  England  was  carry- 
ing on  with  the  most  formidable  capacity 
and  activity.  The  ostensible  England  was 
making  the  empire  sick  with  its  incon- 
tinences, its  ignorances,  its  ferocities,  its 
panics,  and  its  endless  and  intolerable 
blarings  of  Allied  national  anthems  in 
season  and  out.  The  esoteric  England 
was  proceeding  irresistibly  to  the  con- 
quest of  Europe. 

THE  PRACTICAL  BUSINESS  MEN 

From  the  beginning  the  useless  people 
set  up  a  shriek  for  "practical  business 
men."  By  this  they  meant  men  who  had 
become  rich  by  placing  their  personal 
interests  before  those  of  the  country,  and 
measuring  the  success  of  every  activity 
by  the  pecuniary  profit  it  brought  to 
them  and  to  those  on  whom  they  de- 
pended for  their  supplies  of  capital.  The 
pitiable  failure  of  some  conspicuous 
samples  from  the  first  batch  we  tried  of 
these  poor  devils  helped  to  give  the  whole 
public  side  of  the  war  an  air  of  monstrous 
and  hopeless  farce.  They  proved  not  only 


that  they  were  useless  for  public  work, 
but  that  in  a  well-ordered  nation  they 
would  never  have  been  allowed  to  con- 
trol private  enterprise. 

HOW  THE  FOOLS  SHOUTED  THE  WISE 
MEN  DOWN 

Thus,  like  a  fertile  country  flooded 
with  mud,  England  shewed  no  sign  of 
her  greatness  in  the  days  when  she  was 
putting  forth  all  her  strength  to  save  her- 
self from  the  worst  consequences  of  her 
littleness.  Most  of  the  men  of  action, 
occupied  to  the  last  hour  of  their  time  with 
urgent  practical  work,  had  to  leave  to  idler 
people,  or  to  professional  rhetoricians, 
the  presentation  of  the  war  to  the  reason 
and  imagination  of  the  country  and  the 
world  in  speeches,  poems,  manifestos, 
picture  posters,  and  newspaper  articles.  I 
have  had  the  privilege  of  hearing  some 
of  our  ablest  commanders  talking  about 
their  work;  and  I  have  shared  the  com- 
mon lot  of  reading  the  accounts  of  that 
work  given  to  the  world  by  the  news- 
papers. No  two  experiences  could  be 
more  different.  But  in  the  end  the  talkers 
obtained  a  dangerous  ascendancy  over 
the  rank  and  file  of  the  men  of  action;  for 
though  the  great  men  of  action  are  always 
inveterate  talkers  and  often  very  clever 
writers,  and  therefore  cannot  have  their 
minds  formed  for  them  by  others,  the 
average  man  of  action,  like  the  average 
fighter  with  the  bayonet,  can  give  no 
account  of  himself  in  words  even  to  him- 
self, and  is  apt  to  pick  up  and  accept 
what  he  reads  about  himself  and  other 
people  in  the  papers,  except  when  the 
writer  is  rash  enough  to  commit  himself 
on  technical  points.  It  was  not  uncommon 
during  the  war  to  hear  a  soldier,  or  a 
civilian  engaged  on  war  work,  describing 
events  within  his  own  experience  that 
reduced  to  utter  absurdity  the  ravings 
and  maunderings  of  his  daily  paper,  and 
yet  echo  the  opinions  of  that  paper  like 
a  parrot.  Thus,  to  escape  from  the  pre- 
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vailing  confusion  and  folly,  it  was  not 
enough  to  seek  the  company  of  the  ordin- 
ary man  of  action:  one  had  to  get  into 
contact  with  the  master  spirits.  This  was 
a  privilege  which  only  a  handful  of 
people  could  enjoy.  For  the  unprivileged 
citizen  there  was  no  escape.  To  him  the 
whole  country  seemed  mad,  futile,  silly, 
incompetent,  with  no  hope  of  victory 
except  the  hope  that  the  enemy  might  be 
just  as  mad.  Only  by  very  resolute  reflec- 
tion and  reasoning  could  he  reassure  him- 
self that  if  there  was  nothing  more  solid 
beneath  these  appalling  appearances  the 
war  could  not  possibly  have  gone  on  for 
a  single  day  without  a  total  breakdown  of 
its  organization. 

THE  MAD   ELECTION 

Happy  were  the  fools  and  the  thought- 
less men  of  action  in  those  days.  The 
worst  of  it  was  that  the  fools  were  very 
strongly  represented  in  parliament,  as 
fools  not  only  elect  fools,  but  can  per- 
suade men  of  action  to  elect  them  too. 
The  election  that  immediately  followed 
the  armistice  was  perhaps  the  maddest 
that  has  ever  taken  place.  Soldiers  who 
had  done  voluntary  and  heroic  service  in 
the  field  were  defeated  by  persons  who 
had  apparently  never  run  a  risk  or  spent 
a  farthing  that  they  could  avoid,  and 
who  even  had  in  the  course  of  the  elec- 
tion to  apologize  publicly  for  bawling 
Pacifist  or  Pro-German  at  their  oppon- 
ent. Party  leaders  seek  such  followers, 
who  can  always  be  depended  on  to  walk 
tamely  into  the  lobby  at  the  party  whip's 
orders,  provided  the  leader  will  make 
their  seats  safe  for  them  by  the  process 
which  was  called,  in  derisive  reference  to 
the  war  rationing  system,  "giving  them 
the  coupon."  Other  incidents  were  so 
grotesque  that  I  cannot  mention  them 
without  enabling  the  reader  to  identify 
the  parties,  which  would  not  be  fair,  as 
they  were  no  more  to  blame  than  thou- 
sands of  others  who  must  necessarily  be 


nameless.  The  general  result  was  patently 
absurd;  and  the  electorate,  disgusted  at 
its  own  work,  instantly  recoiled  to  the 
opposite  extreme,  and  cast  out  all  the 
coupon  candidates  at  the  earliest  bye- 
elections  by  equally  silly  majorities.  But 
the  mischief  of  the  general  election  could 
not  be  undone;  and  the  Government  had 
not  only  to  pretend  to  abuse  its  European 
victory  as  it  had  promised,  but  actually 
to  do  it  by  starving  the  enemies  who  had 
thrown  down  their  arms.  It  had,  in  short, 
won  the  election  by  pledging  itself  to  be 
thriftlessly  wicked,  cruel,  and  vindictive; 
and  it  did  not  find  it  as  easy  to  escape 
from  this  pledge  as  it  had  from  nobler 
ones.  The  end,  as  I  write,  is  not  yet;  but 
it  is  clear  that  this  thoughtless  savagery 
will  recoil  on  the  heads  of  the  Allies  so 
severely  that  we  shall  be  forced  by  the 
sternest  necessity  to  take  up  our  share  ot 
healing  the  Europe  we  have  wounded 
almost  to  death  instead  of  attempting  to 
complete  her  destruction. 

THE  YAHOO  AND  THE  ANGRY  APE 

Contemplating  this  picture  of  a  state 
of  mankind  so  recent  that  no  denial  of  its 
truth  is  possible,  one  understands  Shake- 
spear  comparing  Man  to  an  angry  ape, 
Swift  describing  him  as  a  Yahoo  rebuked 
by  the  superior  virtue  of  the  horse,  and 
Wellington  declaring  that  the  British  can 
behave  themselves  neither  in  victory  nor 
defeat.  Yet  none  of  the  three  had  seen 
war  as  we  have  seen  it.  Shakespear 
blamed  great  men,  saying  that  "Could 
great  men  thunder  as  Jove  himself  does 
Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet;  for  every  pelt- 
ing petty  officer  would  use  his  heaven 
for  thunder:  nothing  but  thunder."  What 
would  Shakespear  have  said  if  he  had 
seen  something  far  more  destructive  than 
thunder  in  the  hand  of  every  village 
laborer,  and  found  on  the  Messines  Ridge 
the  craters  of  the  nineteen  volcanoes  that 
were  let  loose  there  at  the  touch  of  a 
finger  that  might  have  been  a  child's 
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finger  without  the  result  being  a  whit  less 
ruinous?  Shakespear  may  have  seen  a 
Stratford  cottage  struck  by  one  of  Jove's 
thunderbolts,  and  have  helped  to  extin- 
guish the  lighted  thatch  and  clear  away 
the  bits  of  the  broken  chimney.  What 
would  he  have  said  if  he  had  seen  Ypres 
as  it  is  now,  or  returned  to  Stratford,  as 
French  peasants  are  returning  to  their 
homes  today,  to  find  the  old  familiar 
signpost  inscribed  "To  Stratford,  i 
mile,"  and  at  the  end  of  the  mile  nothing 
but  some  holes  in  the  ground  and  a  frag- 
ment of  a  broken  churn  here  and  there? 
Would  not  the  spectacle  of  the  angry  ape 
endowed  with  powers  of  destruction  that 
Jove  never  pretended  to,  have  beggared 
even  his  command  of  words? 

And  yet,  what  is  there  to  say  except 
that  war  puts  a  strain  on  human  nature 
that  breaks  down  the  better  half  of  it,  and 
makes  the  worse  half  a  diabolical  virtue? 
Better  for  us  if  it  broke  it  down  alto- 
gether; for  then  the  warlike  way  out  of 
our  difficulties  would  be  barred  to  us, 
and  we  should  take  greater  care  not  to 
get  into  them.  In  truth,  it  is,  as  Byron 
said,  "not  difficult  to  die,"  and  enorm- 
ously difficult  to  live:  that  explains  why, 
at  bottom,  peace  is  not  only  better  than 
war,  but  infinitely  more  arduous.  Did 
any  hero  of  the  war  face  the  glorious 
risk  of  death  more  bravely  than  the  traitor 
Bolo  faced  the  ignominious  certainty  of 
it?  Bolo  taught  us  all  how  to  die:  can  we 
say  that  he  taught  us  all  how  to  live? 
Hardly  a  week  passes  now  without  some 
soldier  who  braved  death  in  the  field  so 
recklessly  that  he  was  decorated  or  speci- 
ally commended  for  it,  being  haled  before 
our  magistrates  for  having  failed  to  resist 
the  paltriest  temptations  of  peace,  with 
no  better  excuse  than  the  old  one  that  "a 
man  must  live."  Strange  that  one  who, 
sooner  than  do  honest  work,  will  sell  his 
honor  for  a  bottle  of  wine,  a  visit  to  the 
theatre,  and  an  hour  with  a  strange 
woman,  all  obtained  by  passing  a  worth- 


less cheque,  could  yet  stake  his  life  on 
the  most  desperate  chances  of  the  battle- 
field! Does  it  not  seem  as  if,  after  all,  the 
glory  of  death  were  cheaper  than  the 
glory  of  life?  If  it  is  not  easier  to  attain, 
why  do  so  many  more  men  attain  it?  At 
all  events  it  is  clear  that  the  kingdom  of 
the  Prince  of  Peace  has  not  yet  become 
the  kingdom  of  this  world.  His  attempts 
at  invasion  have  been  resisted  far  more 
fiercely  than  the  Kaiser's.  Successful  as 
that  resistance  has  been,  it  has  piled  up  a 
sort  of  National  Debt  that  is  not  the  less 
oppressive  because  we  have  no  figures 
for  it  and  do  not  intend  to  pay  it.  A 
blockade  that  cuts  off  "the  grace  of  our 
Lord"  is  in  the  long  run  less  bearable 
than  the  blockades  which  merely  cut  off 
raw  materials;  and  against  that  blockade 
our  Armada  is  impotent.  In  the  block- 
ader's  house,  he  has  assured  us,  there  are 
many  mansions;  but  I  am  afraid  they  do 
not  include  either  Heartbreak  House  or 
Horseback  Hall. 

PLAGUE   ON  BOTH  YOUR  HOUSES ! 

Meanwhile  the  Bolshevist  picks  and 
petards  are  at  work  on  the  foundations 
of  both  buildings;  and  though  the  Bol- 
shevists may  be  buried  in  the  ruins,  their 
deaths  will  not  save  the  edifices.  Un- 
fortunately they  can  be  built  again. 
Like  Doubting  Castle,  they  have  been 
demolished  many  times  by  successive 
Greathearts,  and  rebuilt  by  Simple,  Sloth, 
and  Presumption,  by  Feeble  Mind  and 
Much  Afraid,  and  by  all  the  jurymen 
of  Vanity  Fair.  Another  generation  of 
"secondary  education"  at  our  ancient 
public  schools  and  the  cheaper  institu- 
tions that  ape  them  will  be  quite  sufficient 
to  keep  the  two  going  until  the  next  war. 

For  the  instruction  of  that  generation 
I  leave  these  pages  as  a  record  of  what 
civilian  life  was  during  the  war:  a  matter 
on  which  history  is  usually  silent.  For- 
tunately it  was  a  very  short  war.  It  is  true 
that  the  people  who  thought  it  could  not 
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last  more  than  six  months  were  very 
signally  refuted  by  the  event.  As  Sir 
Douglas  Haig  has  pointed  out,  its  Water- 
loos  lasted  months  instead  of  hours.  But 
there  would  have  been  nothing  surpris- 
ing in  its  lasting  thirty  years.  If  it  had 
not  been  for  the  fact  that  the  blockade 
achieved  the  amazing  feat  of  starving  out 
Europe,  which  it  could  not  possibly  have 
done  had  Europe  been  properly  organized 
for  war,  or  even  for  peace,  the  war  would 
have  lasted  until  the  belligerents  were  so 
tired  of  it  that  they  could  no  longer  be 
compelled  to  compel  themselves  to  go  on 
with  it.  Considering  its  magnitude,  the 
war  of  1914-18  will  certainly  be  classed 
as  the  shortest  in  history.  The  end  came 
so  suddenly  that  the  combatants  literally 
stumbled  over  it;  and  yet  it  came  a  full 
year  later  than  it  should  have  come  if  the 
belligerents  had  not  been  far  too  afraid 
of  one  another  to  face  the  situation  sen- 
sibly. Germany,  having  failed  to  provide 
for  the  war  she  began,  failed  again  to 
surrender  before  she  was  dangerously  ex- 
hausted. Her  opponents,  equally  impro- 
vident, went  as  much  too  close  to  bank- 
ruptcy as  Germany  to  starvation.  It  was 
a  bluff  at  which  both  were  bluffed.  And, 
with  the  usual  irony  of  war,  it  remains 
doubtful  whether  Germany  and  Russia, 
the  defeated,  will  not  be  the  gainers;  for 
the  victors  are  already  busy  fastening  on 
themselves  the  chains  they  have  struck 
from  the  limbs  of  the  vanquished. 

HOW  THE  THEATRE   FARED 

Let  us  now  contract  our  view  rather 
violently  from  the  European  theatre  of 
war  to  the  theatre  in  which  the  fights  are 
sham  fights,  and  the  slain,  rising  the 
moment  the  curtain  has  fallen,  go  com- 
fortably home  to  supper  after  washing 
off  their  rosepink  wounds.  It  is  nearly 
twenty  years  since  I  was  last  obliged  to 
introduce  a  play  in  the  form  of  a  book 
for  lack  of  an  opportunity  of  presenting 
it  in  its  proper  mode  by  a  performance  in 


a  theatre.  The  war  has  thrown  me  back 
on  this  expedient.  Heartbreak  House  has 
not  yet  reached  the  stage.  I  have  withheld 
it  because  the  war  has  completely  upset 
the  economic  conditions  which  formerly 
enabled  serious  drama  to  pay  its  way  in 
London.  The  change  is  not  in  the  theatres 
nor  in  the  management  of  them,  nor 
in  the  authors  and  actors,  but  in  the 
audiences.  For  four  years  the  London 
theatres  were  crowded  every  night  with 
thousands  of  soldiers  on  leave  from  the 
front.  These  soldiers  were  not  seasoned 
London  playgoers.  A  childish  experience 
of  my  own  gave  me  a  clue  to  their  con- 
dition. When  I  was  a  small  boy  I  was 
taken  to  the  opera.  I  did  not  then  know 
what  an  opera  was,  though  I  could  whistle 
a  good  deal  of  opera  music.  I  had  seen  in 
my  mother's  alburn  photographs  of  all 
the  great  opera  singers,  mostly  in  evening 
dress.  In  the  theatre  I  found  myself 
before  a  gilded  balcony  filled  with  per- 
sons in  evening  dress  whom  I  took  to  be 
the  opera  singers.  I  picked  out  one  mass- 
ive dark  lady  as  Alboni,  and  wondered 
how  soon  she  would  stand  up  and  sing.  I 
was  puzzled  by  the  fact  that  I  was  made 
to  sit  with  my  back  to  the  singers  instead 
of  facing  them.  When  the  curtain  went 
up,  my  astonishment  and  delight  were 
unbounded. 

THE  SOLDIER  AT  THE  THEATRE  FRONT 

In  1915  I  saw  in  the  theatres  men  in 
khaki  in  just  the  same  predicament.  To 
everyone  who  had  my  clue  to  their  state 
of  mind  it  was  evident  that  they  had  never 
been  in  a  theatre  before  and  did  not  know 
what  it  was.  At  one  of  our  great  variety 
theatres  I  sat  beside  a  young  officer,  not 
at  all  a  rough  specimen,  who,  even  when 
the  curtain  rose  and  enlightened  him  as  to 
the  place  where  he  had  to  look  for  his 
entertainment,  found  the  dramatic  part  of 
it  utterly  incomprehensible.  He  did  not 
know  how  to  play  his  part  of  the  game. 
He  could  understand  the  people  on  the 
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stage  singing  and  dancing  and  perform- 
ing gymnastic  feats.  He  not  only  under- 
stood but  intensely  enjoyed  an  artist  who 
imitated  cocks  crowing  and  pigs  squeak- 
ing. But  the  people  who  pretended  that 
they  were  somebody  else,  and  that  the 
painted  picture  behind  them  was  real, 
bewildered  him.  In  his  presence  I  realized 
how  very  sophisticated  the  natural  man 
has  to  become  before  the  conventions  of 
the  theatre  can  be  easily  acceptable,  or 
the  purpose  of  the  drama  obvious  to  him. 
Well,  from  the  moment  when  the 
routine  of  leave  for  our  soldiers  was 
established,  such  novices,  accompanied 
by  damsels  (called  flappers)  often  as 
innocent  as  themselves,  crowded  the 
theatres  to  the  doors.  It  was  hardly  pos- 
sible at  first  to  find  stuff  crude  enough 
to  nurse  them  on.  The  best  music-hall 
comedians  ransacked  their  memories  for 
the  oldest  quips  and  the  most  childish 
antics  to  avoid  carrying  the  military 
spectators  out  of  their  depth.  I  believe 
that  this  was  a  mistake  as  far  as  the 
novices  were  concerned.  Shakespear,  or 
the  dramatized  histories  of  George  Barn- 
well,  Maria  Martin,  or  the  Demon  Barber 
of  Fleet  Street,  would  probably  have 
been  quite  popular  with  them.  But  the 
novices  were  only  a  minority  after  all. 
The  cultivated  soldier,  who  in  time  of 
peace  would  look  at  nothing  theatrical 
except  the  most  advanced  post-Ibsen 
plays  in  the  most  artistic  settings,  found 
himself,  to  his  own  astonishment,  thirst- 
ing for  silly  jokes,  dances,  and  brain- 
lessly  sensuous  exhibitions  of  pretty 
girls.  The  author  of  some  of  the  most 
grimly  serious  plays  of  our  time  told 
me  that  after  enduring  the  trenches  for 
months  without  a  glimpse  of  the  female 
of  his  species,  it  gave  him  an  entirely 
innocent  but  delightful  pleasure  merely 
to  see  a  flapper.  The  reaction  from  the 
battle-field  produced  a  condition  of 
hyperaesthesia  in  which  all  the  theatrical 
values  were  altered.  Trivial  things  gained 


intensity  and  stale  things  novelty.  The 
actor,  instead  of  having  to  coax  his 
audiences  out  of  the  boredom  which  had 
driven  them  to  the  theatre  in  an  ill  humor 
to  seek  some  sort  of  distraction,  had  only 
to  exploit  the  bliss  of  smiling  men  who 
were  no  longer  under  fire  and  under 
military  discipline,  but  actually  clean  and 
comfortable  and  in  a  mood  to  be  pleased 
with  anything  and  everything  that  a  bevy 
of  pretty  girls  and  a  funny  man,  or  even 
a  bevy  of  girls  pretending  to  be  pretty 
and  a  man  pretending  to  be  funny,  could 
do  for  them. 

Then  could  be  seen  every  night  in  the 
theatres  old-fashioned  farcical  comedies, 
in  which  P.  bedroom,  with  four  doors 
on  each  side  and  a  practicable  window  in 
the  middle,  was  understood  to  resemble 
exactly  the  bedroom  in  the  flats  beneath 
and  above,  all  three  inhabited  by  couples 
consumed  with  jealousy.  When  these 
people  came  home  drunk  at  night;  mis- 
took their  neighbor's  flats  for  their  own; 
and  in  due  course  got  into  the  wrong 
beds,  it  was  not  only  the  novices  who 
found  the  resulting  complications  and 
scandals  exquisitely  ingenious  and  amus- 
ing, nor  their  equally  verdant  flappers 
who  could  not  help  squealing  in  a 
manner  that  astonished  the  oldest  per- 
formers when  the  gentleman  who  had 
just  come  in  drunk  through  the  window 
pretended  to  undress,  and  allowed 
glimpses  of  his  naked  person  to  be 
descried  from  time  to  time.  Men  who  had 
just  read  the  news  that  Charles  Wyndham 
was  dying,  and  were  thereby  sadly  re- 
minded of  Pink  Dominos  and  the  torrent 
of  farcical  comedies  that  followed  it  in 
his  heyday  until  every  trick  of  that  trade 
had  become  so  stale  that  the  laughter 
they  provoked  turned  to  loathing:  these 
veterans  also,  when  they  returned  from 
the  field,  were  as  much  pleased  by  what 
they  knew  to  be  stale  and  foolish  as  the 
novices  by  what  they  thought  fresh  and 
clever. 
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COMMERCE   IN  THE  THEATRE 

Wellington  said  that  an  army  moves 
on  its  belly.  So  does  a  London  theatre. 
Before  a  man  acts  he  must  eat.  Before 
he  performs  plays  he  must  pay  rent.  In 
London  we  have  no  theatres  for  the  wel- 
fare of  the  people:  they  are  all  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  producing  the  utmost  ob- 
tainable rent  for  the  proprietor.  If  the 
twin  flats  and  twin  beds  produce  a  guinea 
more  than  Shakespear,  out  goes  Shake- 
spear,  and  in  come  the  twin  flats  and  the 
twin  beds.  If  the  brainless  bevy  of  pretty 
girls  and  the  funny  man  outbid  Mozart, 
out  goes  Mozart. 

UNSER   SHAKESPEAR 

Before  the  war  an  effort  was  made  to 
remedy  this  by  establishing  a  national 
theatre  in  celebration  of  the  tercentenary 
of  the  death  of  Shakespear.  A  committee 
was  formed;  and  all  sorts  of  illustrious 
and  influential  persons  lent  their  names 
to  a  grand  appeal  to  our  national  culture. 
My  play,  The  Dark  Lady  of  The  Sonnets, 
was  one  of  the  incidents  of  that  appeal. 
After  some  years  of  effort  the  result  was 
a  single  handsome  subscription  from  a 
German  gentleman.  Like  the  celebrated 
swearer  in  the  anecdote  when  the  cart 
containing  all  his  household  goods  lost 
its  tailboard  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and  let 
its  contents  roll  in  ruin  to  the  bottom,  I 
can  only  say,  "I  cannot  do  justice  to  this 
situation,"  and  let  it  pass  without  another 
word. 

THE  HIGHER  DRAMA  PUT  OUT  OF  ACTION 

The  effect  of  the  war  on  the  London 
theatres  may  now  be  imagined.  The  beds 
and  the  bevies  drove  every  higher  form 
of  art  out  of  it.  Rents  went  up  to  an  un- 
precedented figure.  At  the  same  time 
prices  doubled  everywhere  except  at  the 
theatre  pay-boxes,  and  raised  the  ex- 
penses of  management  to  such  a  degree 
that  unless  the  houses  were  quite  full 


every  night,  profit  was  impossible.  Even 
bare  solvency  could  not  be  attained 
without  a  very  wide  popularity.  Now 
what  had  made  serious  drama  possible  to 
a  limited  extent  before  the  war  was  that  a 
play  could  pay  its  way  even  if  the  theatre 
were  only  half  full  until  Saturday  and 
three-quarters  full  then.  A  manager  who 
was  an  enthusiast  and  a  desperately  hard 
worker,  with  an  occasional  grant-in-aid 
from  an  artistically  disposed  millionaire, 
and  a  due  proportion  of  those  rare  and 
happy  accidents  by  which  plays  of  the 
higher  sort  turn  out  to  be  potboilers  as 
well,  could  hold  out  for  some  years,  by 
which  time  a  relay  might  arrive  in  the 
person  of  another  enthusiast.  Thus  and 
not  otherwise  occurred  that  remarkable 
revival  of  the  British  drama  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  century  which  made  my 
own  career  as  a  playwright  possible  in 
England.  In  America  I  had  already  estab- 
lished myself,  not  as  part  of  the  ordinary 
theatre  system,  but  in  association  with 
the  exceptional  genius  of  Richard  Mans- 
field. In  Germany  and  Austria  I  had  no 
difficulty:  the  system  of  publicly  aided 
theatres  there,  Court  and  Municipal,  kept 
drama  of  the  kind  I  dealt  in  alive;  so  that 
I  was  indebted  to  the  Emperor  of  Austria 
for  magnificent  productions  of  my  works 
at  a  time  when  the  sole  official  attention 
paid  me  by  the  British  Court  was  the 
announcement  to  the  English-speaking 
world  that  certain  plays  of  mine  were 
unfit  for  public  performance,  a  substantial 
set-off  against  this  being  that  the  British 
Court,  in  the  course  of  its  private  play- 
going,  paid  no  regard  to  the  bad  character 
given  me  by  the  chief  officer  of  its  house- 
hold. 

Howbeit,  the  fact  that  my  plays  effected 
a  lodgment  on  the  London  stage,  and 
were  presently  followed  by  the  plays  of 
Granville  Barker,  Gilbert  Murray,  John 
Masefield,  St  John  Hankin,  Laurence 
Housman,  Arnold  Bennett,  John  Gals- 
worthy, John  Drinkwater,  and  others 
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which  would  in  the  XIX  century  have 
stood  rather  less  chance  of  production  at 
a  London  theatre  than  the  Dialogues  of 
Plato,  not  to  mention  revivals  of  the 
ancient  Athenian  drama,  and  a  restora- 
tion to  the  stage  of  Shakespear's  plays  as 
he  wrote  them,  was  made  economically 
possible  solely  by  a  supply  of  theatres 
which  could  hold  nearly  twice  as  much 
money  as  it  cost  to  rent  and  maintain 
them.  In  such  theatres  work  appealing  to 
a  relatively  small  class  of  cultivated  per- 
sons, and  therefore  attracting  only  from 
half  to  three-quarters  as  many  spectators 
as  the  more  popular  pastimes,  could 
nevertheless  keep  going  in  the  hands  of 
young  adventurers  who  were  doing  it 
for  its  own  sake,  and  had  not  yet  been 
forced  by  advancing  age  and  responsi- 
bilities to  consider  the  commercial  value 
of  their  time  and  energy  too  closely.  The 
war  struck  this  foundation  away  in  the 
manner  I  have  just  described.  The  ex- 
penses of  running  the  cheapest  west-end 
theatres  rose  to  a  sum  which  exceeded  by 
twenty-five  per  cent  the  utmost  that  the 
higher  drama  can,  as  an  ascertained 
matter  of  fact,  be  depended  on  to  draw. 
Thus  the  higher  drama,  which  has  never 
really  been  a  commercially  sound  specula- 
tion, now  became  an  impossible  one. 
Accordingly,  attempts  are  being  made  to 
provide  a  refuge  for  it  in  suburban 
theatres  in  London  and  repertory  theatres 
in  the  provinces.  But  at  the  moment 
when  the  army  has  at  last  disgorged  the 
survivors  of  the  gallant  band  of  dramatic 
pioneers  whom  it  swallowed,  they  find 
that  the  economic  conditions  which 
formerly  made  their  work  no  worse  than 
precarious  now  put  it  out  of  the  question 
altogether,  as  far  as  the  west  end  of 
London  is  concerned. 

CHURCH   AND  THEATRE 

I  do  not  suppose  many  people  care 
particularly.  We  are  not  brought  up  to 
care;  and  a  sense  of  the  national  import- 


ance of  the  theatre  is  not  born  in  man- 
kind; the  natural  man,  like  so  many  of 
the  soldiers  at  the  beginning  of  the  war, 
does  not  know  what  a  theatre  is.  But 
please  note  that  all  these  soldiers  who  did 
not  know  what  a  theatre  was,  knew  what 
a  church  was.  And  they  had  been  taught 
to  respect  churches.  Nobody  had  ever 
warned  them  against  a  church  as  a  place 
where  frivolous  women  paraded  in  their 
best  clothes;  where  stories  of  improper 
females  like  Potiphar's  wife,  and  erotic 
poetry  like  the  Song  of  Songs,  were  read 
aloud;  where  the  sensuous  and  senti- 
mental music  of  Schubert,  Mendelssohn, 
Gounod,  and  Brahms  was  more  popular 
than  severe  music  by  greater  composers; 
where  the  prettiest  sort  of  pretty  pictures 
of  pretty  saints  assailed  the  imagination 
and  senses  through  stained-glass  win- 
dows; and  where  sculpture  and  archi- 
tecture came  to  the  help  of  painting. 
Nobody  ever  reminded  them  that  these 
things  had  sometimes  produced  such 
developments  of  erotic  idolatry  that  men 
who  were  not  only  enthusiastic  amateurs 
of  literature,  painting,  and  music,  but 
famous  practitioners  of  them,  had  actually 
exulted  when  mobs  and  even  regular 
troops  under  express  command  had 
mutilated  church  statues,  smashed  church 
windows,  wrecked  church  organs,  and 
torn  up  the  sheets  from  which  the  church 
music  was  read  and  sung.  When  they  saw 
broken  statues  in  churches,  they  were 
told  that  this  was  the  work  of  wicked 
godless  rioters,  instead  of,  as  it  was,  the 
work  partly  of  zealots  bent  on  driving 
the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil  out  of 
the  temple,  and  partly  of  insurgent  men 
who  had  become  intolerably  poor  be- 
cause the  temple  had  become  a  den  of 
thieves.  But  all  the  sins  and  perversions 
that  were  so  carefully  hidden  from  them 
in  the  history  of  the  Church  were  laid  on 
the  shoulders  of  the  Theatre:  that  stuffy, 
uncomfortable  place  of  penance  in  which 
we  suffer  so  much  inconvenience  on  the 
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slenderest  chance  of  gaining  a  scrap  of 
food  for  our  starving  souls.  When  the 
Germans  bombed  the  Cathedral  of 
Rheims  the  world  rang  with  the  horror 
of  the  sacrilege.  When  they  bombed  the 
Little  Theatre  in  the  Adelphi,  and  nar- 
rowly missed  bombing  two  writers  of 
plays  who  lived  within  a  few  yards  of  it, 
the  fact  was  not  even  mentioned  in  the 
papers.  In  point  of  appeal  to  the  senses  no 
theatre  ever  built  could  touch  the  fane  at 
Rheims:  no  actress  could  rival  its  Virgin 
in  beauty,  nor  any  operatic  tenor  look 
otherwise  than  a  fool  beside  its  David. 
Its  picture  glass  was  glorious  even  to 
those  who  had  seen  the  glass  of  Chartres. 
It  was  wonderful  in  its  very  grotesques: 
who  would  look  at  the  Blondin  Donkey 
after  seeing  its  leviathans?  In  spite  of  the 
Adam-Adelphian  decoration  on  which 
Miss  Kingston  had  lavished  so  much 
taste  and  care,  the  Little  Theatre  was  in 
comparison  with  Rheims  the  gloomiest 
of  little  conventicles:  indeed  the  cathedral 
must,  from  the  Puritan  point  of  view, 
have  debauched  a  million  voluptuaries 
for  every  one  whom  the  Little  Theatre 
had  sent  home  thoughtful  to  a  chaste  bed 
after  Mr  Chesterton's  Magic  or  Brieux's 
Les  Avaries.  Perhaps  that  is  the  real 
reason  why  the  Church  is  lauded  and  the 
Theatre  reviled.  Whether  or  no,  the  fact 
remains  that  the  lady  to  whose  public 
spirit  and  sense  of  the  national  value  of 
the  theatre  I  owed  the  first  regular  public 
performance  of  a  play  of  mine  had  to  con- 
ceal her  action  as  if  it  had  been  a  crime, 
whereas  if  she  had  given  the  money  to 
the  Church  she  would  have  worn  a  halo 
for  it.  And  I  admit,  as  I  have  always  done, 
that  this  state  of  things  may  have  been  a 
very  sensible  one.  I  have  asked  Londoners 
again  and  again  why  they  pay  half  a 
guinea  to  go  to  a  theatre  when  they  can 
go  to  St  Paul's  or  Westminster  Abbey 
for  nothing.  Their  only  possible  reply  is 
that  they  want  to  see  something  new 
and  possibly  something  wicked;  but  the 


theatres  mostly  disappoint  both  hopes. 
If  ever  a  revolution  makes  me  Dictator,  I 
shall  establish  a  heavy  charge  for  admis- 
sion to  our  churches.  But  everyone  who 
pays  at  the  church  door  shall  receive  a 
ticket  entitling  him  or  her  to  free  admis- 
sion to  one  performance  at  any  theatre  he 
or  she  prefers.  Thus  shall  the  sensuous 
charms  of  the  church  service  be  made  to 
subsidize  the  sterner  virtue  of  the  drama. 

THE  NEXT  PHASE 

The  present  situation  will  not  last. 
Although  the  newspaper  I  read  at  break- 
fast this  morning  before  writing  these 
words  contains  a  calculation  that  no  less 
than  twenty-three  wars  are  at  present 
being  waged  to  confirm  the  peace,  Eng- 
land is  no  longer  in  khaki;  and  a  violent 
reaction  is  setting  in  against  the  crude 
theatrical  fare  of  the  four  terrible  years. 
Soon  the  rents  of  theatres  will  once  more 
be  fixed  on  the  assumption  that  they  can- 
not always  be  full,  nor  even  on  the  aver- 
age half  full  week  in  and  week  out.  Prices 
will  change.  The  higher  drama  will  be  at 
no  greater  disadvantage  than  it  was  before 
the  war;  and  it  may  benefit,  first,  by  the 
fact  that  many  of  us  have  been  torn  froir 
the  fools'  paradise  in  which  the  theatre 
formerly  traded,  and  thrust  upon  the 
sternest  realities  and  necessities  until  we 
have  lost  both  faith  in  and  patience  witP 
the  theatrical  pretences  that  had  no  root 
either  in  reality  or  necessity;  second,  b} 
the  startling  change  made  by  the  war  ir 
the  distribution  of  income.  It  seems  only 
the  other  day  that  a  millionaire  was  c 
man  with  £50,000  a  year.  Today,  wher 
he  has  paid  his  income  tax  and  super  tax 
and  insured  his  life  for  the  amount  of  hi* 
death  duties,  he  is  lucky  if  his  net  income 
is  jf  10,000,  though  his  nominal  property 
remains  the  same.  And  this  is  the  resuli 
of  a  Budget  which  is  called  "a  respite  foi 
the  rich."  At  the  other  end  of  the  scale 
millions  of  persons  have  had  regular  in- 
comes for  the  first  time  in  their  lives;  anc 
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their  men  have  been  regularly  clothed, 
fed,  lodged,  and  taught  to  make  up  their 
minds  that  certain  things  have  to  be  done, 
also  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives.  Hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  women  have  been 
taken  out  of  their  domestic  cages  and 
tasted  both  discipline  and  independence. 
The  thoughtless  and  snobbish  middle 
classes  have  been  pulled  up  short  by 
the  very  unpleasant  experience  of  being 
ruined  to  an  unprecedented  extent.  We 
have  all  had  a  tremendous  jolt;  and 
although  the  widespread  notion  that  the 
shock  of  the  war  would  automatically 
make  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth,  and 
that  the  dog  would  never  go  back  to  his 
vomit  nor  the  sow  to  her  wallowing  in 
the  mire,  is  already  seen  to  be  a  delusion, 
yet  we  are  far  more  conscious  of  our 
rendition  than  we  were,  and  far  less  dis- 
posed to  submit  to  it.  Revolution,  lately 
Dnly  a  sensational  chapter  in  history  or  a 
demagogic  claptrap,  is  now  a  possibility 
so  imminent  that  hardly  by  trying  to 
suppress  it  in  other  countries  by  arms 
and  defamation,  and  calling  the  process 
mti-Bolshevism,  can  our  Government 
stave  it  off  at  home. 

Perhaps  the  most  tragic  figure  of  the 
iay  is  the  American  President  who  was 
once  a  historian.  In  those  days  it  became 
lis  task  to  tell  us  how,  after  that  great 
var  in  America  which  was  more  clearly 
han  any  other  war  of  our  time  a  war  for 
in  idea,  the  conquerors,  confronted  with 
i  heroic  task  of  reconstruction,  turned 
•ecreant,  and  spent  fifteen  years  in  abus- 
ng  their  victory  under  cover  of  pretend- 
ng  to  accomplish  the  task  they  were 
loing  what  they  could  to  make  impos- 
iible.  Alas !  Hegel  was  right  when  he  said 
hat  we  learn  from  history  that  men  never 
earn  anything  from  history.  With  what 
inguish  of  mind  the  President  sees  that 
ye,  the  new  conquerors,  forgetting  every- 
hingwe  professed  to  fight  for,  are  sitting 
lown  with  watering  mouths  to  a  good 
square  meal  of  ten  years  revenge  upon 


and  humiliation  of  our  prostrate  foe,  can 
only  be  guessed  by  those  who  know,  as 
he  does,  how  hopeless  is  remonstrance, 
and  how  happy  Lincoln  was  in  perishing 
from  the  earth  before  his  inspired  mess- 
ages became  scraps  of  paper.  He  knows 
well  that  from  the  Peace  Conference  will 
come,  in  spite  of  his  utmost,  no  edict 
on  which  he  will  be  able,  like  Lincoln, 
to  invoke  "the  considerate  judgment  of 
mankind,  and  the  gracious  favor  of  Al- 
mighty God."  He  led  his  people  to 
destroy  the  militarism  of  Zabern;  and  the 
army  they  rescued  is  busy  in  Cologne 
imprisoning  every  German  who  does 
not  salute  a  British  officer;  whilst  the 
Government  at  home,  asked  whether  it 
approves,  replies  that  it  does  not  pro- 
pose even  to  discontinue  this  Zabernism 
when  the  Peace  is  concluded,  but  in  effect 
looks  forward  to  making  Germans  salute 
British  officers  until  the  end  of  the  world. 
That  is  what  war  makes  of  men  and 
women.  It  will  wear  off;  and  the  worst 
it  threatens  is  already  proving  impracti- 
cable; but  before  the  hiimble  and  contrite 
heart  ceases  to  be  despised,  the  President 
and  I,  being  of  the  same  age,  will  be 
dotards.  In  the  meantime  there  is,  for 
him,  another  history  to  write;  for  me,, 
another  comedy  to  stage.  Perhaps,  after 
all,  that  is  what  wars  are  for,  and  what 
historians  and  playwrights  are  for.  If 
men  will  not  learn  until  their  lessons  are 
written  in  blood,  why,  blood  they  must 
have,  their  own  for  preference. 

THE   EPHEMERAL  THRONES  AND   THE 
ETERNAL  THEATRE 

To  the  theatre  it  will  not  matter* 
Whatever  Bastilles  fall,  the  theatre  will 
stand.  Apostolic  Hapsburg  has  collapsed; 
All  Highest  Hohenzollern  languishes  in 
Holland,  threatened  with  trial  on  a  capital 
charge  of  fighting  for  his  country  against 
England;  Imperial  Romanoff,  said  to 
have  perished  miserably  by  a  more  sum- 
mary method  of  murder,  is  perhaps  alive 
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or  perhaps  dead:  nobody  cares  more  than 
if  he  had  been  a  peasant;  the  lord  of 
Hellas  is  level  with  his  lackeys  in  re- 
publican Switzerland;  Prime  Ministers 
and  Commanders-in-Chief  have  passed 
from  a  brief  glory  as  Solons  and  Caesars 
into  failure  and  obscurity  as  closely  on 
one  another's  heels  as  the  descendants  of 
Banquo;  but  Euripides  and  Aristophanes, 
Shakespear  and  Moliere,  Goethe  and 
Ibsen  remain  fixed  in  their  everlasting 
seats. 

HOW  WAR  MUZZLES  THE  DRAMATIC  POET 

As  for  myself,  why,  it  may  be  asked, 
did  I  not  write  two  plays  about  the  war 
instead  of  two  pamphlets  on  it?  The 
answer  is  significant.  You  cannot  make 
war  on  war  and  on  your  neighbor  at  the 
same  time.  War  cannot  bear  the  terrible 
castigation  of  comedy,  the  ruthless  light 
of  laughter  that  glares  on  the  stage.  When 
men  are  heroically  dying  for  their  coun- 
try, it  is  not  the  time  to  shew  their  lovers 
and  wives  and  fathers  and  mothers  how 
they  are  being  sacrificed  to  the  blunders 
of  boobies,  the  cupidity  of  capitalists,  the 
ambition  of  conquerors,  die  electioneer- 
ing of  demagogues,  the  Pharisaism  of 
patriots,  the  lusts  and  lies  and  rancors 
and  bloodthirsts  that  love  war  because  it 
opens  their  prison  doors,  and  sets  them 
in  the  thrones  of  power  and  popularity. 
For  unless  these  things  are  mercilessly 
exposed  they  will  hide  under  the  mantle 
of  the  ideals  on  the  stage  just  as  they  do 
in  real  life. 

And  though  there  may  be  better  things 
to  reveal,  it  may  not,  and  indeed  cannot, 
be  militarily  expedient  to  reveal  them 
whilst  the  issue  is  still  in  the  balance. 


Truth  telling  is  not  compatible  with  the 
defence  of  the  realm.  We  are  just  now 
reading  the  revelations  of  our  generals 
and  admirals,  unmuzzled  at  last  by  the 
armistice.  During  the  war,  General  A,  in 
his  moving  despatches  from  the  field, 
told  how  General  B  had  covered  himself 
with  deathless  glory  in  such  and  such  a 
battle.  He  now  tells  us  that  General  B 
came  within  an  ace  of  losing  us  the  war 
by  disobeying  his  orders  on  that  occa- 
sion, and  fighting  instead  of  running 
away  as  he  ought  to  have  done.  An  ex- 
cellent subject  for  comedy  now  that  the 
war  is  over,  no  doubt;  but  if  General  A 
had  let  this  out  at  the  time,  what  would 
have  been  the  effect  on  General  B's 
soldiers?  And  had  the  stage  made  known 
what  the  Prime  Minister  and  the  Secre- 
tary of  State  for  War  who  overruled 
General  A  thought  of  him,  and  what  he 
thought  of  them,  as  now  revealed  in 
raging  controversy,  what  would  have 
been  the  effect  on  the  nation?  That  is 
why  comedy,  though  sorely  tempted, 
had  to  be  loyally  silent;  for  the  art  of 
the  dramatic  poet  knows  no  patriotism;, 
recognizes  no  obligation  but  truth  to 
natural  history;  cares  not  whether  Ger- 
many or  England  perish;  is  ready  to  cry 
with  Brynhild,  "Lass'  uns  verderben^ 
lachend  zu  grunde  geh'n"  sooner  than 
deceive  or  be  deceived;  and  thus  be- 
comes in  time  of  war  a  greater  military 
danger  than  poison,  steel,  or  trinitro- 
toluene. That  is  why  I  had  to  withhold 
Heartbreak  House  from  the  footlights 
during  the  war;  for  the  Germans  might 
on  any  night  have  turned  the  last  act 
from  play  into  earnest,  and  even  thea 
might  not  have  waited  for  their  cues. 
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This  little  play  is  really  a  religious 
tract  in  dramatic  form.  If  our  silly  censor- 
ship would  permit  its  performance,  it 
might  possibly  help  to  set  right-side-up 
the  perverted  conscience  and  re-invigor- 
ate the  starved  self-respect  of  our  con- 
siderable class  of  loose-lived  playgoers 
whose  point  of  honor  is  to  deride  all 
official  and  conventional  sermons.  As  it 
is,  it  only  gives  me  an  opportunity  of 
telling  the  story  of  the  Select  Committee 
of  both  Houses  of  Parliament  which  sat 
last  year  to  inquire  into  the  working  of 
the  censorship,  against  which  it  was  al- 
leged by  myself  and  others  that  as  its 
imbecility  and  mischievousness  could  not 
be  fully  illustrated  within  the  limits  of 
decorum  imposed  on  the  press,  it  could 
only  be  dealt  with  by  a  parliamentary 
body  subject  to  no  such  limits. 

A   READABLE   BLUEBOOK 

Few  books  of  the  year  1909  can  have 
been  cheaper  and  more  entertaining  than 
the  report  of  this  Committee.  Its  full  title 
is  REPORT  FROM  THE  JOINT  SELECT  COM- 
MITTEE OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS  AND 

THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  ON  THE  STAGE 
PLAYS  (CENSORSHIP)  TOGETHER  WITH 
THE  PROCEEDINGS  OF  THE  COMMITTEE, 
MINUTES  OF  EVIDENCE,  AND  APPENDICES. 
What  the  phrase  "the  Stage  Plays"means 
in  this  title  I  do  not  know;  nor  does  any- 
one else.  The  number  of  the  Bluebook  is 
214.  How  interesting  it  is  may  be  judged 
from  the  fact  that  it  contains  verbatim 
reports  of  long  and  animated  interviews 
between  the  Committee  and  such  wit- 
nesses as  Mr  William  Archer,  Mr  Gran- 
ville  Barker,  Mr  J.  M.  Barrie,  Mr  Forbes 
Robertson,  Mr  Cecil  Raleigh,  Mr  John 


Galsworthy,  Mr  Laurence  Housman,  Sir 
Herbert  Beerbohm  Tree,  MrW.  L.  Court- 
ney, Sir  William  Gilbert,  Mr  A.  B.  Walk- 
ley,  Miss  Lena  Ashwell,  Professor  Gilbert 
Murray,  Mr  George  Alexander,  Mr 
George  Edwardes,  Mr  Comyns  Carr,  the 
Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons,  the 
Bishop  of  Southwark,  Mr  Hall  Caine,  Mr 
Israel  Zangwill,  Sir  Squire  Bancroft,  Sir 
Arthur  Pinero,  and  Mr  Gilbert  Chester- 
ton, not  to  mention  myself  and  a  number 
of  gentlemen  less  well  known  to  the 
general  public,  but  important  in  the 
world  of  the  theatre.  The  publication  of  a 
book  by  so  many  famous  contributors 
would  be  beyond  the  means  of  any  com- 
mercial publishing  firm.  His  Majesty's 
Stationery  Office  sells  it  to  all  comers  by 
weight  at  the  very  reasonable  price  of 
three-and-threepence  a  copy. 

HOW   NOT  TO   DO    IT 

It  was  pointed  out  by  Charles  Dickens 
in  Little  Dorrit,  which  remains  the  most 
accurate  and  penetrating  study  of  the 
genteel  littleness  of  our  class  govern- 
ments in  the  English  language,  that  when- 
ever an  abuse  becomes  oppressive  enough 
to  persuade  our  party  parliamentarians 
that  something  must  be  done,  they  im- 
mediately set  to  work  to  face  the  situa- 
tion and  discover  How  Not  To  Do  It. 
Since  Dickens's  day  the  exposures  effected 
by  the  Socialists  have  so  shattered  the  self- 
satisfaction  of  modern  commercial  civil- 
ization that  it  is  no  longer  difficult  to  con- 
vince our  governments  that  something 
must  be  done,  even  to  the  extent  of 
attempts  at  a  reconstruction  of  civiliza- 
tion on  a  thoroughly  uncommercial  basis. 
Consequently,  the  first  part  of  the  process 
described  by  Dickens:  that  in  which  the 
reformers  were  snubbed  by  front  bench 
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demonstrations  that  the  administrative 
departments  were  consuming  miles  of  red 
tape  in  the  correctest  forms  of  activity, 
and  that  everything  was  for  the  best  in 
the  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  is  out  of 
fashion;  and  we  are  in  that  other  phase, 
familiarized  by  the  history  of  the  French 
Revolution,  in  which  the  primary  as- 
sumption is  that  the  country  is  in  danger, 
and  that  the  first  duty  of  all  parties, 
politicians,  and  governments  is  to  save  it. 
But  as  the  effect  of  this  is  to  give  govern- 
ments a  great  many  more  things  to  do,  it 
also  gives  a  powerful  stimulus  to  the  art 
of  How  Not  To  Do  Them:  that  is  to  say, 
the  art  of  contriving  methods  of  reform 
which  will  leave  matters  exactly  as  they 
are. 

The  report  of  the  Joint  Select  Com- 
mittee is  a  capital  illustration  of  this 
tendency.  The  case  against  the  censorship 
was  overwhelming;  and  the  defence  was 
more  damaging  to  it  than  no  defence  at 
all  could  have  been.  Even  had  this  not 
been  so,  the  mere  caprice  of  opinion  had 
turned  against  the  institution;  and  a  re- 
form was  expected,  evidence  or  no  evi- 
dence. Therefore  the  Committee  was 
unanimous  as  to  the  necessity  of  reform- 
ing the  censorship;  only,  unfortunately, 
the  majority  attached  to  this  unanimity 
the  usual  condition  that  nothing  should 
be  done  to  disturb  the  existing  state 
of  things.  How  this  was  effected  may 
be  gathered  from  the  recommendations 
finally  agreed  on,  which  are  as  follows. 

1.  The  drama  is  to  be  set  entirely  free 
by  the  abolition  of  the  existing  obligation 
to  procure  a  licence  from  the  Censor 
before   performing   a   play;   but   every 
theatre  lease  is  in  future  to  be  construed 
as  if  it  contained  a  clause  giving  the  land- 
lord power  to  break  it  and  evict  the  lessee 
if  he  produces  a  play  without  first  obtain- 
ing the  usual   licence   from   the  Lord 
Chamberlain. 

2.  Some  of  the  plays  licensed  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  are  so  vicious  that 


their  present  practical  immunity  from 
prosecution  must  be  put  an  end  to;  but 
no  manager  who  procures  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  licence  for  a  play  can  be 
punished  in  any  way  for  producing  it, 
though  a  special  tribunal  may  order  him 
to  discontinue  the  performance;  and  even 
this  order  must  not  be  recorded  to  his 
disadvantage  on  the  licence  of  his  theatre, 
nor  may  it  be  given  as  a  judicial  reason 
for  cancelling  that  licence. 

3.  Authors  and  managers  producing 
plays  without  first  obtaining  the  usual 
licence  from  the  Lord  Chamberlain  shall 
be  perfectly  free  to  do  so,  and  shall  be  at 
no  disadvantage  compared  to  those  who 
follow  the  existing  practice,  except  that 
they  may  be  punished,  have  the  licences 
of  their  theatres  endorsed  and  cancelled, 
and  have  the  performance  stopped  pend- 
ing the  proceedings  without  compensa- 
tion in  the  event   of  the  proceedings 
ending  in  their  acquittal. 

4.  Authors  are  to  be  rescued  from  their 
present  subjection   to   an   irresponsible 
secret  tribunal  which  can  condemn  their 
plays  without  giving  reasons,  by  the  sub- 
stitution for  that  tribunal  of  a  Committee 
of  the  Privy  Council,  which  is  to  be  the 
final  authority  on  the  fitness  of  a  play  for 
representation;  and  this  Committee  is  to 
sit  in  camera  if  and  when  it  pleases. 

5.  The  power  to  impose  a  veto  on  the 
production  of  plays  is  to  be  abolished 
because  it  may  hinder  the  growth  of  a 
great  national  drama;  but  the  Office  of 
Examiner  of  Plays  shall  be  continued; 
and  the  Lord  Chamberlain  shall  retain  his 
present  powers  to  license  plays,  but  shall 
be  made  responsible  to   Parliament  to 
the  extent  of  making  it  possible  to  ask 
questions  there  concerning  his  proceed- 
ings, especially  now  that  members  have 
discovered  a  method  of  doing  this  in- 
directly. 

And  so  on,  and  so  forth.  The  thing  is 
to  be  done;  and  it  is  not  to  be  done. 
Everything  is  to  be  changed  and  nothing 
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is  to  be  changed.  The  problem  is  to  be 
faced  and  the  solution  to  be  shirked.  And 
the  word  of  Dickens  is  to  be  justified. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  JOINT  SELECT 
COMMITTEE 

Let  me  now  tell  the  story  of  the  Com- 
mittee in  greater  detail,  partly  as  a  con- 
tribution to  history;  partly  because,  like 
most  true  stories,  it  is  more  amusing  than 
the  official  story. 

All  commissions  of  public  enquiry  are 
more  or  less  intimidated  both  by  the 
interests  on  which  they  have  to  sit  in 
judgment  and,  when  their  members  are 
party  politicians,  by  the  votes  at  the  back 
of  those  interests;  but  this  unfortunate 
Committee  sat  under  a  quite  exceptional 
cross  fire.  First,  there  was  the  king.  The 
Censor  is  a  member  of  his  household 
retinue;  and  as  a  king's  retinue  has  to  be 
jealously  guarded  to  avoid  curtailment  of 
the  royal  state  no  matter  what  may  be 
the  function  of  the  particular  retainer 
threatened,  nothing  but  an  express  royal 
intimation  to  the  contrary,  which  is  a 
constitutional  impossibility,  could  have 
relieved  the  Committee  from  the  fear  of 
displeasing  the  king  by  any  proposal  to 
abolish  the  censorship  of  the  Lord 
Chamberlain.  Now  all  the  lords  on  the 
Committee  and  some  of  the  commoners 
could  have  been  wiped  out  of  society  (in 
their  sense  of  the  word)  by  the  slightest 
intimation  that  the  king  would  prefer  not 
to  meet  them;  and  this  was  a  heavy  risk 
to  run  on  the  chance  of  "a  great  and 
serious  national  drama"  ensuing  on  the 
removal  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain's  veto 
on  Mrs  Warren's  Profession.  Second, 
there  was  the  Nonconformist  conscience, 
holding  the  Liberal  Government  respon- 
sible for  the  Committee  it  had  appointed, 
and  holding  also,  to  the  extent  of  votes 
enough  to  turn  the  scale  in  some  con- 
stituencies, that  the  theatre  is  the  gate  of 
hell,  to  be  tolerated,  as  vice  is  tolerated, 
only  because  the  power  to  suppress  it 


could  not  be  given  to  any  public  body 
without  too  serious  an  interference  with 
certain  Liberal  traditions  of  liberty  which 
are  still  useful  to  Nonconformists  in  other 
directions.  Third,  there  was  the  com- 
mercial interest  of  the  theatrical  managers 
and  their  syndicates  of  backers  in  the 
City,  to  whom,  as  I  shall  shew  later  on, 
the  censorship  affords  a  cheap  insurance 
of  enormous  value.  Fourth,  there  was  the 
powerful  interest  of  the  trade  in  intoxi- 
cating liquors,  fiercely  determined  to  re- 
sist any  extension  of  the  authority  of 
teetotaller -led  local  governing  bodies 
over  theatres.  Fifth,  there  were  the  play- 
wrights, without  political  power,  but 
with  a  very  close  natural  monopoly  of  a 
talent  not  only  for  play-writing  but  for 
satirical  polemics.  And  since  every  inter- 
est has  its  opposition,  all  these  influences 
had  created  hostile  bodies  by  the  opera- 
tion of  the  mere  impulse  to  contradict 
them,  always  strong  in  English  human 
nature. 

WHY  THE  MANAGERS    LOVE  THE 
CENSORSHIP 

The  only  one  of  these  influences  which 
seems  to  be  generally  misunderstood  is 
that  of  the  managers.  It  has  been  assumed 
repeatedly  that  managers  and  authors  are 
affected  in  the  same  way  by  the  censor- 
ship. When  a  prominent  author  protests 
against  the  censorship,  his  opinion  is  sup- 
posed to  be  balanced  by  that  of  some 
prominent  manager  who  declares  that  the 
censorship  is  the  mainstay  of  the  theatre, 
and  his  relations  with  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain and  the  Examiner  of  Plays  a  cherished 
privilege  and  an  inexhaustible  joy.  This 
error  was  not  removed  by  the  evidence 
given  before  the  Joint  Select  Committee. 
The  managers  did  not  make  their  case 
clear  there,  partly  because  they  did  not 
understand  it,  and  partly  because  their 
most  eminent  witnesses  were  not  person- 
ally affected  by  it,  and  would  not  con- 
descend to  plead  it,  feeling  themselves, 
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on  the  contrary,  compelled  by  their  self- 
respect  to  admit  and  even  emphasize  the 
fact  that  the  Lord  Chamberlain  in  the 
exercise  of  his  duties  as  licenser  had  done 
those  things  which  he  ought  not  to  have 
done,  and  left  undone  those  things  which 
he  ought  to  have  done.  Mr  Forbes 
Robertson  and  Sir  Herbert  Tree,  for 
instance,  had  never  felt  the  real  disadvan- 
tage of  which  managers  have  to  complain. 
This  disadvantage  was  not  put  directly  to 
the  Committee;  and  though  the  managers 
are  against  me  on  the  question  of  the 
censorship,  I  will  now  put  their  case  for 
them  as  they  should  have  put  it  them- 
selves, and  as  it  can  be  read  between  the 
lines  of  their  evidence  when  once  the 
reader  has  the  clue. 

The  manager  of  a  theatre  is  a  man  of 
business.  He  is  not  an  expert  in  politics, 
religion,  art,  literature,  philosophy,  or 
law.  He  calls  in  a  playwright  just  as  he 
calls  in  a  doctor,  or  consults  a  lawyer,  or 
engages  an  architect,  depending  on  the 
playwright's  reputation  and  past  achieve- 
ments for  a  satisfactory  result.  A  play  by 
an  unknown  man  may  attract  him  suffi- 
ciently to  induce  him  to  give  that  un- 
known man  a  trial;  but  this  does  not 
occur  often  enough  to  be  taken  into 
account:  his  normal  course  is  to  resort  to 
a  well-known  author  and  take  (mostly 
with  misgiving)  what  he  gets  from  him. 
Now  this  does  not  cause  any  anxiety  to 
Mr  Forbes  Robertson  and  Sir  Herbert 
Tree,  because  they  are  only  incidentally 
managers  and  men  of  business:  primarily 
they  are  highly  cultivated  artists,  quite 
capable  of  judging  for  themselves  any- 
thing that  the  most  abstruse  playwright 
is  likely  to  put  before  them.  But  the  plain- 
sailing  tradesman  who  must  be  taken  as 
the  typical  manager  (for  the  west  end  of 
London  is  not  the  whole  theatrical  world) 
is  by  no  means  equally  qualified  to  judge 
whether  a  play  is  safe  from  prosecution 
or  not.  He  may  not  understand  it,  may 
not  like  it,  may  not  know  what  the  author 


is  driving  at,  may  have  no  knowledge  of 
the  ethical,  political,  and  sectarian  con- 
troversies which  may  form  the  intellectual 
fabric  of  the  play,  and  may  honestly  see 
nothing  but  an  ordinary  "character  part" 
in  a  stage  figure  which  may  be  a  libellous 
and  unmistakeable  caricature  of  some 
eminent  living  person  of  whom  he  has 
never  heard.  Yet  if  he  produces  the  play 
he  is  legally  responsible  just  as  if  he  had 
written  it  himself.  Without  protection  he 
may  find  himself  in  the  dock  answering 
a  charge  of  blasphemous  libel,  seditious 
libel,  obscene  libel,  or  all  three  together, 
not  to  mention  the  possibility  of  a  private 
action   for   defamatory   libel.   His   sole 
refuge  is  the  opinion  of  the  Examiner 
of  Plays,  his  sole  protection  the  licence 
of  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  A  refusal  to 
license  does  not  hurt  him,  because  he  can 
produce  another  play:  it  is  the  author 
who  suffers.  The  granting  of  the  licence 
practically  places  him  above  the  law;  for 
though  it  may  be  legally  possible  to 
prosecute  a  licensed  play,  nobody  ever 
dreams  of  doing  it.  The  really  responsible 
person,  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  could  not 
be  put  into  the  dock;  and  the  manager 
could  not  decently  be  convicted  when  he 
could  produce  in  his  defence  a  certificate 
from   the   chief  officer   of  the   King's 
Household  that  the  play  was  a  proper 
one. 

A  TWO   GUINEA   INSURANCE   POLICY 

The  censorship,  then,  provides  the 
manager,  at  the  negligible  premium  of 
two  guineas  per  play,  with  an  effective 
insurance  against  the  author  getting  him 
into  trouble,  and  a  complete  relief  from 
all  conscientious  responsibility  for  the 
character  of  the  entertainment  at  his 
theatre.  Under  such  circumstances,  man- 
agers would  be  more  than  human  if  they 
did  not  regard  the  censorship  as  their 
most  valuable  privilege.  This  is  the  simple 
explanation  of  the  rally  of  the  managers 
and  their  Associations  to  the  defence  of 
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the  censorship,  of  their  reiterated  resolu- 
tions of  confidence  in  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain, of  their  presentations  of  plate,  and, 
generally,  of  their  enthusiastic  content- 
ment with  the  present  system,  all  in  such 
startling  contrast  to  the  denunciations  of 
the  censorship  by  the  authors.  It  also 
explains  why  the  managerial  witnesses 
who  had  least  to  fear  from  the  Censor 
were  the  most  reluctant  in  his  defence, 
whilst  those  whose  practice  it  is  to  strain 
his  indulgence  to  the  utmost  were  almost 
rapturous  in  his  praise.  There  would  be 
absolute  unanimity  among  the  managers 
in  favor  of  the  censorship  if  they  were 
all  simply  tradesmen.  Even  those  actor- 
managers  who  made  no  secret  before  the 
Committee  of  their  contempt  for  the 
present  operation  of  the  censorship,  and 
their  indignation  at  being  handed  over  to 
a  domestic  official  as  casual  servants  of  a 
specially  disorderly  kind,  demanded,  not 
the  abolition  of  the  institution,  but  such 
a  reform  as  might  make  it  consistent  with 
their  dignity  and  unobstructive  to  their 
higher  artistic  aims.  Feeling  no  personal 
need  for  protection  against  the  author, 
they  perhaps  forgot  the  plight  of  many  a 
manager  to  whom  the  modern  advanced 
drama  is  so  much  Greek;  but  they  did 
feel  very  strongly  the  need  of  being  pro- 
tected against  Vigilance  Societies  and 
Municipalities  and  common  informers  in 
a  country  where  a  large  section  of  the 
community  still  believes  that  art  of  all 
kinds  is  inherently  sinful. 

WHY  THE   GOVERNMENT   INTERFERED 

It  may  now  be  asked  how  a  Liberal 
government  had  been  persuaded  to 
meddle  at  all  with  a  question  in  which  so 
many  conflicting  interests  were  involved, 
and  which  had  probably  no  electoral  value 
whatever.  Many  simple  souls  believed 
that  it  was  because  certain  severely  vir- 
tuous plays  by  Ibsen,  by  M.  Brieux,  by 
Mr  Granville  Barker,  and  by  me,  were 
suppressed  by  the  censorship,  whilst  plays 


of  a  scandalous  character  were  licensed 
without  demur.  No  doubt  this  influenced 
public  opinion;  but  those  who  imagine 
that  it  could  influence  British  govern- 
ments little  know  how  remote  from  public 
opinion  and  how  full  of  their  own  little 
family  and  party  affairs  British  govern- 
ments, both  Liberal  and  Unionist,  still 
are.  The  censorship  scandal  had  existed 
for  years  without  any  parliamentary 
action  being  taken  in  the  matter,  and 
might  have  existed  for  as  many  more  had 
it  not  happened  in  1906  that  Mr  Robert 
Vernon  Harcourt  entered  parliament  as  a 
member  of  the  Liberal  Party,  of  which 
his  father  had  been  one  of  the  leaders 
during  the  Gladstone  era.  Mr  Harcourt 
was  thus  a  young  man  marked  out  for 
office  both  by  his  parentage  and  his  un- 
questionable social  position  as  one  of  the 
governing  class.  Also,  and  this  was  much 
less  usual,  he  was  brilliantly  clever,  and 
was  the  author  of  a  couple  of  plays  of 
remarkable  promise.  Mr  Harcourt  in- 
formed his  leaders  that  he  was  going  to 
take  up  the  subject  of  the  censorship. 
The  leaders,  recognizing  his  hereditary 
right  to  a  parliamentary  canter  of  some 
sort  as  a  prelude  to  his  public  career,  and 
finding  that  all  the  clever  people  seemed 
to  be  agreed  that  the  censorship  was  an 
anti-Liberal  institution  and  an  abomin- 
able nuisance  to  boot,  indulged  him  by 
appointing  a  Select  Committee  of  both 
Houses  to  investigate  the  subject.  The 
then  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  Lan- 
caster, Mr  Herbert  Samuel  (now  Post- 
master-General), who  had  made  his  way 
into  the  Cabinet  twenty  years  ahead  of 
the  usual  age,  was  made  Chairman.  Mr 
Robert  Harcourt  himself  was  of  course 
a  member.  With  him,  representing  the 
Commons,  were  Mr  Alfred  Mason,  a  man 
of  letters  who  had  won  a  seat  in  parlia- 
ment as  offhandedly  as  he  has  since  dis- 
carded it,  or  as  he  once  appeared  on  the 
stage  to  help  me  out  of  a  difficulty  in 
casting  Arms  and  the  Man  when  that 
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piece  was  the  newest  thing  in  the  ad- 
vanced drama.  There  was  Mr  Hugh  Law, 
an  Irish  member,  son  of  an  Irish  Chan- 
cellor, presenting  a  keen  and  joyous  front 
to  English  intellectual  sloth.  Above  all, 
there  was  Colonel  Lockwood  to  repre- 
sent at  one  stroke  the  Opposition  and  the 
average  popular  man.  This  he  did  by 
standing  up  gallantly  for  the  Censor,  to 
whose  support  the  Opposition  was  in  no 
way  committed,  and  by  visibly  defying 
the  most  cherished  conventions  of  the 
average  man  with  a  bunch  of  carnations 
in  his  buttonhole  as  large  as  a  dinner- 
plate,  which  would  have  made  a  Bun- 
thorne  blench,  and  which  very  nearly 
did  make  Mr  Granville  Barker  (who  has 
an  antipathy  to  the  scent  of  carnations) 
faint. 

THE  PEERS  ON  THE  JOINT  SELECT 
COMMITTEE 

The  House  of  Lords  then  proceeded  to 
its  selection.  As  fashionable  drama  in 
Paris  and  London  concerns  itself  almost 
exclusively  with  adultery,  the  first  choice 
fell  on  Lord  Gorell,  who  had  for  many 
years  presided  over  the  Divorce  Court. 
Lord  Plymouth,  who  had  been  Chairman 
to  the  Shakespear  Memorial  project  (now 
merged  in  the  Shakespear  Memorial 
National  Theatre),  was  obviously  marked 
out  for  selection;  and  it  was  generally 
expected  that  the  Lords  Lytton  and  Esher, 
who  had  taken  a  prominent  part  in  the 
same  movement,  would  have  been  added. 
This  expectation  was  not  fulfilled.  In- 
stead, Lord  Willoughby  de  Broke,  who 
had  distinguished  himself  as  an  amateur 
actor,  was  selected  along  with  Lord  New- 
ton, whose  special  qualifications  for  the 
Committee,  if  he  had  any,  were  unknown 
to  the  public.  Finally  Lord  Ribblesdale, 
the  argute  son  of  a  Scotch  mother,  was 
thrown  in  to  make  up  for  any  shortcoming 
in  intellectual  subtlety  that  might  arise  in 
the  case  of  his  younger  colleagues;  and 
this  completed  the  two  teams. 


THE  COMMITTEE'S  ATTITUDE  TOWARDS 
THE  THEATRE 

In  England,  thanks  chiefly  to  the  cen- 
sorship, the  theatre  is  not  respected.  It  is 
indulged  and  despised  as  a  department  of 
what  is  politely  called  gaiety.  It  is  there- 
fore not  surprising  that  the  majority  of 
the  Committee  began  by  taking  its  work 
uppishly  and  carelessly.  When  it  dis- 
covered that  the  contemporary  drama, 
licensed  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  in- 
cluded plays  which  could  be  described 
only  behind  closed  doors,  and  in  the  dis- 
comfort which  attends  discussions  of  very 
nasty  subjects  between  men  of  widely 
different  ages,  it  calmly  put  its  own  con- 
venience before  its  public  duty  by  ruling 
that  there  should  be  no  discussion  of 
particular  plays,  much  as  if  a  committee 
on  temperance  were  to  rule  that  drunken- 
ness was  not  a  proper  subject  of  con- 
versation among  gentlemen. 

A  BAD  BEGINNING 

This  was  a  bad  beginning.  Everybody 
knew  that  in  England  the  censorship 
would  not  be  crushed  by  the  weight  of 
the  constitutional  argument  against  it, 
heavy  as  that  was,  unless  it  were  also 
brought  home  to  the  Committee  and  to 
the  public  that  it  had  sanctioned  and  pro- 
tected the  very  worst  practicable  ex- 
amples of  the  kind  of  play  it  professed  to 
extirpate.  For  it  must  be  remembered 
that  the  other  half  of  the  practical  side  of 
the  case,  dealing  with  the  merits  of  the 
plays  it  had  suppressed,  could  never 
secure  a  unanimous  assent.  If  the  Censor 
had  suppressed  Hamlet,  as  he  most  cer- 
tainly would  have  done  had  it  been  sub- 
mitted to  him  as  a  new  play,  he  would 
have  been  supported  by  a  large  body  of 
people  to  whom  incest  is  a  tabooed  subject 
which  must  not  be  mentioned  on  the 
stage  or  anywhere  else  outside  a  criminal 
court.  Hamlet,  GEdipus,  and  The  Cenci, 
Mrs  Warren's  Profession,  Brieux's  Mater- 
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nite,  and  Les  Avaries,  Maeterlinck's 
Monna  Vanna  and  Mr  Granville  Barker's 
Waste  may  or  may  not  be  great  poems, 
or  edifying  sermons,  or  important  docu- 
ments, or  charming  romances:  our  tribal 
citizens  know  nothing  about  that  and  do 
not  want  to  know  anything:  all  that  they 
do  know  is  that  incest,  prostitution,  abor- 
tion, contagious  diseases,  and  nudity  are 
improper,  and  that  all  conversations,  or 
books,  or  plays  in  which  they  are  dis- 
cussed are  improper  conversations,  im- 
proper books,  improper  plays,  and  should 
not  be  allowed.  The  Censor  may  prohibit 
all  such  plays  with  complete  certainty 
that  there  will  be  a  chorus  of  "Quite  right 
too"  sufficient  to  drown  the  protests  of 
the  few  who  know  better.  The  Achilles 
heel  of  the  censorship  is  therefore  not  the 
fine  plays  it  has  suppressed,  but  the 
abominable  plays  it  has  licensed:  plays 
which  the  Committee  itself  had  to  turn 
the  public  out  of  the  room  and  close  the 
doors  before  it  could  discuss,  and  which 
I  myself  have  found  it  impossible  to  ex- 
pose in  the  press  because  no  editor  of  a 
paper  or  magazine  intended  for  general 
family  reading  could  admit  into  his 
columns  the  baldest  narration  of  the 
stories  which  the  Censor  has  not  only 
tolerated  but  expressly  certified  as  fitting 
for  presentation  on  the  stage.  When  the 
Committee  ruled  out  this  part  of  the  case 
it  shook  the  confidence  of  the  authors  in 
its  impartiality  and  its  seriousness.  Of 
course  it  was  not  able  to  enforce  its  ruling 
thoroughly.  Plays  which  were  merely 
lightminded  and  irresponsible  in  their 
viciousness  were  repeatedly  mentioned 
by  Mr  Harcourt  and  others.  But  the  really 
detestable  plays,  which  would  have 
damned  the  censorship  beyond  all  apology 
or  salvation,  were  never  referred  to;  and 
the  moment  Mr  Harcourt  or  anyone  else 
made  the  Committee  uncomfortable  by  a 
move  in  their  direction,  the  ruling  was 
appealed  to  at  once,  and  die  censorship 
saved. 


A  COMIC   INTERLUDE 

It  was  part  of  this  nervous  dislike  of 
the  unpleasant  part  of  its  business  that  led 
to  the  comic  incident  of  the  Committee's 
sudden  discovery  that  I  had  insulted  it, 
and  its  suspension  of  its  investigation  for 
the  purpose  of  elaborately  insulting  me 
back  again.  Comic  to  the  lookers-on,  that 
is;  for  the  majority  of  the  Committee 
made  no  attempt  to  conceal  the  fact  that 
they  were  wildly  angry  with  me;  and  I, 
though  my  public  experience  and  skill  in 
acting  enabled  me  to  maintain  an  appear- 
ance of  imperturbable  good-humor,  was 
equally  furious.  The  friction  began  as 
follows. 

The  precedents  for  the  conduct  of  the 
Committee  were  to  be  found  in  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  Committee  of  1892.  That 
Committee,  no  doubt  recognizing  the 
absurdity  of  calling  on  distinguished 
artists  to  give  their  views  before  it,  and 
then  refusing  to  allow  them  to  state  their 
views  except  in  nervous  replies  to  such 
questions  as  it  might  suit  members  to  put 
to  them,  allowed  Sir  Henry  Irving  and 
Sir  John  Hare  to  prepare  and  read  written 
statements,  and  formally  invited  them  to 
read  them  to  the  Committee  before  being 
questioned.  I  accordingly  prepared  such 
a  statement.  For  the  greater  convenience 
of  the  Committee,  I  offered  to  have  this 
statement  printed  at  my  own  expense, 
and  to  supply  the  members  with  copies. 
The  offer  was  accepted;  and  the  copies 
supplied.  I  also  offered  to  provide  the 
Committee  with  copies  of  those  plays  of 
mine  which  had  been  refused  a  licence  by 
the  Lord  Chamberlain.  That  offer  also 
was  accepted;  and  the  books  duly  sup- 
plied. 

AN  ANTI-SHAVIAN   PANIC 

As  far  as  I  can  guess,  the  next  thing 
that  happened  was  that  some  timid  or 
unawakened  member  of  the  Committee 
read  my  statement  and  was  frightened  or 
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scandalized  out  of  his  wits  by  it.  At  all 
events  it  is  certain  that  the  majority  of 
the  Committee  allowed  themselves  to  be 
persuaded  to  refuse  to  allow  any  state- 
ment to  be  read;  but  to  avoid  the  appear- 
ance of  pointing  this  expressly  at  me,  the 
form  adopted  was  a  resolution  to  adhere 
strictly  to  precedence,  the  Committee 
being  then  unaware  that  the  precedents 
were  on  my  side.  Accordingly,  when  I 
appeared  before  the  Committee,  and  pro- 
posed to  read  my  statement  "according 
to  precedent/'  the  Committee  was  visibly 
taken  aback.  The  Chairman  was  bound 
by  the  letter  of  the  decision  arrived  at  to 
allow  me  to  read  my  statement,  since  that 
course  was  according  to  precedent;  but  as 
this  was  exactly  what  the  decision  was 
meant  to  prevent,  the  majority  of  the 
Committee  would  have  regarded  this 
hoisting  of  them  with  their  own  petard  as 
a  breach  of  faith  on  the  part  of  the  Chair- 
man, who,  I  infer,  was  not  in  agreement 
with  the  suppress! ve  majority.  There  was 
nothing  for  it,  after  a  somewhat  awkward 
pause,  but  to  clear  me  and  the  public  out 
of  the  room  and  reconsider  the  situation 
in  camera.  When  the  doors  were  opened 
again  I  was  informed  simply  that  the 
Committee  would  not  hear  my  state- 
ment. But  as  the  Committee  could  not 
very  decently  refuse  my  evidence  alto- 
gether, the  Chairman,  with  a  printed  copy 
of  my  statement  in  his  hand  as  "proof," 
was  able  to  come  to  the  rescue  to  some 
extent  by  putting  to  me  a  series  of  ques- 
tions to  which  no  doubt  I  might  have 
replied  by  taking  another  copy  out  of  my 
pocket,  and  quoting  my  statement  para- 
graph by  paragraph,  as  some  of  the  later 
witnesses  did.  But  as  in  offering  the  Com- 
mittee my  statement  for  burial  in  their 
bluebookl  had  made  a  considerable  sacri- 
fice, being  able  to  secure  greater  publicity 
for  it  by  independent  publication  on  my 
own  account;  and  as,  further,  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  refusal  made  it  offen- 
sive enough  to  take  all  heart  out  of  the 


scrupulous  consideration  with  which  I  had 
so  far  treated  the  Committee,  I  was  not 
disposed  to  give  its  majority  a  second 
chance,  or  to  lose  the  opportunity  offered 
me  by  the  questions  to  fire  an  addi- 
tional broadside  into  the  censorship.  I 
pocketed  my  statement,  and  answered 
the  questions  viva  voce.  At  the  conclu- 
sion of  this,  my  examination-in-chief, 
the  Committee  adjourned,  asking  me 
to  present  myself  again  for  (virtually) 
cross-examination.  But  this  cross-exam- 
ination never  came  off,  as  the  sequel  will 
shew. 

A   RARE   AND   CURIOUS   FIRST  EDITION 

The  refusal  of  the  Committee  to  admit 
my  statement  had  not  unnaturally  created 
the  impression  that  it  must  be  a  scandalous 
document;  and  a  lively  demand  for  copies 
at  once  set  in.  And  among  the  very  first 
applicants  were  members  of  the  majority 
which  had  carried  the  decision  to  exclude 
the  document.  They  had  given  so  little 
attention  to  the  business  that  they  did  not 
know,  or  had  forgotten,  that  they  had 
already  been  supplied  with  copies  at  their 
own  request.  At  all  events,  they  came  to 
me  publicly  and  cleaned  me  out  of  the 
handful  of  copies  I  had  provided  for  dis- 
tribution to  the  press.  And  after  the  sitting 
it  was  intimated  to  me  that  yet  more 
copies  were  desired  for  the  use  of  the 
Committee:  a  demand,  under  the  circum- 
stances, of  breath-bereaving  coolness.  At 
the  same  time,  a  brisk  demand  arose  out- 
side the  Committee,  not  only  among 
people  who  were  anxious  to  read  what  I 
had  to  say  on  the  subject,  but  among 
victims  of  the  craze  for  collecting  first 
editions,  copies  of  privately  circulated 
pamphlets,  and  other  real  or  imaginary 
rarities.  Such  maniacs  will  cheerfully  pay 
five  guineas  for  any  piece  of  discarded  old 
rubbish  of  mine  when  they  will  not  pay 
as  many  shillings  for  a  clean  new  copy  of 
it,  because  everyone  else  can  get  it  for  the 
same  price  too. 
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THE   TIMES   TO   THE   RESCUE 


The  day  after  the  refusal  of  the  Com- 
mittee to  face  my  statement,  I  transferred 
the  scene  of  action  to  the  columns  of  The 
Times,  which  did  yeoman's  service  to  the 
public  on  this,  as  on  many  other  occa- 
sions, by  treating  the  question  as  a  public 
one  without  the  least  regard  to  the 
supposed  susceptibilities  of  the  Court  on 
the  one  side,  or  the  avowed  prejudices  of 
the  Free  Churches  or  the  interests  of  the 
managers  or  theatrical  speculators  on  the 
other.  The  Times  published  the  sum- 
marized conclusions  of  my  statement,  and 
gave  me  an  opportunity  of  saying  as 
much  as  it  was  then  advisable  to  say  of 
what  had  occurred.  For  it  must  be  re- 
membered that,  however  impatient  and 
contemptuous  I  might  feel  of  the  intel- 
lectual cowardice  shewn  by  the  majority 
of  the  Committee  face  to  face  with  my- 
self, it  was  none  the  less  necessary  to  keep 
up  its  prestige  in  every  possible  way,  not 
only  for  the  sake  of  the  dignity  and  im- 
portance of  the  matter  with  which  it  had 
to  deal,  and  in  the  hope  that  the  treatment 
of  subsequent  witnesses  and  the  final 
report  might  make  amends  for  a  feeble 
beginning,  but  also  out  of  respect  and 
consideration  for  the  minority.  For  it  is 
fair  to  say  that  the  majority  was  never 
more  than  a  bare  majority,  and  that  the 
worst  thing  the  Committee  did — the 
exclusion  of  references  to  particular  plays 
— was  perpetrated  in  the  absence  of  the 
Chairman. 

I,  therefore,  had  to  treat  the  Committee 
in  The  Times  very  much  better  than  its 
majority  deserved,  an  injustice  for  which 
I  now  apologize.  I  did  not,  however,  re- 
sist the  temptation  to  hint,  quite  good- 
humoredly,  that  my  politeness  to  the 
Committee  had  cost  me  quite  enough 
already,  and  that  I  was  not  prepared  to 
supply  the  members  of  the  Committee, 
or  anyone  else,  with  extra  copies  merely 
as  collectors'  curiosities. 


THE   COUNCIL   OF  TEN 

Then  the  fat  was  in  the  fire.  The 
majority,  chaffed  for  its  eagerness  to  ob- 
tain copies  of  scarce  pamphlets  retailable 
at  five  guineas,  went  dancing  mad.  When 
I  presented  myself,  as  requested,  for 
cross-examination,  I  found  the  doors  of 
the  Committee  room  shut,  and  the  corri- 
dors of  the  House  of  Lords  filled  by  a 
wondering  crowd,  to  whom  it  had  some- 
how leaked  out  that  something  terrible 
was  happening  inside.  It  could  not  be 
another  licensed  play  too  scandalous  to 
be  discussed  in  public,  because  the  Com- 
mittee had  decided  to  discuss  no  more  of 
these  examples  of  the  Censor's  notions  of 
purifying  the  stage;  and  what  else  the 
Committee  might  have  to  discuss  that 
might  not  be  heard  by  all  the  world  was 
not  easily  guessable. 

Without  suggesting  that  the  confidence 
of  the  Committee  was  in  any  way  violated 
by  any  of  its  members  further  than  was 
absolutely  necessary  to  clear  them  from 
suspicion  of  complicity  in  the  scene  which 
followed,  I  think  I  may  venture  to  con- 
jecture what  was  happening.  It  was  felt  by 
the  majority,  first,  that  it  must  be  cleared 
at  all  costs  of  the  imputation  of  having 
procured  more  than  one  copy  each  of  my 
statement,  and  that  one  not  from  any 
interest  in  an  undesirable  document  by  an 
irreverent  author,  but  in  the  reluctant  dis- 
charge of  its  solemn  public  duty;  second, 
that  a  terrible  example  must  be  made  of 
me  by  the  most  crushing  public  snub  in 
the  power  of  the  Committee  to  administer. 
To  throw  my  wretched  little  pamphlet  at 
my  head  and  to  kick  me  out  of  the  room 
was  the  passionate  impulse  which  pre- 
vailed in  spite  of  all  the  remonstrances  of 
the  Commoners,  seasoned  to  the  give- 
and-take  of  public  life,  and  of  the  single 
peer  who  kept  his  head.  The  others,  for 
the  moment,  had  no  heads  to  keep.  And 
the  fashion  in  which  they  proposed  to 
wreak  their  vengeance  was  as  follows. 
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THE   SENTENCE 

I  was  to  be  admitted,  as  a  lamb  to  the 
slaughter,  and  allowed  to  take  my  place 
as  if  for  further  examination.  The  Chair- 
man was  then  to  inform  me  coldly  that 
the  Committee  did  not  desire  to  have  any- 
thing more  to  say  to  me.  The  members 
were  thereupon  solemnly  to  hand  me 
back  the  copies  of  my  statement  as  so 
much  waste  paper,  and  I  was  to  be 
suffered  to  slink  away  with  what  counte- 
nance I  could  maintain  in  such  disgrace. 

But  this  plan  required  the  active  co- 
operation of  every  member  of  the  Com- 
mittee; and  whilst  the  majority  regarded 
it  as  an  august  and  impressive  vindication 
of  the  majesty  of  parliament,  the  minority 
regarded  it  with  equal  conviction  as  a 
puerile  tomfoolery,  and  declined  alto- 
gether to  act  their  allotted  parts  in  it. 
Besides,  they  did  not  all  want  to  part 
with  the  books.  For  instance,  Mr  Hugh 
Law,  being  an  Irishman,  with  an  Irish- 
man's sense  of  how  to  behave  like  a 
gallant  gentleman  on  occasion,  was  deter- 
mined to  be  able  to  assure  me  that  nothing 
should  induce  him  to  give  up  my  state- 
ment or  prevent  him  from  obtaining  and 
cherishing  as  many  copies  as  possible.  (I 
quote  this  as  an  example  to  the  House  of 
Lords  of  the  right  thing  to  say  in  such 
emergencies.)  So  the  program  had  to  be 
modified.  The  minority  could  not  prevent 
the  enraged  majority  from  refusing  to  ex- 
amine me  further;  nor  could  the  Chairman 
refuse  to  communicate  that  decision  to  me. 
Neither  could  the  minority  object  to  the 
secretary  handing  me  back  such  copies  as 
he  could  collect  from  the  majority.  And 
at  that  the  matter  was  left.  The  doors  were 
opened;  the  audience  trooped  in;  I  was 
called  to  my  place  in  the  dock  (so  to 
speak);  and  all  was  ready  for  the  sacrifice. 

THE  EXECUTION 

Alas!  the  majority  reckoned  without 
Colonel  Lockwood.  That  hardy  and  un- 


daunted veteran  refused  to  shirk  his  share 
in  the  scene  merely  because  the  minority 
was  recalcitrant  and  the  majority  perhaps 
subject  to  stage  fright.  When  Mr  Samuel 
had  informed  me  that  the  Committee  had 
no  further  questions  to  ask  me  with  an 
urbanity  which  gave  the  public  no  clue 
as  to  the  temper  of  the  majority;  when  I 
had  jumped  up  with  the  proper  air  of 
relief  and  gratitude;  when  the  secretary 
had  handed  me  his  little  packet  of  books 
with  an  affability  which  effectually  con- 
cealed his  dramatic  function  as  execu- 
tioner; when  the  audience  was  simply 
disappointed  at  being  baulked  of  the 
entertainment  of  hearing  Mr  Robert  Har- 
court  cross-examine  me;  in  short,  when 
the  situation  was  all  but  saved  by  the  tact 
of  the  Chairman  and  secretary,  Colonel 
Lockwood  rose,  with  all  his  carnations 
blazing,  and  gave  away  the  whole  case  by 
handing  me,  with  impressive  simplicity 
and  courtesy,  his  two  copies  of  the  precious 
statement.  And  I  believe  that  if  he  had 
succeeded  in  securing  ten,  he  would  have 
handed  them  all  back  to  me  with  the  most 
sincere  conviction  that  every  one  of  the 
ten  must  prove  a  crushing  addition  to  the 
weight  of  my  discomfiture.  I  still  cherish 
that  second  copy,  a  little  blue-bound 
pamphlet,  methodically  autographed 
"Lockwood  B"  among  my  most  valued 
literary  trophies* 

An  innocent  lady  told  me  afterwards 
that  she  never  knew  that  I  could  smile 
so  beautifully,  and  that  she  thought  it 
shewed  very  good  taste  on  my  part. 
I  was  not  conscious  of  smiling;  but  I 
should  have  embraced  the  Colonel  had  I 
dared.  As  it  was,  I  turned  expectantly  to 
his  colleagues,  mutely  inviting  them  to 
follow  his  example.  But  there  was  only 
one  Colonel  Lockwood  on  that  Com- 
mittee. No  eye  met  mine  except  minority 
eyes,  dancing  with  mischief.  There  was 
nothing  more  to  be  said.  I  went  home 
to  my  morning's  work,  and  returned  in 
the  afternoon  to  receive  the  apologies 
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of  the  minority  for  the  conduct  of  the 
majority,  and  to  see  Mr  Granville  Barker, 
overwhelmed  by  the  conscience-stricken 
politeness  of  the  now  almost  abject  Com- 
mittee, and  by  a  powerful  smell  of  carna- 
tions, heading  the  long  list  of  playwrights 
who  came  there  to  testify  against  the 
censorship,  and  whose  treatment,  I  am 
happy  to  say,  was  everything  they  could 
have  desired. 

After  all,  ridiculous  as  the  scene  was, 
Colonel  Lockwood's  simplicity  and  cour- 
age were  much  more  serviceable  to  his 
colleagues  than  their  own  inept  coup  de 
theatre  would  have  been  if  he  had  not 
spoiled  it.  It  was  plain  to  everyone  that 
he  had  acted  in  entire  good  faith,  without 
a  thought  as  to  these  apparently  insig- 
nificant little  books  being  of  any  import- 
ance or  having  caused  me  or  anybody  else 
any  trouble,  and  that  he  was  wounded  in 
his  most  sensitive  spot  by  the  construc- 
tion my  Times  letter  had  put  on  his 
action.  And  in  Colonel  Lockwood's  case 
one  saw  the  case  of  his  party  on  the  Com- 
mittee. They  had  simply  been  thought- 
less in  the  matter. 

I  hope  nobody  will  suppose  that  this 
in  any  way  exonerates  them.  When 
people  accept  public  service  for  one  of 
the  most  vital  duties  that  can  arise  in  our 
society,  they  have  no  right  to  be  thought- 
less. In  spite  of  the  fun  of  the  scene  on 
the  surface,  my  public  sense  was,  and  still 
is,  very  deeply  offended  by  it.  It  made  an 
end  for  me  of  the  claim  of  the  majority  to 
be  taken  seriously.  When  the  Govern- 
ment comes  to  deal  with  the  question,  as 
it  presumably  will  before  long,  I  invite  it 
to  be  guided  by  the  Chairman,  the  minor- 
ity, and  by  the  witnesses  according  to 
their  weight,  and  to  pay  no  attention 
whatever  to  those  recommendations 
which  were  obviously  inserted  solely  to 
conciliate  the  majority  and  get  the  re- 
port through  and  the  Committee  done 
with. 

My  evidence  will  be  found  in  the  Blue- 


book,  pp.  46-53.  And  here  is  the  terrible 
statement  which  the  Committee  went 
through  so  much  to  suppress. 


THE  REJECTED  STATEMENT- 
PART  I 

THE  WITNESS'S  QUALIFICATIONS 

I  am  by  profession  a  playwright.  I  have 
been  in  practice  since  1892. 1  am  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Managing  Committee  of  the 
Society  of  Authors  and  of  the  Dramatic 
Sub-Committee  of  that  body.  I  have 
written  nineteen  plays,  some  of  which 
have  been  translated  and  performed  in 
all  European  countries  except  Turkey, 
Greece,  and  Portugal.  They  have  been 
performed  extensively  in  America.  Three 
of  them  have  been  refused  licences  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain.  In  one  case  a  licence 
has  since  been  granted.  The  other  two 
are  still  unlicensed.  I  have  suffered  both 
in  pocket  and  reputation  by  the  action  of 
the  Lord  Chamberlain.  In  other  countries 
I  have  not  come  into  conflict  with  the 
censorship  except  in  Austria,  where  the 
production  of  a  comedy  of  mine  was 
postponed  for  a  year  because  it  alluded  to 
the  part  taken  by  Austria  in  the  Servo- 
Bulgarian  war.  This  comedy  was  not  one 
of  the  plays  suppressed  in  England  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain.  One  of  the  plays  so 
suppressed  was  prosecuted  in  America  by 
the  police  in  consequence  of  an  immense 
crowd  of  disorderly  persons  having  been 
attracted  to  the  first  performance  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain's  condemnation  of  it; 
but  on  appeal  to  a  higher  court  it  was 
decided  that  the  representation  was  lawful 
and  the  intention  innocent,  since  when  it 
has  been  repeatedly  performed. 

I  am  not  an  ordinary  playwright  in 
general  practice.  I  am  a  specialist  in  im- 
moral and  heretical  plays.  My  reputation 
has  been  gained  by  my  persistent  struggle 
to  force  the  public  to  reconsider  its 
morals.  In  particular,  I  regard  much  cur- 
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rent  morality  as  to  economic  and  sexual 
relations  as  disastrously  wrong;  and  I 
regard  certain  doctrines  of  the  Christian 
religion  as  understood  in  England  today 
with  abhorrence.  I  write  plays  with  the 
deliberate  object  of  converting  the  nation 
to  my  opinions  in  these  matters.  I  have 
no  other  effectual  incentive  to  write  plays, 
as  I  am  not  dependent  on  the  theatre  for 
my  livelihood.  If  I  were  prevented  from 
producing  immoral  and  heretical  plays,  I 
should  cease  to  write  for  the  theatre,  and 
propagate  my  views  from  the  platform 
and  through  books.  I  mention  these  facts 
to  shew  that  I  have  a  special  interest  in 
the  achievement  by  my  profession  of 
those  rights  of  liberty  of  speech  and  con- 
science which  are  matters  of  course  in 
other  professions.  I  object  to  censorship 
not  merely  because  the  existing  form  of 
it  grievously  injures  and  hinders  me 
individually,  but  on  public  grounds. 

THE  DEFINITION  OF   IMMORALITY 

In  dealing  with  the  question  of  the 
censorship,  everything  depends  on  the 
correct  use  of  the  word  immorality,  and 
a  careful  discrimination  between  the 
powers  of  a  magistrate  or  judge  to  ad- 
minister a  code,  and  those  of  a  censor  to 
please  himself. 

Whatever  is  contrary  to  established 
manners  and  customs  is  immoral.  An 
immoral  act  or  doctrine  is  not  necessarily 
a  sinful  one:  on  the  contrary,  every  ad- 
vance in  thought  and  conduct  is  by 
definition  immoral  until  it  has  converted 
the  majority.  For  this  reason  it  is  of  the 
most  enormous  importance  that  immor- 
ality should  be  protected  jealously  against 
the  attacks  of  those  who  have  no  standard 
except  the  standard  of  custom,  and  who 
regard  any  attack  on  custom — that  is,  on 
morals — as  an  attack  on  society,  on  re- 
ligion, and  on  virtue. 

A  censor  is  never  intentionally  a  pro- 
tector of  immorality.  He  always  aims  at 
the  protection  of  morality.  Now  morality 


is  extremely  valuable  to  society.  It  im- 
poses conventional  conduct  on  the  grea^ 
mass  of  persons  who  are  incapable  of 
original  ethical  judgment,  and  who  would 
be  quite  lost  if  they  were  not  in  leading- 
strings  devized  by  lawgivers,  philo- 
sophers, prophets,  and  poets  for  their 
guidance.  But  morality  is  not  dependent 
on  censorship  for  protection.  It  is  already 
powerfully  fortified  by  the  magistracy 
and  the  whole  body  of  law.  Blasphemy, 
indecency,  libel,  treason,  sedition,  ob- 
scenity, profanity,  and  all  the  other  evils 
which  a  censorship  is  supposed  to  avert, 
are  punishable  by  the  civil  magistrate 
with  all  the  severity  of  vehement  pre- 
judice. Morality  has  not  only  every  engine 
that  lawgivers  can  devize  in  full  operation 
for  its  protection,  but  also  that  enormous 
weight  of  public  opinion  enforced  by 
social  ostracism  which  is  stronger  than  all 
the  statutes.  A  censor  pretending  to  pro- 
tect morality  is  like  a  child  pushing  the 
cushions  of  a  railway  carriage  to  give 
itself  the  sensation  of  making  the  train 
travel  at  sixty  miles  an  hour.  It  is  im- 
morality, not  morality,  that  needs  pro- 
tection: it  is  morality,  not  immorality, 
that  needs  restraint;  for  morality,  with 
all  the  dead  weight  of  human  inertia  and 
superstition  to  hang  on  the  back  of  the 
pioneer,  and  all  the  malice  of  vulgarity 
and  prejudice  to  threaten  him,  is  respon- 
sible for  many  persecutions  and  many 
martyrdoms. 

Persecutions  and  martyrdoms,  how- 
ever, are  trifles  compared  to  the  mischief 
done  by  censorships  in  delaying  the 
general  march  of  enlightenment.  This 
can  be  brought  home  to  us  by  imagining 
what  would  have  been  the  effect  of  apply- 
ing to  all  literature  the  censorship  we 
still  apply  to  the  stage.  The  works  of 
Linnaeus  and  the  evolutionists  of  1790- 
1830,  of  Darwin,  Wallace,  Huxley, 
Helmholtz,  Tyndall,  Spencer,  Carlyle, 
Ruskin,  and  Samuel  Butler,  would  not 
have  been  published,  as  they  were  all 


412 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


immoral  and  heretical  in  the  very  highest 
degree,  and  gave  pain  to  many  worthy 
and  .pious  people.  They  are  at  present 
condemned  by  the  Greek  and  Roman 
Catholic  censorships  as  unfit  for  general 
reading.  A  censorship  of  conduct  would 
have  been  equally  disastrous.  The  dis- 
loyalty of  Hampden  and  of  Washington; 
the  revolting  immorality  of  Luther  in  not 
only  marrying  when  he  was  a  priest,  but 
actually  marrying  a  nun;  the  heterodoxy 
of  Galileo;  the  shocking  blasphemies  and 
sacrileges  of  Mahomet  against  the  idols 
whom  he  dethroned  to  make  way  for  his 
conception  of  one  god;  the  still  more 
startling  blasphemy  of  Jesus  when  He 
declared  God  to  be  the  son  of  man  and 
Himself  to  be  the  son  of  God,  are  all 
examples  of  shocking  immoralities  (every 
immorality  shocks  somebody),  the  sup- 
pression and  extinction  of  which  would 
have  been  more  disastrous  than  the  ut- 
most mischief  that  can  be  conceived  as 
ensuing  from  the  toleration  of  vice. 

These  facts,  glaring  as  they  are,  are 
disguised  by  the  promotion  of  immoral- 
ities into  moralities  which  is  constantly 
going  on.  Christianity  and  Mahometan- 
ism,  once  thought  of  and  dealt  with 
exactly  as  Anarchism  is  thought  of  and 
dealt  with  today,  have  become  established 
religions;  and  fresh  immoralities  are  per- 
secuted in  their  name.  The  truth  is  that 
the  vast  majority  of  persons  professing 
these  religions  have  never  been  anything 
but  simple  moralists.  The  respectable 
Englishman  who  is  a  Christian  because 
he  was  born  in  Clapham  would  be  a 
Mahometan  for  the  cognate  reason  if  he 
had  been  born  in  Constantinople.  He  has 
never  willingly  tolerated  immorality.  He 
did  not  adopt  any  innovation  until  it  had 
become  moral;  and  then  he  adopted  it, 
not  on  its  merits,  but  solely  because  it 
had  become  moral.  In  doing  so  he  never 
realized  that  it  had  ever  been  immoral: 
consequently  its  early  struggles  taught 
him  no  lesson;  and  he  has  opposed  the 


next  step  in  human  progress  as  indignantly 
as  if  neither  manners,  customs,  nor 
thought  had  ever  changed  since  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world.  Toleration  must  be 
imposed  on  him  as  a  mystic  and  painful 
duty  by  his  spiritual  and  political  leaders, 
or  he  will  condemn  the  world  to  stagna- 
tion, which  is  the  penalty  of  an  inflexible 
morality. 

WHAT  TOLERATION  MEANS 

This  must  be  done  all  the  more  arbi- 
trarily because  it  is  not  possible  to  make 
the  ordinary  moral  man  understand  what 
toleration  and  liberty  really  mean.  He 
will  accept  them  verbally  with  alacrity, 
even  with  enthusiasm,  because  the  word 
toleration  has  been  moralized  by  eminent 
Whigs;  but  what  he  means  by  toleration 
is  toleration  of  doctrines  that  he  con- 
siders enlightened,  and,  by  liberty,  liberty 
to  do  what  he  considers  right:  that  is,  he 
does  not  mean  toleration  or  liberty  at  all; 
for  there  is  no  need  to  tolerate  what 
appears  enlightened  or  to  claim  liberty  to 
do  what  most  people  consider  right. 
Toleration  and  liberty  have  no  sense  or 
use  except  as  toleration  of  opinions  that 
are  considered  damnable,  and  liberty  to 
do  what  seems  wrong.  Setting  English- 
men free  to  marry  their  deceased  wife's 
sisters  is  not  tolerated  by  the  people  who 
approve  of  it,  but  by  the  people  who  re- 
gard it  as  incestuous.  Catholic  Emancipa- 
tion and  the  admission  of  Jews  to  parlia- 
ment needed  no  toleration  from  Catholics 
and  Jews:  the  toleration  they  needed  was 
that  of  the  people  who  regarded  the  one 
measure  as  a  facilitation  of  idolatry,  and 
the  other  as  a  condonation  of  the  cruci- 
fixion. Clearly  such  toleration  is  not 
clamored  for  by  the  multitude  or  by  the 
press  which  reflects  its  prejudices.  It  is 
essentially  one  of  those  abnegations  of 
passion  and  prejudice  which  the  com- 
mon man  submits  to  because  uncommon 
men  whom  he  respects  as  wiser  than 
himself  assure  him  that  it  must  be  so,  or 
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the  higher  affairs  of  human  destiny  will 
suffer. 

Such  submission  is  the  more  difficult 
because  the  arguments  against  tolerating 
immorality  are  the  same  as  the  arguments 
against  tolerating  murder  and  theft;  and 
this  is  why  the  Censor  seems  to  the 
inconsiderate  as  obviously  desirable  a 
functionary  as  the  police  magistrate.  But 
there  is  this  simple  and  tremendous 
difference  between  the  cases:  that  whereas 
no  evil  can  conceivably  result  from  the 
total  suppression  of  murder  and  theft, 
and  all  communities  prosper  in  direct 
proportion  to  such  suppression,  the  total 
suppression  of  immorality,  especially  in 
matters  of  religion  and  sex,  would  stop 
enlightenment,  and  produce  what  used  to 
be  called  a  Chinese  civilization  until  the 
Chinese  lately  took  to  immoral  courses 
by  permitting  railway  contractors  to 
desecrate  the  graves  of  their  ancestors, 
and  their  soldiers  to  wear  clothes  which 
indecently  revealed  the  fact  that  they 
had  legs  and  waists  and  even  posteriors. 
At  about  the  same  moment  a  few  bold 
Englishwomen  ventured  on  the  immoral- 
ity of  riding  astride  their  horses,  a  practice 
that  has  since  established  itself  so  success- 
fully that  before  another  generation  has 
passed  away  there  may  not  be  a  new  side- 
saddle in  England,  or  a  woman  who  could 
use  it  if  there  was. 

THE  CASE   FOR  TOLERATION 

Accordingly,  there  has  risen  among 
wise  and  far-sighted  men  a  perception  of 
the  need  for  setting  certain  departments 
of  human  activity  entirely  free  from  legal 
interference.  This  has  nothing  to  do  with 
any  sympathy  these  liberators  may  them- 
selves have  with  immoral  views.  A  man 
with  the  strongest  conviction  of  the 
Divine  ordering  of  the  universe  and  of 
the  superiority  of  monarchy  to  all  forms 
of  government  may  nevertheless  quite 
consistently  and  conscientiously  be  ready 
to  lay  down  his  life  for  the  right  of  every 


man  to  advocate  Atheism  or  Republican- 
ism if  he  believes  in  them.  An  attack  on 
morals  may  turn  out  to  be  the  salvation 
of  the  race.  A  hundred  years  ago  nobody 
foresaw  that  Tom  Paine's  centenary 
would  be  the  subject  of  a  laudatory  special 
article  in  The  Times;  and  only  a  few 
understood  that  the  persecution  of  his 
works  and  the  transportation  of  men  for 
the  felony  of  reading  them  was  a  mis- 
chievous mistake.  Even  less,  perhaps, 
could  they  have  guessed  that  Proudhon, 
who  became  notorious  by  his  essay  en- 
titled "What  is  Property?  It  is  Theft," 
would  have  received,  on  the  like  occasion 
and  in  the  same  paper,  a  respectful  con- 
sideration which  nobody  would  now 
dream  of  according  to  Lord  Liverpool  or 
Lord  Brougham.  Nevertheless  there  was 
a  mass  of  evidence  to  shew  that  such  a 
development  was  not  only  possible  but 
fairly  probable,  and  that  the  risks  of  sup- 
pressing liberty  of  propaganda  were  far 
graver  than  the  risk  of  Paine's  or  Proud- 
hon's  writings  wrecking  civilization.  Now 
there  was  no  such  evidence  in  favor  of 
tolerating  the  cutting  of  throats  and  the 
robbing  of  tills.  No  case  whatever  can  be 
made  out  for  the  statement  that  a  nation 
cannot  do  without  common  thieves  and 
homicidal  ruffians.  But  an  overwhelming 
case  can  be  made  out  for  the  statement 
that  no  nation  can  prosper  or  even  con- 
tinue to  exist  without  heretics  and  advo- 
cates of  shockingly  immoral  doctrines. 
The  Inquisition  and  the  Star  Chamber, 
which  were  nothing  but  censorships, 
made  ruthless  war  on  impiety  and  im- 
morality. The  result  was  once  familiar  to 
Englishmen,  though  of  late  years  it  seems 
to  have  been  forgotten.  It  cost  England  a 
revolution  to  get  rid  of  the  Star  Chamber. 
Spain  did  not  get  rid  of  the  Inquisition, 
and  paid  for  that  omission  by  becoming 
a  barely  third-rate  power  politically,  and 
intellectually  no  power  at  all,  in  the 
Europe  she  had  once  dominated  as  the 
mightiest  of  the  Christian  empires. 
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THE  LIMITS  TO  TOLERATION 

But  the  large  toleration  these  considera- 
tions dictate  has  limits.  For  example, 
though  we  tolerate,  and  rightly  tolerate, 
the  propaganda  of  Anarchism  as  a  political 
theory  which  embraces  all  that  is  valuable 
in  the  doctrine  of  Laisser-Faire  and  the 
method  of  Free  Trade  as  well  as  all  that 
is  shocking  in  the  views  of  Bakounine, 
we  clearly  cannot,  or  at  all  events  will 
not,  tolerate  assassination  of  rulers  on  the 
ground  that  it  is  "propaganda  by  deed" 
or  sociological  experiment.  A  play  incit- 
ing to  such  an  assassination  cannot  claim 
the  privileges  of  heresy  or  immorality, 
because  no  case  can  be  made  out  in  sup- 
port of  assassination  as  an  indispensable 
instrument  of  progress.  Now  it  happens 
that  we  have  in  the  Julius  Caesar  of 
Shakespear  a  play  which  the  Tsar  of 
Russia  or  the  Governor-General  of  India 
would  hardly  care  to  see  performed  in 
their  capitals  just  now.  It  is  an  artistic 
treasure;  but  it  glorifies  a  murder  which 
Goethe  described  as  the  silliest  crime  ever 
committed.  It  may  quite  possibly  have 
helped  the  regicides  of  1649  to  see  them- 
selves, as  it  certainly  helped  generations 
of  Whig  statesmen  to  see  them,  in  a 
heroic  light;  and  it  unquestionably  vin- 
dicates and  ennobles  a  conspirator  who 
assassinated  the  head  of  the  Roman  State 
not  because  he  abused  his  position  but 
solely  because  he  occupied  it,  thus  affirm- 
ing the  extreme  republican  principle  that 
all  kings,  good  or  bad,  should  be  killed 
because  kingship  and  freedom  cannot  live 
together.  Under  certain  circumstances 
this  vindication  and  ennoblement  might 
act  as  an  incitement  to  an  actual  assas- 
sination as  well  as  to  Plutarchian  republic- 
anism; for  it  is  one  thing  to  advocate 
republicanism  or  royalism:  it  is  quite 
another  to  make  a  hero  of  Brutus  or 
Ravaillac,  or  a  heroine  of  Charlotte  Cor- 
day.  Assassination  is  the  extreme  form 
of  censorship;  and  it  seems  hard  to 


justify  an  incitement  to  it  on  anti-cen- 
sorial principles.  The  very  people  who 
would  have  scouted  the  notion  of  pro- 
hibiting the  performances  of  Julius  Caesar 
at  His  Majesty's  Theatre  in  London  last 
year,  might  now  entertain  very  seriously 
a  proposal  to  exclude  Indians  from  them, 
and  to  suppress  the  play  completely  in 
Calcutta  and  Dublin;  for  if  the  assassin  of 
Caesar  was  a  hero,  why  not  the  assassins 
of  Lord  Frederick  Cavendish,  Presidents 
Lincoln  and  McKinley,  and  Sir  Curzon 
Wyllie?  Here  is  a  strong  case  for  some 
constitutional  means  of  preventing  the 
performance  of  a  play.  True,  it  is  an 
equally  strong  case  for  preventing  the 
circulation  of  the  Bible,  which  was  always 
in  the  hands  of  our  regicides;  but  as  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  does  not  hesitate 
to  accept  that  consequence  of  the  cen- 
sorial principle,  it  does  not  invalidate  the 
argument. 

Take  another  actual  case.  A  modern 
comedy,  Arms  and  The  Man,  though  not 
a  comedy  of  politics,  is  nevertheless  so 
far  historical  that  it  reveals  the  unacknow- 
ledged fact  that  as  the  Servo-Bulgarian 
War  of  1885  was  much  more  than  a 
struggle  between  the  Servians  and  Bul- 
garians, the  troops  engaged  were  officered 
by  two  European  Powers  of  the  first 
magnitude.  In  consequence,  the  perform- 
ance of  the  play  was  for  some  time  for- 
bidden in  Vienna,  and  more  recently  it 
gave  offence  in  Rome  at  a  moment  when 
popular  feeling  was  excited  as  to  the  re- 
lations of  Austria  with  the  Balkan  States. 
Now  if  a  comedy  so  remote  from  political 
passion  as  Arms  and  The  Man  can,  merely 
because  it  refers  to  political  facts,  become 
so  inconvenient  and  inopportune  that 
Foreign  Offices  take  the  trouble  to  have 
its  production  postponed,  what  may  not 
be  the  effect  of  what  is  called  a  patriotic 
drama  produced  at  a  moment  when  the 
balance  is  quivering  between  peace  and 
war?  Is  there  not  something  to  be  said  for 
a  political  censorship,  if  not  for  a  moral 
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one?  May  not  those  continental  govern- 
ments who  leave  the  stage  practically  free 
in  every  other  respect,  but  muzzle  it 
politically,  be  justified  by  the  practical 
exigencies  of  the  situation? 

THE  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  LAW  AND 
CENSORSHIP 

The  answer  is  that  a  pamphlet,  a  news- 
paper article,  or  a  resolution  moved  at  a 
political  meeting  can  do  all  the  mischief 
that  a  play  can,  and  often  more;  yet  we 
do  not  set  up  a  permanent  censorship  of 
the  press  or  of  political  meetings.  Any 
journalist  may  publish  an  article,  any 
demagogue  may  deliver  a  speech  without 
giving  notice  to  the  government  or  ob- 
taining its  licence.  The  risk  of  such  free- 
dom is  great;  but  as  it  is  the  price  of  our 
political  liberty,  we  think  it  worth  pay- 
ing. We  may  abrogate  it  in  emergencies 
by  a  Coercion  Act,  a  suspension  of  the 
Habeas  Corpus  Act,  or  a  proclamation  of 
martial  law,  just  as  we  stop  the  traffic  in  a 
street  during  a  fire,  or  shoot  thieves  at 
sight  if  they  loot  after  an  earthquake.  But 
when  the  emergency  is  past,  liberty  is 
restored  everywhere  except  in  the  theatre. 
The  Act  of  1843  is  a  permanent  Coercion 
Act  for  the  theatre,  a  permanent  suspen- 
sion of  the  Habeas  Corpus  Act  as  far  as 
plays  are  concerned,  a  permanent  pro- 
clamation of  martial  law  with  a  single 
official  substituted  for  a  court  martial.  It 
is,  in  fact,  assumed  that  actors,  play- 
wrights, and  theatre  managers  are  dan- 
gerous and  dissolute  characters  whose 
existence  creates  a  chronic  state  of  emer- 
gency, and  who  must  be  treated  as  earth- 
quake looters  are  treated.  It  is  not  neces- 
sary now  to  discredit  this  assumption.  It 
was  broken  down  by  the  late  Sir  Henry 
Irving  when  he  finally  shamed  the 
Government  into  extending  to  his  pro- 
fession the  official  recognition  enjoyed  by 
the  other  branches  of  fine  art.  Today  we 
have  on  the  roll  of  knighthood  actors, 
authors,  and  managers.  The  rogue  and 


vagabond  theory  of  the  depravity  of  the 
theatre  is  as  dead  officially  as  it  is  in 
general  society;  and  with  it  has  perished 
the  sole  excuse  for  the  Act  of  1843  and 
for  the  denial  to  the  theatre  of  the  liberties 
secured,  at  far  greater  social  risk,  to  the 
press  and  the  platform. 

There  is  no  question  here  of  giving 
the  theatre  any  larger  liberties  than  the 
press  and  the  platform,  or  of  claiming 
larger  powers  for  Shakespear  to  eulogize 
Brutus  than  Lord  Rosebery  has  to  eulo- 
gize Cromwell.  The  abolition  of  the 
censorship  does  not  involve  the  abolition 
of  the  magistrate  and  of  the  whole  civil 
and  criminal  code.  On  the  contrary,  it 
would  make  the  theatre  more  effectually 
subject  to  them  than  it  is  at  present;  for 
once  a  play  now  runs  the  gauntlet  of  the 
censorship,  it  is  practically  placed  above 
the  law.  It  is  almost  humiliating  to  have 
to  demonstrate  the  essential  difference 
between  a  censor  and  a  magistrate  or  a 
sanitary  inspector;  but  it  is  impossible  to 
ignore  the  carelessness  with  which  even 
distinguished  critics  of  the  theatre  assume 
that  all  the  arguments  proper  to  the  sup- 
port of  a  magistracy  and  body  of  juris- 
prudence apply  equally  to  a  censorship. 

A  magistrate  has  laws  to  administer:  a 
censor  has  nothing  but  his  own  opinion. 
A  judge  leaves  the  question  of  guilt  to  the 
jury:  the  Censor  is  jury  and  judge  as  well 
as  lawgiver.  A  magistrate  may  be  strongly 
prejudiced  against  an  atheist  or  an  anti- 
vaccinator,  just  as  a  sanitary  inspector 
may  have  formed  a  careful  opinion  that 
drains  are  less  healthy  than  cesspools;  but 
the  magistrate  must  allow  the  atheist  to 
affirm  instead  of  to  swear,  and  must  grant 
the  anti-vaccinator  an  exemption  certifi- 
cate, when  their  demands  are  lawfully 
made;  and  in  cities  the  inspector  must 
compel  the  builder  to  make  drains  and 
must  prosecute  him  if  he  makes  cesspools. 
The  law  may  be  only  the  intolerance  of 
the  community;  but  it  is  a  defined  and 
limited  intolerance.  The  limitation  is 
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sometimes  carried  so  far  that  a  judge 
cannot  inflict  the  penalty  for  housebreak- 
ing  on  a  burglar  who  can  prove  that  he 
found  the  door  open  and  therefore  made 
only  an  unlawful  entry.  On  the  other 
hand,  it  is  sometimes  so  vague,  as  for 
example  in  the  case  of  the  American  law 
against  obscenity,  that  it  makes  the 
magistrate  virtually  a  censor.  But  in  the 
main  a  citizen  can  ascertain  what  he  may 
do  and  what  he  may  not  do;  and,  though 
no  one  knows  better  than  a  magistrate 
that  a  single  ill-conducted  family  may 
demoralize  a  whole  street,  no  magistrate 
can  imprison  or  otherwise  restrain  its 
members  on  the  ground  that  their  im- 
morality may  corrupt  their  neighbors. 
He  can  prevent  any  citizen  from  carrying 
certain  specified  weapons,  but  not  from 
handling  pokers,  table-knives,  bricks,  or 
bottles  of  corrosive  fluid,  on  the  ground 
that  he  might  use  them  to  commit  murder 
or  inflict  malicious  injury.  He  has  no 
general  power  to  prevent  citizens  from 
selling  unhealthy  or  poisonous  sub- 
stances, or  judging  for  themselves  what 
substances  are  unhealthy  and  what  whole- 
some, what  poisonous  and  what  inno- 
cuous: what  he  can  do  is  to  prevent  any- 
body who  has  not  a  specific  qualification 
from  selling  certain  specified  poisons  of 
which  a  schedule  is  kept.  Nobody  is 
forbidden  to  sell  minerals  without  a 
licence;  but  everybody  is  forbidden  to 
sell  silver  without  a  licence.  When  the 
law  has  forgotten  some  atrocious  sin — 
for  instance,  contracting  marriage  whilst 
suffering  from  contagious  disease — the 
magistrate  cannot  arrest  or  punish  the 
wrongdoer,  however  he  may  abhor  his 
wickedness.  In  short,  no  man  is  lawfully 
at  the  mercy  of  the  magistrate's  personal 
caprice,  prejudice,  ignorance,  supersti- 
tion, temper,  stupidity,  resentment,  timid- 
ity, ambition,  or  private  conviction.  But 
a  playwright's  livelihood,  his  reputation, 
and  his  inspiration  and  mission  are  at  the 
personal  mercy  of  the  Censor.  The  two 


do  not  stand,  as  the  criminal  and  the  judge 
stand,  in  the  presence  of  a  law  that  binds 
them  both  equally,  and  was  made  by 
neither  of  them,  but  by  the  deliberate  col- 
lective wisdom  of  the  community.  The 
only  law  that  affects  them  is  the  Act  of 
1843,  which  empowers  one  of  them  to  do 
absolutely  and  finally  what  he  likes  with 
the  other's  work.  And  when  it  is  remem- 
bered that  the  slave  in  this  case  is  the  man 
whose  profession  is  that  of  Eschylus  and 
Euripides,  of  Shakespear  and  Goethe,  of 
Tolstoy  and  Ibsen,  and  the  master  the 
holder  of  a  party  appointment  which  by 
the  nature  of  its  duties  practically  excludes 
the  possibility  of  its  acceptance  by  a 
serious  statesman  or  great  lawyer,  it  will 
be  seen  that  the  playwrights  are  justified 
in  reproaching  the  framers  of  that  Act  for 
having  failed  not  only  to  appreciate  the 
immense  importance  of  the  theatre  as  a 
most  powerful  instrument  for  teaching 
the  nation  how  and  what  to  think  and 
feel,  but  even  to  conceive  that  those  who 
make  their  living  by  the  theatre  are 
normal  human  beings  with  the  common 
rights  of  English  citizens.  In  this  ex- 
tremity of  inconsiderateness  it  is  not  sur- 
prising that  they  also  did  not  trouble 
themselves  to  study  the  difference  be- 
tween a  censor  and  a  magistrate.  And  it 
will  be  found  that  almost  all  the  people 
who  disinterestedly  defend  the  censor- 
ship today  are  defending  him  on  the 
assumption  that  there  is  no  constitui'onal 
difference  between  him  and  any  ovher 
functionary  whose  duty  it  is  to  resti  in 
crime  and  disorder. 

One  further  difference  remains  to  be 
noted.  As  a  magistrate  grows  old  his 
mind  may  change  or  decay;  but  the  law 
remains  the  same.  The  censorship  of  the 
theatre  fluctuates  with  every  change  in 
the  views  and  character  of  the  man  who 
exercises  it.  And  what  this  implies  can 
only  be  appreciated  by  those  who  can 
imagine  what  the  effect  on  the  mind  must 
be  of  the  duty  of  reading  through  every 
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play  that  is  produced  in  the  kingdom 
year  in,  year  out. 

WHY  THE  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN? 

What  may  be  called  the  high  political 
case  against  censorship  as  a  principle  is 
now  complete.  The  pleadings  are  those 
which  have  already  freed  books  and  pul- 
pits and  political  platforms  in  England 
from  censorship,  if  not  from  occasional 
legal  persecution.  The  stage  alone  re- 
mains under  a  censorship  of  a  grotesquely 
unsuitable  kind.  No  play  can  be  per- 
formed if  the  Lord  Chamberlain  happens 
to  disapprove  of  it.  And  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain's functions  have  no  sort  of  rela- 
tionship to  dramatic  literature.  A  great 
judge  of  literature,  a  far-seeing  statesman, 
a  born  champion  of  liberty  of  conscience 
and  intellectual  integrity — say  a  Milton, 
a  Chesterfield,  a  Bentham — would  be  a 
very  bad  Lord  Chamberlain:  so  bad,  in 
fact,  that  his  exclusion  from  such  a  post 
may  be  regarded  as  decreed  by  natural 
law.  On  the  other  hand,  a  good  Lord 
Chamberlain  would  be  a  stickler  for 
morals  in  the  narrowest  sense,  a  busy- 
body, a  man  to  whom  a  matter  of  two 
inches  in  the  length  of  a  gentleman's 
sword  or  the  absence  of  a  feather  from  a 
lady's  head-dress  would  be  a  graver  matter 
than  the  Habeas  Corpus  Act.  The  Lord 
Chamberlain,  as  Censor  of  the  theatre,  is  a 
direct  descendant  of  the  King's  Master  of 
the  Revels,  appointed  in  1544  by  Henry 
VIII  to  keep  order  among  the  players  and 
musicians  of  that  day  when  they  per- 
formed at  Court.  This  first  appearance 
of  the  theatrical  censor  in  politics  as  the 
whipper-in  of  the  player,  with  its  concep- 
tion of  the  player  as  a  rich  man's  servant 
hired  to  amuse  him,  and,  outside  his  pro- 
fessional duties,  as  a  gay,  disorderly, 
anarchic  spoilt  child,  half  privileged,  half 
outlawed,  probably  as  much  vagabond  as 
actor,  is  the  real  foundation  of  the  sub- 
jection of  the  whole  profession,  actors, 
managers,  authors  and  all,  to  the  despotic 


authority  of  an  officer  whose  business  it 
is  to  preserve  decorum  among  menials.  It 
must  be  remembered  that  it  was  not  until 
a  hundred  years  later,  in  the  reaction 
against  the  Puritans,  that  a  woman  could 
appear  on  the  English  stage  without  being 
pelted  off  as  the  Italian  actresses  were. 
The  theatrical  profession  was  regarded  as 
a  shameless  one;  and  it  is  only  of  late 
years  that  actresses  have  at  last  succeeded 
in  living  down  the  assumption  that  actress 
and  prostitute  are  synonymous  terms, 
and  made  good  their  position  in  respect- 
able society.  This  makes  the  survival  of 
the  old  ostracism  in  the  Act  of  1843  in- 
tolerably galling;  and  though  it  explains 
the  apparently  unaccountable  absurdity 
of  choosing  as  Censor  of  dramatic  litera- 
ture an  official  whose  functions  and 
qualifications  have  nothing  whatever  to 
do  with  literature,  it  also  explains  why 
the  present  arrangement  is  not  only 
criticized  as  an  institution,  but  resented 
as  an  insult. 

THE  DIPLOMATIC   OBJECTION  TO  THE 
LORD   CHAMBERLAIN 

There  is  another  reason,  quite  uncon- 
nected with  the  susceptibilities  of  authors, 
which  makes  it  undesirable  that  a  member 
of  the  King's  Household  should  be  re- 
sponsible for  the  character  and  tendency 
of  plays.  The  drama,  dealing  with  all 
departments  of  human  life,  is  necessarily 
political.  Recent  events  have  shewn — 
what  indeed  needed  no  demonstration — 
that  it  is  impossible  to  prevent  inferences 
being  made,  both  at  home  and  abroad, 
from  the  action  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 
The  most  talked-about  play  of  the  present 
year  (1909),  An  Englishman's  Home,  has 
for  its  main  interest  an  invasion  of  Eng- 
land by  a  fictitious  power  which  is  under- 
stood, as  it  is  meant  to  be  understood,  to 
represent  Germany.  The  lesson  taught  by 
the  play  is  the  danger  of  invasion  and  the 
need  for  every  English  citizen  to  be  a 
soldier.  The  Lord  Chamberlain  licensed 
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this  play,  but  refused  to  license  a  parody 
of  it.  Shortly  afterwards  he  refused  to 
license  another  play  in  which  the  fear  of 
a  German  invasion  was  ridiculed.  The 
German  press  drew  the  inevitable  infer- 
ence that  the  Lord  Chamberlain  was  an 
anti-German  alarmist,  and  that  his  opin- 
ions were  a  reflection  of  those  prevailing 
in  St  James's  Palace.  Immediately  after 
this,  the  Lord  Chamberlain  licensed  the 
play.  Whether  the  inference,  as  far  as  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  was  concerned,  was 
justified,  is  of  no  consequence.  What  is 
important  is  that  it  was  sure  to  be  made, 
justly  or  unjustly,  and  extended  from  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  to  the  Throne. 

THE  OBJECTION  OF  COURT  ETIQUET 

There  is  another  objection  to  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  censorship  which  affects 
the  author's  choice  of  subject.  Formerly 
very  little  heed  was  given  in  England  to 
the  susceptibilities  of  foreign  courts.  For 
instance,  the  notion  that  the  Mikado  of 
Japan  should  be  as  sacred  to  the  English 
playwright  as  he  is  to  the  Japanese  Lord 
Chamberlain  would  have  seemed  gro- 
tesque a  generation  ago.  Now  that  the 
maintenance  of  entente  cordiale  between 
nations  is  one  of  the  most  prominent  and 
most  useful  functions  of  the  Crown,  the 
freedom  of  authors  to  deal  with  political 
subjects,  even  historically,  is  seriously 
threatened  by  the  way  in  which  the  cen- 
sorship makes  the  King  responsible  for 
the  contents  of  every  play.  One  author — 
the  writer  of  these  lines,  in  fact — has  long 
desired  to  dramatize  the  life  of  Mahomet. 
But  the  possibility  of  a  protest  from  the 
Turkish  Ambassador — or  the  fear  of  it — 
causing  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to  refuse 
to  license  such  a  play  has  prevented  the 
play  from  being  written.  Now,  if  the 
censorship  were  abolished,  nobody  but 
the  author  could  be  held  responsible  for 
the  play.  The  Turkish  Ambassador  does 
not  now  protest  against  the  publication 
of  Carlyle's  essay  on  the  prophet,  or  of 


the  English  translations  of  the  Koran  in 
the  prefaces  to  which  Mahomet  is  criti- 
cized as  an  impostor,  or  of  the  older  books 
in  which  he  is  reviled  as  Mahound  and 
classed  with  the  devil  himself.  But  if  these 
publications  had  to  be  licensed  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  it  would  be  impossible 
for  the  King  to  allow  the  licence  to  be 
issued,  as  he  would  thereby  be  made 
responsible  for  the  opinions  expressed. 
This  restriction  of  the  historical  drama  is 
an  unmixed  evil.  Great  religious  leaders 
are  more  interesting  and  more  important 
subjects  for  the  dramatist  than  great  con- 
querors. It  is  a  misfortune  that  public 
opinion  would  not  tolerate  a  dramatiza- 
tion of  Mahomet  in  Constantinople.  But 
to  prohibit  it  here,  where  public  opinion 
would  tolerate  it,  is  an  absurdity  which,  if 
applied  in  all  directions,  would  make  it 
impossible  for  the  Queen  to  receive  a 
Turkish  ambassador  without  veiling  her- 
self, or  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  St  Paul's 
to  display  a  cross  on  the  summit  of  their 
Cathedral  in  a  city  occupied  largely  and 
influentially  by  jews.  Court  etiquet  is  no 
doubt  an  excellent  thing  for  court  cere- 
monies; but  to  attempt  to  impose  it  on 
the  drama  is  about  as  sensible  as  an 
attempt  to  make  everybody  in  London 
wear  court  dress. 

WHY  NOT  AN  ENLIGHTENED  CENSORSHIP? 

In  the  above  cases  the  general  question 
of  censorship  is  separable  from  the  ques- 
tion of  the  present  form  of  it.  Everyone 
who  condemns  the  principle  of  censor- 
ship must  also  condemn  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain's control  of  the  drama;  but  those 
who  approve  of  the  principle  do  not 
necessarily  approve  of  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain being  the  Censor  ex  officio.  They 
may,  however,  be  entirely  opposed  to- 
popular  liberties,  and  may  conclude  from 
what  has  been  said,  not  that  the  stage 
should  be  made  as  free  as  the  church, 
press,  or  platform,  but  that  these  institu- 
tions should  be  censored  as  strictly  as  the 
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stage.  It  will  seem  obvious  to  them  that 
nothing  is  needed  to  remove  all  objec- 
tions to  a  censorship  except  the  placing  of 
its  powers  in  better  hands. 

Now  though  the  transfer  of  the  censor- 
ship to,  say,  the  Lord  Chancellor,  or  the 
Primate,  or  a  Cabinet  Minister,  would  be 
much  less  humiliating  to  the  persons  im- 
mediately concerned,  the  inherent  vices 
of  the  institution  would  not  be  appreci- 
ably less  disastrous.  They  would  even  be 
aggravated,  for  reasons  which  do  not 
appear  on  the  surface,  and  therefore  need 
to  be  followed  with  some  attention. 

It  is  often  said  that  the  public  is  the 
real  censor.  That  this  is  to  some  extent 
true  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  plays  which 
are  licensed  and  produced  in  London 
have  to  be  expurgated  for  the  provinces. 
This  does  not  mean  that  the  provinces  are 
more  strait-laced,  but  simply  that  in  many 
provincial  towns  there  is  only  one  theatre 
for  all  classes  and  all  tastes,  whereas  in 
London  there  are  separate  theatres  for 
separate  sections  of  playgoers:  so  that,  for 
example,  Sir  Herbert  Beerbohm  Tree  can 
conduct  His  Majesty's  Theatre  without 
the  slightest  regard  to  the  tastes  of  the 
frequenters  of  the  Gaiety  Theatre;  and 
Mr  George  Edwardes  can  conduct  the 
Gaiety  Theatre  without  catering  in  any 
way  for  lovers  of  Shakespear.  Thus  the 
farcical  comedy  which  has  scandalized 
the  critics  in  London  by  the  libertinage 
of  its  jests  is  played  to  the  respectable 
dress  circle  of  Northampton  with  these 
same  jests  slurred  over  so  as  to  be  im- 
perceptible by  even  the  most  prurient 
spectator.  The  public,  in  short,  takes  care 
that  nobody  shall  outrage  it. 

But  the  public  also  takes  care  that  no- 
body shall  starve  it,  or  regulate  its  dra- 
matic diet  as  a  schoolmistress  regulates 
the  reading  of  her  pupils.  Even  when  it 
wishes  to  be  debauched,  no  censor  can — 
or  at  least  no  censor  does — stand  out 
against  it.  If  a  play  is  irresistibly  amusing, 
it  gets  licensed  no  matter  what  its  moral 


aspect  may  be.  A  brilliant  instance  is  the 
Divorgons  of  the  late  Victorien  Sardou, 
which  may  not  have  been  the  naughtiest 
play  of  the  I9th  century,  but  was  cer- 
tainly the  very  naughtiest  that  any  Eng- 
lish manager  in  his  senses  would  have 
ventured  to  produce.  Nevertheless,  being 
a  very  amusing  play,  it  passed  the  licenser 
with  the  exception  of  a  reference  to 
impotence  as  a  ground  for  divorce  which 
no  English  actress  would  have  ventured 
on  in  any  case.  Within  the  last  few  months 
a  very  amusing  comedy  with  a  strongly 
polygamous  moral  was  found  irresistible 
by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  Plenty  of  fun 
and  a  happy  ending  will  get  anything 
licensed,  because  the  public  will  have  it 
so,  and  the  Examiner  of  Plays,  as  the 
holder  of  the  office  testified  before  the 
Commission  of  1892  (Report,  page  330), 
feels  with  the  public,  and  knows  that  his 
office  could  not  survive  a  widespread  un- 
popularity. In  short,  the  support  of  the 
mob — that  is,  of  the  unreasoning,  un- 
organized, uninstructed  mass  of  popular 
sentiment — is  indispensable  to  the  cen- 
sorship as  it  exists  today  in  England.  This 
is  the  explanation  of  the  toleration  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  of  coarse  and  vicious 
plays.  It  is  not  long  since  a  judge  before 
whom  a  licensed  play  came  in  the  course 
of  a  lawsuit  expressed  his  scandalized 
astonishment  at  the  licensing  of  such  a 
work.  Eminent  churchmen  have  made 
similar  protests.  In  some  plays  the  simula- 
tion of  criminal  assaults  on  the  stage  has 
been  carried  to  a  point  at  which  a  step 
further  would  have  involved  the  inter- 
ference of  the  police.  Provided  the  treat- 
ment of  the  theme  is  gaily  or  hypocritic- 
ally popular,  and  the  ending  happy,  the 
indulgence  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain  can 
be  counted  on.  On  the  other  hand,  any- 
thing unpleasing  and  unpopular  is  rigor- 
ously censored.  Adultery  and  prostitution 
are  tolerated  and  even  encouraged  to  such 
an  extent  that  plays  which  do  not  deal 
with  them  are  commonly  said  not  to  be 
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plays  at  all.  But  if  any  of  the  unpleasing 
consequences  of  adultery  and  prostitu- 
tion— for  instance,  an  unsuccessful  illegal 
operation  (successful  ones  are  tolerated) 
or  venereal  disease — are  mentioned,  the 
play  is  prohibited.  This  principle  of 
shielding  the  playgoer  from  unpleasant 
reflections  is  carried  so  far  that  when  a 
play  was  submitted  for  licence  in  which 
the  relations  of  a  prostitute  with  all  the 
male  characters  in  the  piece  was  described 
as  "immoral/'  the  Examiner  of  Plays 
objected  to  that  passage,  though  he  made 
no  objection  to  the  relations  themselves. 
The  Lord  Chamberlain  dare  not,  in  short, 
attempt  to  exclude  from  the  stage  the 
tragedies  of  murder  and  lust,  or  the  farces 
of  mendacity,  adultery,  and  dissolute 
gaiety  in  which  vulgar  people  delight. 
But  when  these  same  vulgar  people  are 
threatened  with  an  unpopular  play  in 
which  dissoluteness  is  shewn  to  be  no 
laughing  matter,  it  is  prohibited  at  once 
amid  the  vulgar  applause,  the  net  result 
being  that  vice  is  made  delightful  and 
virtue  banned  by  the  very  institution 
which  is  supported  on  the  understanding 
that  it  produces  exactly  the  opposite  result. 

THE  WEAKNESS  OF  THE  LORD  CHAM- 

BERLAIN'S  DEPARTMENT 

Now  comes  the  question,  Why  is  our 
censorship,  armed  as  it  is  with  apparently 
autocratic  powers,  so  scandalously  timid 
in  the  face  of  the  mob?  Why  is  it  not  as 
autocratic  in  dealing  with  playwrights 
below  the  average  as  with  those  above  it? 
The  answer  is  that  its  position  is  really  a 
very  weak  one.  It  has  no  direct  coercive 
forces,  no  funds  to  institute  prosecutions 
and  recover  the  legal  penalties  of  defying 
it,  no  powers  of  arrest  or  imprisonment, 
in  short,  none  of  the  guarantees  of  auto- 
cracy. What  it  can  do  is  to  refuse  to  re- 
new the  licence  of  a  theatre  at  which  its 
orders  are  disobeyed.  When  it  happens 
that  a  theatre  is  about  to  be  demolished, 
as  was  the  case  recently  with  the  Imperial 


Theatre  after  it  had  passed  into  the  hands 
of  the  Wesleyan  Methodists,  unlicensed 
plays  can  be  performed,  technically  in 
private,  but  really  in  full  publicity,  with- 
out risk.  The  prohibited  plays  of  Brieux 
and  Ibsen  have  been  performed  in  Lon- 
don in  this  way  with  complete  impunity. 
But  the  impunity  is  not  confined  to  con- 
demned theatres.  Not  long  ago  a  West 
End  manager  allowed  a  prohibited  play 
to  be  performed  at  his  theatre,  taking  his 
chance  of  losing  his  licence  in  conse- 
quence. The  event  proved  that  the  man- 
ager was  justified  in  regarding  the  risk  as 
negligible;  for  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
remedy — the  closing  of  a  popular  and 
well-conducted  theatre — was  far  too  ex- 
treme to  be  practicable.  Unless  the  play 
had  so  outraged  public  opinion  as  to 
make  the  manager  odious  and  provoke  a 
clamor  for  his  exemplary  punishment,  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  could  only  have  had  his 
revenge  at  the  risk  of  having  his  powers 
abolished  as  unsupportably  tyrannical. 

The  Lord  Chamberlain  then  has  his 
powers  so  adjusted  that  he  is  tyrannical 
just  where  it  is  important  that  he  should 
be  tolerant,  and  tolerant  just  where  he 
could  screw  up  the  standard  a  little  by 
being  tyrannical.  His  plea  that  there  are 
unmentionable  depths  to  which  managers 
and  authors  would  descend  if  he  did  not 
prevent  them  is  disproved  by  the  plain 
fact  that  his  indulgence  goes  as  far  as  the 
police,  and  sometimes  further  than  the 
public,  will  let  it.  If  our  judges  had  so 
little  power  there  would  be  no  law  in 
England.  If  our  churches  had  so  much, 
there  would  be  no  theatre,  no  literature, 
no  science,  no  art,  possibly  no  England. 
The  institution  is  at  once  absurdly  des- 
potic and  abjectly  weak. 

AN  ENLIGHTENED  CENSORSHIP  STILL 
WORSE  THAN  THE  LORD  CHAMBER- 
LAIN'S 

Clearly  a  censorship  of  judges,  bishops, 
or  statesmen  would  not  be  in  this  ab- 
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ject  condition.  It  would  no  doubt  make 
short  work  of  the  coarse  and  vicious 
pieces  which  now  enjoy  the  protection  of 
the  Lord  Chamberlain,  or  at  least  of  those 
of  them  in  which  the  vulgarity  and  vice 
are  discoverable  by  merely  reading  the 
prompt  copy.  But  it  would  certainly  dis- 
appoint the  main  hope  of  its  advocates: 
the  hope  that  it  would  protect  and  foster 
the  higher  drama.  It  would  do  nothing  of 
the  sort.  On  the  contrary,  it  would  in- 
evitably suppress  it  more  completely  than 
the  Lord  Chamberlain  does,  because  it 
would  understand  it  better.  The  one  play 
of  Ibsen's  which  is  prohibited  on  the 
English  stage,  Ghosts,  is  far  less  subver- 
sive than  A  Doll's  House.  But  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  does  not  meddle  with  such 
far-reaching  matters  as  the  tendency  of  a 
play.  He  refuses  to  license  Ghosts  exactly 
as  he  would  refuse  to  license  Hamlet  if 
it  were  submitted  to  him  as  a  new  play. 
He  would  license  even  Hamlet  if  certain 
alterations  were  made  in  it.  He  would 
disallow  the  incestuous  relationship  be- 
tween the  King  and  Queen.  He  would 
probably  insist  on  the  substitution  of 
some  fictitious  country  for  Denmark  in 
deference  to  the  near  relations  of  our 
reigning  house  with  that  realm.  He  would 
certainly  make  it  an  absolute  condition 
that  the  closet  scene,  in  which  a  son,  in  an 
agony  of  shame  and  revulsion,  reproaches 
his  mother  for  her  relations  with  his 
uncle,  should  be  struck  out  as  unbearably 
horrifying  and  improper.  But  compliance 
with  these  conditions  would  satisfy  him. 
He  would  raise  no  speculative  objections 
to  the  tendency  of  the  play. 

This  indifference  to  the  larger  issues  of 
a  theatrical  performance  could  not  be 
safely  predicated  of  an  enlightened  cen- 
sorship. Such  a  censorship  might  be  more 
liberal  in  its  toleration  of  matters  which 
are  only  objected  to  on  the  ground  that 
they  are  not  usually  discussed  in  general 
social  conversation  or  in  the  presence  of 
children;  but  it  would  presumably  have  a 


far  deeper  insight  to  and  concern  for  the 
real  ethical  tendency  of  the  play.  For 
instance,  had  it  been  in  existence  during 
the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  it  would 
have  perceived  that  those  plays  of  Ibsen's 
which  have  been  licensed  without  ques- 
tion are  fundamentally  immoral  to  an 
altogether  extraordinary  degree.  Every 
one  of  them  is  a  deliberate  act  of  war  on 
society  as  at  present  constituted.  Religion, 
marriage,  ordinary  respectability,  are 
subjected  to  a  destructive  exposure  and 
criticism  which  seems  to  mere  moralists 
— that  is,  to  persons  of  no  more  than 
average  depth  of  mind — to  be  diabolical. 
It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  Ibsen 
gained  his  overwhelming  reputation  by 
undertaking  a  task  of  no  less  magnitude 
than  changing  the  mind  of  Europe  with 
the  view  of  changing  its  morals.  Now  you 
cannot  license  work  of  that  sort  without 
making  yourself  responsible  for  it.  The 
Lord  Chamberlain  accepted  the  responsi- 
bility because  he  did  not  understand  it 
or  concern  himself  about  it.  But  what 
really  enlightened  and  conscientious  offi- 
cial dare  take  such  a  responsibility?  The 
strength  of  character  and  range  of  vision 
which  made  Ibsen  capable  of  it  are  not  to 
be  expected  from  any  official,  however 
eminent.  It  is  true  that  an  enlightened 
censor  might,  whilst  shrinking  even  with 
horror  from  Ibsen's  views,  perceive  that 
any  nation  which  suppressed  Ibsen  would 
presently  find  itself  falling  behind  the 
nations  which  tolerated  him  just  as  Spain 
fell  behind  England;  but  the  proper 
action  to  take  on  such  a  conviction  is  the 
abdication  of  censorship,  not  the  practice 
of  it.  As  long  as  a  censor  is  a  censor,  he 
cannot  endorse  by  his  licence  opinions 
which  seem  to  him  dangerously  heretical. 
We  may,  therefore,  conclude  that  the 
more  enlightened  a  censorship  is,  the 
worse  it  would  serve  us.  The  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, an  obviously  unenlightened  Cen- 
sor, prohibits  Ghosts  and  licenses  all  the 
rest  of  Ibsen's  plays.  An  enlightened 
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censorship  would  possibly  license  Ghosts; 
but  it  would  certainly  suppress  many  of 
the  other  plays.  It  would  suppress  sub- 
versiveness  as  well  as  what  is  called  bad 
taste.  The  Lord  Chamberlain  prohibits 
one  play  by  Sophocles  because,  like 
Hamlet,  it  mentions  the  subject  of  incest; 
but  an  enlightened  censorship  might  sup- 
press all  the  plays  of  Euripides  because 
Euripides,  like  Ibsen,  was  a  revolutionary 
Freethinker.  Under  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain, we  can  smuggle  a  good  deal  of 
immoral  drama  and  almost  as  much 
coarsely  vulgar  and  furtively  lascivious 
drama  as  we  like.  Under  a  college  of 
cardinals,  or  bishops,  or  judges,  or  any 
other  conceivable  form  of  experts  in 
morals,  philosophy,  religion,  or  politics, 
we  should  get  little  except  stagnant 
mediocrity. 

THE   PRACTICAL   IMPOSSIBILITIES 
OF   CENSORSHIP 

There  is,  besides,  a  crushing  material 
difficulty  in  the  way  of  an  enlightened 
censorship.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that 
the  work  involved  would  drive  a  man 
of  any  intellectual  rank  mad.  Consider, 
for  example,  the  Christmas  pantomimes. 
Imagine  a  judge  of  the  High  Court,  or  an 
archbishop,  or  a  Cabinet  Minister,  or  an 
eminent  man  of  letters,  earning  his  living 
by  reading  through  the  mass  of  trivial 
doggerel  represented  by  all  the  panto- 
mimes which  are  put  into  rehearsal  simul- 
taneously at  the  end  of  every  year.  The 
proposal  to  put  such  mind-destroying 
drudgery  upon  an  official  of  the  class 
implied  by  the  demand  for  an  enlightened 
censorship  falls  through  the  moment  we 
realize  what  it  implies  in  practice. 

Another  material  difficulty  is  that  no 
play  can  be  judged  by  merely  reading  the 
dialogue.  To  be  fully  effective  a  censor 
should  witness  the  performance.  The 
mise-en-scene  of  a  play  is  as  much  a  part 
of  it  as  the  words  spoken  on  the  stage. 
No  censor  could  possibly  object  to  such 


a  speech  as  "Might  I  speak  to  you  for 
a  moment,  miss?"  yet  that  apparently 
innocent  phrase  has  often  been  made 
offensively  improper  on  the  stage  by 
popular  low  comedians,  with  the  effect  of 
changing  the  whole  character  and  mean- 
ing of  the  play  as  understood  by  the 
official  Examiner.  In  one  of  the  plays  of 
the  present  season,  the  dialogue  was  that 
of  a  crude  melodrama  dealing  in  the  most 
conventionally  correct  manner  with  the 
fortunes  of  a  good-hearted  and  virtuous 
girl.  Its  morality  was  that  of  the  Sunday 
school.  But  the  principal  actress,  between 
two  speeches  which  contained  no  refer- 
ence to  her  action,  changed  her  under- 
clothing on  the  stage!  It  is  true  that  in 
this  case  the  actress  was  so  much  better 
than  her  part  that  she  succeeded  in  turn- 
ing what  was  meant  as  an  impropriety 
into  an  inoffensive  stroke  of  realism;  yet 
it  is  none  the  less  clear  that  stage  business 
of  this  character,  on  which  there  can  be 
no  check  except  the  actual  presence  of  a 
censor  in  the  theatre,  might  convert  any 
dialogue,  however  innocent,  into  just 
the  sort  of  entertainment  against  which 
the  Censor  is  supposed  to  protect  the 
public. 

It  was  this  practical  impossibility  that 
prevented  the  London  County  Council 
from  attempting  to  apply  a  censorship  of 
the  Lord  Chamberlain's  pattern  to  the 
London  music  halls.  A  proposal  to  ex- 
amine all  entertainments  before  permit- 
ting their  performance  was  actually  made; 
and  it  was  abandoned,  not  in  the  least  as 
contrary  to  the  liberty  of  the  stage,  but 
because  the  executive  problem  of  how  to 
do  it  at  once  reduced  the  proposal  to  ab- 
surdity. Even  if  the  Council  devoted  all 
its  time  to  witnessing  rehearsals  of  variety 
performances,  and  putting  each  item  to 
the  vote,  possibly  after  a  prolonged  dis- 
cussion followed  by  a  division,  the  work 
would  still  fall  into  arrear.  No  committee 
could  be  induced  to  undertake  such  a 
task.  The  attachment  of  an  inspector  of 
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morals  to  each  music  hall  would  have 
meant  an  appreciable  addition  to  the  rate- 
payers' burden.  In  the  face  of  such  diffi- 
culties the  proposal  melted  away.  Had  it 
been  pushed  through,  and  the  inspectors 
appointed,  each  of  them  would  have  be- 
come a  censor,  and  the  whole  body  of 
inspectors  would  have  become  a  police  des 
m&urs.  Those  who  know  the  history  of 
such  police  forces  on  the  Continent  will 
understand  how  impossible  it  would  be 
to  procure  inspectors  whose  characters 
would  stand  the  strain  of  their  oppor- 
tunities of  corruption,  both  pecuniary 
and  personal,  at  such  salaries  as  a 
local  authority  could  be  persuaded  to 
offer. 

It  has  been  suggested  that  the  present 
censorship  should  be  supplemented  by  a 
board  of  experts,  who  should  deal,  not 
with  the  whole  mass  of  plays  sent  up  for 
licence,  but  only  those  which  the  Ex- 
aminer of  Plays  refuses  to  pass.  As  the 
number  of  plays  which  the  Examiner  re- 
fuses to  pass  is  never  great  enough  to 
occupy  a  Board  in  permanent  session  with 
regular  salaries,  and  as  casual  employ- 
ment is  not  compatible  with  public  re- 
sponsibility, this  proposal  would  work 
out  in  practice  as  an  addition  to  the  duties 
of  some  existing  functionary.  A  Secretary 
of  State  would  be  objectionable  as  likely 
to  be  biased  politically.  An  ecclesiastical 
referee  might  be  biased  against  the  theatre 
altogether.  A  judge  in  chambers  would 
be  the  proper  authority.  This  plan  would 
combine  the  inevitable  intolerance  of  an 
enlightened  censorship  with  the  popular 
laxity  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  The 
judge  would  suppress  the  pioneers,  whilst 
the  Examiner  of  Plays  issued  two  guinea 
certificates  for  the  vulgar  and  vicious 
plays.  For  this  reason  the  plan  would  no 
doubt  be  popular;  but  it  would  be  very 
much  as  a  relaxation  of  the  administra- 
tion of  the  Public  Health  Acts  accom- 
panied by  the  cheapening  of  gin  would  be 
popular. 


THE  ARBITRATION  PROPOSAL 


On  the  occasion  of  a  recent  deputation 
of  playwrights  to  the  Prime  Minister  it 
was  suggested  that  if  a  censorship  be  in- 
evitable, provision  should  be  made  for  an 
appeal  from  the  Lord  Chamberlain  in 
cases  of  refusal  of  licence.  The  authors 
of  this  suggestion  propose  that  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  shall  choose  one  umpire 
and  the  author  another.  The  two  umpires 
shall  then  elect  a  referee,  whose  decision 
shall  be  final. 

This  proposal  is  not  likely  to  be  enter- 
tained by  constitutional  lawyers.  It  is  a 
nai've  offer  to  accept  the  method  of  arbi- 
tration in  what  is  essentially  a  matter,  not 
between  one  private  individual  or  body 
and  another,  but  between  a  public  offen- 
der and  the  State.  It  will  presumably  be 
ruled  out  as  a  proposal  to  refer  a  case  of 
manslaughter  to  arbitration  would  be 
ruled  out.  But  even  if  it  were  constitu- 
tionally sound,  it  bears  all  the  marks  of 
that  practical  inexperience  which  leads 
men  to  believe  that  arbitration  either 
costs  nothing  or  is  at  least  cheaper  than 
law.  Who  is  to  pay  for  the  time  of  the 
three  arbitrators,  presumably  men  of 
high  professional  standing?  The  author 
may  not  be  able:  the  manager  may  not  be 
willing;  neither  of  them  should  be  called 
upon  to  pay  for  a  public  service  other- 
wise than  by  their  contributions  to  the 
revenue.  Clearly  the  State  should  pay. 
But  even  so,  the  difficulties  are  only  begin- 
ning. A  licence  is  seldom  refused  except 
on  grounds  which  are  controversial.  The 
two  arbitrators  selected  by  the  opposed 
parties  to  the  controversy  are  to  agree  to 
leave  the  decision  to  a  third  party  un- 
animously chosen  by  themselves.  That  is 
very  far  from  being  a  simple  solution.  An 
attempt  to  shorten  and  simplify  the  pass- 
ing of  the  Finance  Bill  by  referring  it  to 
an  arbitrator  chosen  unanimously  by  Mr 
Asquith  and  Mr  Balfour  might  not  im- 
probably cost  more  and  last  longer  than 
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a  civil  war.  And  why  should  the  chosen 
referee — if  he  ever  succeeded  in  getting 
chosen — be  assumed  to  be  a  safer  author- 
ity than  the  Examiner  of  Plays?  He  would 
certainly  be  a  less  responsible  one:  in 
fact,  being  (however  eminent)  a  casual 
person  called  in  to  settle  a  single  case,  he 
would  be  virtually  irresponsible.  Worse 
still,  he  would  take  all  responsibility  away 
from  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  who  is  at 
least  an  official  of  the  King's  Household 
and  a  nominee  of  the  Government.  The 
Lord  Chamberlain,  with  all  his  short- 
comings, thinks  twice  before  he  refuses  a 
licence,  knowing  that  his  refusal  is  final 
and  may  promptly  be  made  public.  But 
if  he  could  transfer  his  responsibility  to 
an  arbitrator,  he  would  naturally  do  so 
whenever  he  felt  the  slightest  misgiving, 
or  whenever,  for  diplomatic  reasons,  the 
licence  would  come  more  gracefully  from 
an  authority  unconnected  with  the  court. 
These  considerations,  added  to  the 
general  objection  to  the  principle  of  cen- 
sorship, seem  sufficient  to  put  the  arbitra- 
tion expedient  quite  out  of  the  question. 

END  OF  THE  FIRST  PART  OF  THE 
REJECTED  STATEMENT 


THE  REJECTED  STATEMENT- 
PART  II 

THE  LICENSING  OF  THEATRES 

THE  DISTINCTION  BETWEEN   LICENSING 
AND  CENSORSHIP 

It  must  not  be  concluded  that  the  un- 
compromising abolition  of  all  censorship 
involves  the  abandonment  of  all  control 
and  regulation  of  theatres.  Factories  are 
regulated  in  the  public  interest;  but  there 
is  no  censorship  of  factories.  For  ex- 
ample, many  persons  are  sincerely  con- 
vinced that  cotton  clothing  is  unhealthy; 
that  alcoholic  drinks  are  demoralizing; 
and  that  playing-cards  are  the  devil's 
picture-books.  But  though  the  factories 


in  which  cotton,  whiskey,  and  cards  are 
manufactured  are  stringently  regulated 
under  the  factory  code  and  the  Public 
Health  and  Building  Acts,  the  inspectors 
appointed  to  carry  out  these  Acts  never 
go  to  a  manufacturer  and  inform  him 
that  unless  he  manufactures  woollens  in- 
stead of  cottons,  ginger-beer  instead  of 
whiskey,  Bibles  instead  of  playing-cards, 
he  will  be  forbidden  to  place  his  products 
on  the  market.  In  the  case  of  premises 
licensed  for  the  sale  of  spirits  the  authori- 
ties go  a  step  further.  A  public-house 
differs  from  a  factory  in  the  essential 
particular  that  whereas  disorder  in  a  fac- 
tory is  promptly  and  voluntarily  sup- 
pressed, because  every  moment  of  its 
duration  involves  a  measurable  pecuniary 
loss  to  the  proprietor,  disorder  in  a  public- 
house  may  be  a  source  of  profit  to  the 
proprietor  by  its  attraction  for  disorderly 
customers.  Consequently  a  publican  is 
compelled  to  obtain  a  licence  to  pursue 
his  trade;  and  this  licence  lasts  only  a 
year,  and  need  not  be  renewed  if  his 
house  has  been  conducted  in  a  disorderly 
manner  in  the  meantime. 

PROSTITUTION  AND   DRINK   IN  THEATRES 

The  theatre  presents  the  same  prob- 
lem as  the  public-house  in  respect  to  dis- 
order. To  begin  with,  a  theatre  is  actually 
a  place  licensed  for  the  sale  of  spirits.  The 
bars  at  a  London  theatre  can  be  let  with- 
out difficulty  for  £30  a  week  and  up- 
wards. And  though  it  is  clear  that  nobody 
will  pay  from  a  shilling  to  half  a  guinea 
for  access  to  a  theatre  bar  when  he  can 
obtain  access  to  an  ordinary  public-house 
for  nothing,  there  is  no  law  to  prevent  the 
theatre  proprietor  from  issuing  free  passes 
broadcast  and  recouping  himself  by  the 
profit  on  the  sale  of  drink.  Besides,  there 
may  be  some  other  attraction  than  the 
sale  of  drink.  When  this  attraction  is  that 
of  the  play  no  objection  need  be  made. 
But  it  happens  that  the  auditorium  of  a 
theatre,  with  its  brilliant  lighting  and 
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luxurious  decorations,  makes  a  very  effect- 
ive shelter  and  background  for  the  dis- 
play of  fine  dresses  and  pretty  faces. 
Consequently  theatres  have  been  used  for 
centuries  in  England  as  markets  by  prosti- 
tutes. From  the  Restoration  to  the  days 
of  Macready  all  theatres  were  made  use 
of  in  this  way  as  a  matter  of  course;  and 
to  this,  far  more  than  to  any  prejudice 
against  dramatic  art,  we  owe  the  Puritan 
formula  that  the  theatre  door  is  the  gate 
of  hell.  Macready  had  a  hard  struggle  to 
drive  the  prostitutes  from  his  theatre;  and 
since  his  time  the  London  theatres  con- 
trolled by  the  Lord  Chamberlain  have 
become  respectable  and  even  socially 
pretentious.  But  some  of  the  variety 
theatres  still  derive  a  revenue  by  selling 
admissions  to  women  who  do  not  look  at 
the  performance,  and  men  who  go  to 
purchase  or  admire  the  women.  And  in 
the  provinces  this  state  of  things  is  by  no 
means  confined  to  the  variety  theatres. 
The  real  attraction  is  sometimes  not  the 
performance  at  all.  The  theatre  is  not 
really  a  theatre:  it  is  a  drink  shop  and  a 
prostitution  market;  and  the  last  shred  of 
its  disguise  is  stripped  by  the  virtually 
indiscriminate  issue  of  free  tickets  to  the 
men.  Access  to  the  stage  is  also  easily 
obtained;  and  the  plays  preferred  by  the 
management  are  those  in  which  the  stage 
is  filled  with  young  women  who  are  not 
in  any  serious  technical  sense  of  the  word 
actresses  at  all.  Considering  that  all  this  is 
now  possible  at  any  theatre,  and  actually 
occurs  at  some  theatres,  the  fact  that  our 
best  theatres  are  as  respectable  as  they  are 
is  much  to  their  credit;  but  it  is  still  an 
intolerable  evil  that  respectable  managers 
should  have  to  fight  against  the  free 
tickets  and  disorderly  housekeeping  of 
unscrupulous  competitors.  The  dramatic 
author  is  equally  injured.  He  finds  that 
unless  he  writes  plays  which  make  suit- 
able side-shows  for  drinking-bars  and 
brothels,  he  may  be  excluded  from  towns 
where  there  is  not  room  for  two  theatres, 


and  where  the  one  existing  theatre  is 
exploiting  drunkenness  and  prostitution 
instead  of  carrying  on  a  legitimate  dra- 
matic business.  Indeed  everybody  con- 
nected with  the  theatrical  profession 
suffers  in  reputation  from  the  detestable 
tradition  of  such  places,  against  which  the 
censorship  has  proved  quite  useless. 

Here  we  have  a  strong  case  for  apply- 
ing either  the  licensing  system  or  what- 
ever better  means  may  be  devized  for 
securing  the  orderly  conduct  of  houses 
of  public  entertainment,  dramatic  or 
other.  Liberty  must,  no  doubt,  be  re- 
spected in  so  far  that  no  manager  should 
have  the  right  to  refuse  admission  to 
decently  dressed,  sober,  and  well-con- 
ducted persons,  whether  they  are  prosti- 
tutes, soldiers  in  uniform,  gentlemen  not 
in  evening  dress,  Indians,  or  what  not; 
but  when  disorder  is  stopped,  disorderly 
persons  will  either  cease  to  come  or  else 
reform  their  manners.  It  is,  however, 
quite  arguable  that  the  indiscriminate 
issue  of  free  admissions,  though  an  ap- 
parently innocent  and  good-natured,  and 
certainly  a  highly  popular  proceeding, 
should  expose  the  proprietor  of  the 
theatre  to  the  risk  of  a  refusal  to  renew 
his  licence, 

WHY  THE  MANAGERS  DREAD 
LOCAL  CONTROL 

All  this  points  to  the  transfer  of  the 
control  of  theatres  from  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain to  the  municipality.  And  this  step 
is  opposed  by  the  long-run  managers, 
partly  because  they  take  it  for  granted 
that  municipal  control  must  involve 
municipal  censorship  of  plays,  so  that 
plays  might  be  licensed  in  one  town  and 
prohibited  in  the  next,  and  partly  be- 
cause, as  they  have  no  desire  to  produce 
plays  which  are  in  advance  of  public 
opinion,  and  as  the  Lord  Chamberlain  in 
every  other  respect  gives  more  scandal  by 
his  laxity  than  trouble  by  his  severity, 
they  find  in  the  present  system  a  cheap 
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and  easy  means  of  procuring  a  certificate 
which  relieves  them  of  all  social  responsi- 
bility, and  provides  them  with  so  strong 
a  weapon  of  defence  in  case  of  a  prosecu- 
tion that  it  acts  in  practice  as  a  bar  to  any 
such  proceedings.  Above  all,  they  know 
that  the  Examiner  of  Plays  is  free  from 
the  pressure  of  that  large  body  of  Eng- 
lish public  opinion  already  alluded  to, 
which  regards  the  theatre  as  the  Prohi- 
bitionist Teetotaller  regards  the  public- 
house:  that  is,  as  an  abomination  to  be 
stamped  out  unconditionally.  The  man- 
agers rightly  dread  this  pressure  more  than 
anything  else;  and  they  believe  that  it  is 
so  strong  in  local  governments  as  to  be  a 
characteristic  bias  of  municipal  authority. 
In  this  they  are  no  doubt  mistaken.  There 
is  not  a  municipal  authority  of  any  im- 
portance in  the  country  in  which  a  pro- 
posal to  stamp  out  the  theatre,  or  even 
to  treat  it  illiberally,  would  have  a  chance 
of  adoption.  Municipal  control  of  the 
variety  theatres  (formerly  called  music 
halls)  has  been  very  far  from  illiberal, 
except  in  the  one  particular  in  which  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  is  equally  illiberal. 
That  particular  is  the  assumption  that  a 
draped  figure  is  decent  and  an  undraped 
one  indecent.  It  is  useless  to  point  to 
actual  experience,  which  proves  abun- 
dantly that  naked  or  apparently  naked 
figures,  whether  exhibited  as  living  pic- 
tures, animated  statuary,  or  in  a  dance, 
are  at  their  best  not  only  innocent,  but 
refining  in  their  effect,  whereas  those 
actresses  and  skirt  dancers  who  have 
brought  the  peculiar  aphrodisiac  effect 
which  is  objected  to  to  the  highest  pitch 
of  efficiency  wear  twice  as  many  petti- 
coats as  an  ordinary  lady  does,  and  seldom 
exhibit  more  than  their  ankles.  Unfor- 
tunately, municipal  councillors  persist  in 
confusing  decency  with  drapery;  and 
both  in  London  and  the  provinces  certain 
positively  edifying  performances  have 
been  forbidden  or  withdrawn  under  press- 
ure, and  replaced  by  coarse  and  vicious 


ones.  There  is  not  the  slightest  reason 
to  suppose  that  the  Lord  Chamberlain 
would  have  been  any  more  tolerant;  but 
this  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  the  muni- 
cipal licensing  authorities  have  actually 
used  their  powers  to  set  up  a  censor- 
ship which  is  open  to  all  the  objections 
to  censorship  in  general,  and  which, 
in  addition,  sets  up  the  objection  from 
which  central  control  is  free:  namely,  the 
impossibility  of  planning  theatrical  tours 
without  the  serious  commercial  risk  of 
having  the  performance  forbidden  in 
some  of  the  towns  booked.  How  can  this 
be  prevented? 

DESIRABLE  LIMITATIONS  OF 
LOCAL  CONTROL 

The  problem  is  not  a  difficult  one.  The 
municipality  can  be  limited  just  as  the 
monarchy  is  limited.  The  Act  transferring 
theatres  to  local  control  can  be  a  charter 
of  the  liberties  of  the  stage  as  well  as  an 
Act  to  reform  administration.  The  power 
to  refuse  to  grant  or  renew  a  licence  to  a 
theatre  need  not  be  an  arbitrary  one.  The 
municipality  may  be  required  to  state  the 
ground  of  refusal;  and  certain  grounds 
can  be  expressly  declared  as  unlawful;  so 
that  it  shall  be  possible  for  the  manager 
to  resort  to  the  courts  for  a  mandamus  to 
compel  the  authority  to  grant  a  licence.  It 
can  be  declared  unlawful  for  a  licensing 
authority  to  demand  from  the  manager 
any  disclosure  of  the  nature  of  any  enter- 
tainment he  proposes  to  give,  or  to  pre- 
vent its  performance,  or  to  refuse  to 
renew  his  licence  on  the  ground  that  the 
tendency  of  his  entertainments  is  contrary 
to  religion  and  morals,  or  that  the  theatre 
is  an  undesirable  institution,  or  that  there 
are  already  as  many  theatres  as  are  needed, 
or  that  the  theatre  draws  people  away 
from  the  churches,  chapels,  mission  halls, 
and  the  like  in  its  neighborhood.  The 
assumption  should  be  that  every  citizen 
has  a  right  to  open  and  conduct  a  theatre, 
and  therefore  has  a  right  to  a  licence  unless 
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he  has  forfeited  that  right  by  allowing  his 
theatre  to  become  a  disorderly  house,  or 
failing  to  provide  a  building  which  com- 
plies with  the  regulations  concerning 
sanitation  and  egress  in  case  of  fire,  or 
being  convicted  of  an  offence  against 
public  decency.  Also,  the  licensing  powers 
of  the  authority  should  not  be  delegated 
to  any  official  or  committee;  and  the 
manager  or  lessee  of  the  theatre  should 
have  a  right  to  appear  in  person  or  by 
counsel  to  plead  against  any  motion  to 
refuse  to  grant  or  renew  his  licence.  With 
these  safeguards  the  licensing  power  could 
not  be  stretched  to  censorship.  The 
manager  would  enjoy  liberty  of  con- 
science as  far  as  the  local  authority  is 
concerned;  but  on  the  least  attempt  on  his 
part  to  keep  a  disorderly  house  under 
cover  of  opening  a  theatre  he  would  risk 
his  licence. 

But  the  managers  will  not  and  should 
not  be  satisfied  with  these  limits  to  the 
municipal  power.  If  they  are  deprived  of 
the  protection  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
licence,  and  at  the  same  time  efficiently 
protected  against  every  attempt  at  censor- 
ship by  the  licensing  authority,  the 
enemies  of  the  theatre  will  resort  to  the 
ordinary  law,  and  try  to  get  from  the 
prejudices  of  a  jury  what  they  are  de- 
barred from  getting  from  the  prejudices 
of  a  County  Council  or  City  Corpora- 
tion. Moral  Reform  Societies,  "Purity" 
Societies,  Vigilance  Societies,  exist  in 
England  and  America  for  the  purpose 
of  enforcing  the  existing  laws  against 
obscenity,  blasphemy,  Sabbath-breaking, 
the  debauchery  of  children,  prostitution, 
and  so  forth.  The  paid  officials  of  these 
societies,  in  their  anxiety  to  produce 
plenty  of  evidence  of  their  activity  in  the 
annual  reports  which  go  out  to  the  sub- 
scribers, do  not  always  discriminate  be- 
tween an  obscene  postcard  and  an  artistic 
one,  or  to  put  it  more  exactly,  between  a 
naked  figure  and  an  indecent  one.  They 
often  combine  a  narrow  but  terribly 


sincere  sectarian  bigotry  with  a  complete 
ignorance  of  art  and  history.  Even  when 
they  have  some  culture,  their  livelihood 
is  at  the  mercy  of  subscribers  and  com- 
mittee men  who  have  none.  If  these 
officials  had  any  power  of  distinguishing 
between  art  and  blackguardism,  between 
morality  and  virtue,  between  immorality 
and  vice,  between  conscientious  heresy 
and  mere  baseness  of  mind  and  foulness 
of  mouth,  they  might  be  trusted  by 
theatrical  managers  not  to  abuse  the 
powers  of  the  common  informer.  As  it  is, 
it  has  been  found  necessary,  in  order  to 
enable  good  music  to  be  performed  on 
Sunday,  to  take  away  these  powers  in 
that  particular,  and  vest  them  solely  in 
the  Attorney-General.  This  disqualifica- 
tion of  the  common  informer  should  be 
extended  to  the  initiation  of  all  proceed- 
ings of  a  censorial  character  against 
theatres.  Few  people  are  aware  of  the 
monstrous  laws  against  blasphemy  which 
still  disgrace  our  statute  book.  If  any 
serious  attempt  were  made  to  carry  them 
out,  prison  accommodation  would  have 
to  be  provided  for  almost  every  educated 
person  in  the  country,  beginning  with  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury.  Until  some 
government  with  courage  and  character 
enough  to  repeal  them  comes  into  power, 
it  is  not  too  much  to  ask  that  such  in- 
famous powers  of  oppression  should  be 
kept  in  responsible  hands  and  not  left 
at  the  disposal  of  every  bigot  ignorant 
enough  to  be  unaware  of  the  social 
dangers  of  persecution.  Besides,  the 
common  informer  is  not  always  a  sincere 
bigot  who  believes  he  is  performing  an 
action  of  signal  merit  in  silencing  and 
ruining  a  heretic.  He  is  unfortunately  just 
as  often  a  blackmailer,  who  has  studied 
his  powers  as  a  common  informer  in 
order  that  he  may  extort  money  for  re- 
fraining from  exercising  them.  If  the 
manager  is  to  be  responsible  he  should  be 
made  responsible  to  a  responsible  func- 
tionary. To  be  responsible  to  every  fana- 
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tical  ignoramus  who  chooses  to  prosecute 
him  for  exhibiting  a  cast  of  the  Hermes 
of  Praxiteles  in  his  vestibule,  or  giving 
a  performance  of  Measure  for  Measure, 
is  mere  slavery.  It  is  made  bearable  at 
present  by  the  protection  of  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  certificate.  But  when  that 
is  no  longer  available,  the  common  in- 
former must  be  disarmed  if  the  manager 
is  to  enjoy  security. 


SUMMARY 

The  general  case  against  censorship  as 
a  principle,  and  the  particular  case  against 
the  existing  English  censorship  and 
against  its  replacement  by  a  more  en- 
lightened one,  is  now  complete.  The  fol- 
lowing is  a  recapitulation  of  the  proposi- 
tions and  conclusions  contended  for. 

1.  The  question  of  censorship  or  no 
censorship  is  a  question  of  high  political 
principle  and  not  of  petty  policy. 

2.  The  toleration  of  heresy  and  shocks 
to  morality  on  the  stage,  and  even  their 
protection   against   the   prejudices   and 
superstitions    which    necessarily    enter 
largely  into  morality  and  public  opinion, 
are  essential  to  the  welfare  of  the  nation. 

3.  The  existing  censorship  of  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  does  not  only  intentionally 
suppress  heresy  and  challenges  to  morality 
in  their  serious  and  avowed  forms,  but 
unintentionally  gives  the  special  protec- 
tion of  its  official  licence  to  the  most 
extreme  impropriety  that  the  lowest  sec- 
tion of  London  playgoers  will  tolerate  in 
theatres  especially  devoted  to  their  enter- 
tainment,  licensing   everything   that  is 
popular  and  forbidding  any  attempt  to 
change  public  opinion  or  morals. 

4.  The  Lord  Chamberlain's  censorship 
is  open  to  the  special  objection  that  its 
application  to  political  plays  is  taken  to 
indicate  the  attitude  of  the  Crown  on 
questions  of  domestic  and  foreign  policy, 
and  that  it  imposes  the  limits  of  etiquet 


on  the  historical  drama. 

5.  A  censorship  of  a  more  enlightened 
and  independent  kind,  exercised  by  the 
most  eminent  available  authorities,  would 
prove  in  practice  more  disastrous  than 
the  censorship  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 
because  the  more  eminent  its  members 
were  the  less  possible  would  it  be  for 
them  to  accept  the  responsibility  for 
heresy  or  immorality  by  licensing  them, 
and  because  the  many  heretical  and  im- 
moral plays  which  now  pass  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  because  he  does  not  under- 
stand them,  would  be  understood  and 
suppressed  by  a  more  highly  enlightened 
censorship. 

6.  A  reconstructed  and  enlightened 
censorship  would  be  armed  with  sum- 
mary and  effective  powers  which  would 
stop  the  evasions  by  which  heretical  and 
immoral  plays  are  now  performed  in  spite 
of  the    Lord    Chamberlain;    and    such 
powers  would  constitute  a  tyranny  which 
would  ruin   the  theatre  spiritually   by 
driving  all  independent  thinkers  from  the 
drama  into  the  uncensored  forms  of  art. 

7.  The  work  of  critically  examining  all 
stage  plays  in  their  written  form,  and  of 
witnessing  their  performance  in  order  to 
see  that  the  sense  is  not  altered  by  the 
stage  business,  would,  even  if  it  were 
divided  among  so  many  officials  as  to  be 
physically  possible,  be  mentally  impos- 
sible to  persons  of  taste  and  enlighten- 
ment. 

8.  Regulation  of  theatres  is  an  entirely 
different  matter  from  censorship,  inas- 
much as  a  theatre,  being  not  only  a  stage, 
but  a  place  licensed  for  the  sale  of  spirits, 
and  a  public  resort  capable  of  being  put 
to  disorderly  use,  and  needing  special 
provision  for  the  safety  of  audiences  in 
cases  of  fire,  etc.,  cannot  be  abandoned 
wholly  to  private  control,  and  may  there- 
fore reasonably  be  made  subject  to  an 
annual  licence  like  those  now  required 
before   allowing  premises   to   be  used 
publicly  for  music  and  dancing. 
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9.  In  order  to  prevent  the  powers  of 
the  licensing  authority  being  abused  so  as 
to  constitute  a  virtual  censorship,  any  Act 
transferring  the  theatres  to  the  control  of 
a  licensing  authority  should  be  made  also 
a  charter  of  the  rights  of  dramatic  authors 
and  managers  by  the  following  provi- 
sions: 

A.  The  public  prosecutor  (the  Attor- 
ney-General) alone  should  have  the  right 
to  set  the  law  in  operation  against  the 
manager  of  a  theatre  or  the  author  of  a 
play  in  respect  of  the  character  of  the 
play  or  entertainment. 

B.  No  disclosure  of  the  particulars  of  a 
theatrical  entertainment  shall  be  required 
before  performance. 

C.  Licences  shall  not  be  withheld  on 
the  ground  that  the  existence  of  theatres 
is  dangerous  to  religion  and  morals,  or 
on  the  ground  that  any  entertainment 
given  or  contemplated  is  heretical  or 
immoral. 

D.  The  licensing  area  shall  be  no  less 
than  that  of  a  County  Council  or  City 
Corporation,  which  shall  not  delegate  its 
licensing   powers   to   any   minor   local 
authority  or  to  any  official  or  committee; 
it  shall  decide  all  questions  affecting  the 
existence  of  a  theatrical  licence  by  vote  of 
the  entire  body;  managers,  lessees,  and 
proprietors  of  theatres  shall  have  the 
right  to  plead,  in  person  or  by  counsel, 
against  a  proposal  to  withhold  a  licence; 
and  the  licence  shall  not  be  withheld  ex- 
cept for  stated  reasons,  the  validity  of 
which  shall  be  subject  to  the  judgment  of 
the  high  courts. 

E.  The  annual  licence,  once  granted, 
shall  not  be  cancelled  or  suspended  unless 
the  manager  has  been  convicted  by  public 
prosecution  of  an  offence  against  the 
ordinary  laws  against  disorderly  house- 
keeping, indecency,  blasphemy,  etc.,  ex- 
cept in  cases  where  some  structural  or 
sanitary  defect  in  the  building  necessitates 
immediate  action  for  the  protection  of  the 
public  against  physical  injury. 


F.  No  licence  shall  be  refused  on  the 
ground  that  the  proximity  of  the  theatre 
to  a  church,  mission  hall,  school,  or  other 
place  of  worship,  edification,  instruction, 
or  entertainment  (including  another 
theatre)  would  draw  the  public  away 
from  such  places  into  its  own  doors. 


PREFACE  RESUMED 

MR  GEORGE  ALEXANDER'S  PROTEST 

On  the  facts  mentioned  in  the  fore- 
going statement,  and  in  my  evidence 
before  the  Joint  Select  Committee,  no 
controversy  arose  except  on  one  point. 
Mr  George  Alexander  protested  vigor- 
ously and  indignantly  against  my  admis- 
sion  that   theatres,   like   public-houses, 
need  special  control  on  the  ground  that 
they  can  profit  by  disorder,  and  are  some- 
times conducted  with  that  end  in  view. 
Now,  Mr  Alexander  is  a  famous  actor- 
manager;  and  it  is  very  difficult  to  per- 
suade the  public  that  the  more  famous  an 
actor-manager  is  the  less  he  is  likely  to 
know  about  any  theatre  except  his  own- 
When  the  Committee  of  1892  reported, 
I  was  considered  guilty  of  a  perverse 
paradox  when  I  said  that  the  witness  who 
knew  least  about  the  theatre  was  Henry 
Irving.  Yet  a  moment's  consideration 
would  have  shewn  that  the  paradox  was 
a  platitude.  For  about  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury Irving  was  confined  night  after  night 
to  his  own  theatre  and  his  own  dressing- 
room,  never  seeing  a  play  even  there 
because  he  was  himself  part  of  the  play; 
producing  the  works  of  long  departed 
authors;  and,  to  the  extent  to  which 
his  talent  was  extraordinary,  necessarily 
making   his   theatre   unlike   any   other 
theatre.  When  he  went  to  the  provinces 
or  to  America,  the  theatres  to  which  he 
went  were  swept  and  garnished  for  him, 
and  their  staffs  replaced — as  far  as  he 
came  in  contact  with  them — by  his  own 
lieutenants.  In  the  end,  there  was  hardly 


430 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


a  first-nighter  in  his  gallery  who  did  not 
know  more  about  the  London  theatres 
and  the  progress  of  dramatic  art  than  he; 
and  as  to  the  provinces,  if  any  chief  con- 
stable had  told  him  the  real  history  and 
character  of  many  provincial  theatres,  he 
would  have  denounced  that  chief  con- 
stable as  an  ignorant  libeller  of  a  noble 
profession.  But  the  constable  would  have 
been  right  for  all  that.  Now  if  this  was 
true  of  Sir  Henry  Irving,  who  did  not 
become  a  London  manager  until  he  had 
roughed  it  for  years  in  the  provinces, 
how  much  more  true  must  it  be  of,  say, 
Mr  George  Alexander,  whose  successful 
march  through  his  profession  has  passed 
as  far  from  the  purlieus  of  our  theatrical 
world  as  the  king's  naval  career  from  the 
Isle  of  Dogs?  The  moment  we  come  to 
that  necessary  part  of  the  censorship 
question  which  deals  with  the  control  of 
theatres  from  the  point  of  view  of  those 
who  know  how  much  money  can  be 
made  out  of  them  by  managers  who  seek 
to  make  the  auditorium  attractive  rather 
than  the  stage,  you  find  the  managers 
divided  into  two  sections.  The  first  sec- 
tion consists  of  honorable  and  successful 
managers  like  Mr  Alexander,  who  know 
nothing  of  such  abuses,  and  deny,  with 
perfect  sincerity  and  indignant  vehe- 
mence, that  they  exist  except,  perhaps,  in 
certain  notorious  variety  theatres.  The 
other  is  the  silent  section  which  knows 
better,  but  is  very  well  content  to  be 
publicly  defended  and  privately  amused 
by  Mr  Alexander's  innocence.  To  accept 
a  West  End  manager  as  an  expert  in 
theatres  because  he  is  an  actor  is  much  as 
if  we  were  to  accept  the  organist  of  St 
Paul's  Cathedral  as  an  expert  on  music 
halls  because  he  is  a  musician.  The  real 
experts  are  all  in  the  conspiracy  to  keep 
the  police  out  of  the  theatre.  And  they 
are  so  successful  that  even  the  police  do 
not  know  as  much  as  they  should. 

The  police  should  have  been  examined 
by  the  Committee,  and  the  whole  ques- 


tion of  the  extent  to  which  theatres  are 
disorderly  houses  in  disguise  sifted  to  the 
bottom.  For  it  is  on  this  point  that  we 
discover  behind  the  phantoms  of  the  cor- 
rupt dramatists  who  are  restrained  by  the 
censorship  from  debauching  the  stage, 
the  reality  of  the  corrupt  managers  and 
theatre  proprietors  who  actually  do  de- 
bauch it  without  let  or  hindrance  from 
the  censorship.  The  whole  case  for  giving 
control  over  theatres  to  local  authorities 
rests  on  this  reality. 

ELIZA  AND  HER  BATH 

The  persistent  notion  that  a  theatre  is 
an  Alsatia  where  the  king's  writ  does  not 
run,  and  where  any  wickedness  is  pos- 
sible in  the  absence  of  a  special  tribunal 
and  a  special  police,  was  brought  out  by 
an  innocent  remark  made  by  Sir  William 
Gilbert,  who,  when  giving  evidence 
before  the  Committee,  was  asked  by 
Colonel  Lockwood  whether  a  law  suffi- 
cient to  restrain  impropriety  in  books 
would  also  restrain  impropriety  in  plays. 
Sir  William  replied:  "I  should  say  there 
is  a  very  wide  distinction  between  what 
is  read  and  what  is  seen.  In  a  novel  one 
may  read  that  'Eliza  stripped  off  her 
dressing-gown  and  stepped  into  her  bath* 
without  any  harm;  but  I  think  if  that 
were  presented  on  the  stage  it  would  be 
shocking."  All  the  stupid  and  incon- 
siderate people  seized  eagerly  on  this 
illustration  as  if  it  were  a  successful 
attempt  to  prove  that  without  a  censor- 
ship we  should  be  unable  to  prevent 
actresses  from  appearing  naked  on  the 
stage.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  if  an  actress 
could  be  persuaded  to  do  such  a  thing 
(and  it  would  be  about  as  easy  to  per- 
suade a  bishop's  wife  to  appear  in  church 
in  the  same  condition)  the  police  would 
simply  arrest  her  on  a  charge  of  indecent 
exposure.  The  extent  to  which  this  ob- 
vious safeguard  was  overlooked  may  be 
taken  as  a  measure  of  the  thoughtlessness 
and  frivolity  of  the  excuses  made  for  the 
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censorship.  It  should  be  added  that  the 
artistic  representation  of  a  bath,  with 
every  suggestion  of  nakedness  that  the 
law  as  to  decency  allows,  is  one  of  the 
most  familiar  subjects  of  scenic  art.  From 
the  Rhine  maidens  in  Wagner's  Trilogy, 
and  the  bathers  in  the  second  act  of 
Les  Huguenots,  to  the  ballets  of  water 
nymphs  in  our  Christmas  pantomimes 
and  at  our  variety  theatres,  the  sound 
hygienic  propaganda  of  the  bath,  and  the 
charm  of  the  undraped  human  figure,  are 
exploited  without  offence  on  the  stage  to 
an  extent  never  dreamt  of  by  any  novelist. 

A  KING'S  PROCTOR 

Another  hare  was  started  by  Professor 
Gilbert  Murray  and  Mr  Laurence  Hous- 
man,  who,  in  pure  kindness  to  the 
managers,  asked  whether  it  would  not  be 
possible  to  establish  for  their  assistance  a 
sort  of  King's  Proctor  to  whom  plays 
might  be  referred  for  an  official  legal 
opinion  as  to  their  compliance  with  the 
law  before  production.  There  are  several 
objections  to  this  proposal;  and  they  may 
as  well  be  stated  in  case  the  proposal 
should  be  revived.  In  the  first  place,  no 
lawyer  with  the  most  elementary  know- 
ledge of  the  law  of  libel  in  its  various 
applications  to  sedition,  obscenity,  and 
blasphemy,  could  answer  for  the  conse- 
quences of  producing  any  play  whatso- 
ever as  to  which  the  smallest  question 
could  arise  in  the  mind  of  any  sane  person. 
I  have  been  a  critic  and  an  author  in 
active  service  for  thirty  years;  and  though 
nothing  I  have  written  has  ever  been 
prosecuted  in  England  or  made  the  sub- 
ject of  legal  proceedings,  yet  I  have  never 
published  in  my  life  an  article,  a  play,  or 
a  book,  as  to  which,  if  I  had  taken  legal 
advice,  an  expert  could  have  assured  me 
that  I  was  proof  against  prosecution  or 
against  an  action  for  damages  by  the 
persons  criticized.  No  doubt  a  sensible 
solicitor  might  have  advised  me  that  the 
risk  was  no  greater  than  all  men  have  to 


take  in  dangerous  trades;  but  such  an 
opinion,  though  it  may  encourage  a  client, 
does  not  protect  him.  For  example,  if  a 
publisher  asks  his  solicitor  whether  he 
may  venture  on  an  edition  of  Sterne's 
Sentimental    Journey,    or    a    manager 
whether  he  may  produce  King  Lear  with- 
out risk  of  prosecution,  the  solicitor  will 
advise  him  to  go  ahead.  But  if  the  solicitor 
or  counsel  consulted  by  him  were  asked 
for  a  guarantee  that  neither  of  these  works 
was  a  libel,  he  would  have  to  reply  that 
he  could  give  no  such  guarantee;  that,  on 
the  contrary,  it  was  his  duty  to  warn  his 
client  that  both  of  them  are  obscene  libels; 
that  King  Lear,  containing  as  it  does 
perhaps  the  most  appalling  blasphemy 
that  despair  ever  uttered,  is  a  blasphem- 
ous libel,  and  that  it  is  doubtful  whether 
it  could  not  be  construed  as  a  seditious 
libel  as  well.  As  to  Ibsen's  Brand  (the 
play  which  made  him  popular  with  the 
most  earnestly  religious  people)  no  sane 
solicitor  would  advise  his  client  even  to 
chance  it  except  in  a  broadly  cultivated 
and  tolerant  (or  indifferent)  modern  city. 
The  lighter  plays  would  be  no  better  off. 
What  lawyer  could  accept  any  responsi- 
bility for  the  production  of  Sardou's 
Divor^ons  or  Clyde  Fitch's  The  Woman 
in  the  Case?  Put  the  proposed  King's 
Proctor   in    operation   tomorrow;    and 
what  will  be  the  result?  The  managers 
will  find  that  instead  of  insuring  them  as 
the  Lord  Chamberlain  does,  he  will  warn 
them  that  every  play  they  submit  to  him 
is  vulnerable  to  the  law,  and  that  they 
must  produce  it  not  only  on  the  ordinary 
risk  of  acting  on  their  own  responsibility, 
but  at  the  very  grave  additional  risk  of 
doing  so  in  the  teeth  of  an  official  warn- 
ing.   Under   such   circumstances,   what 
manager  would  resort  a  second  time  to 
the  Proctor;  and  how  would  the  Proctor 
live    without    fees,    unless    indeed    the 
Government  gave  him  a  salary  for  doing 
nothing?  The  institution  would  not  last 
a  year,  except  as  a  job  for  somebody. 
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COUNSEL  S  OPINION 

The  proposal  is  still  less  plausible 
when  it  is  considered  that  at  present, 
without  any  new  legislation  at  all,  any 
manager  who  is  doubtful  about  a  play 
can  obtain  the  advice  of  his  solicitor,  or 
Counsel's  opinion,  if  he  thinks  it  will  be 
of  any  service  to  him.  The  verdict  of 
the  proposed  King's  Proctor  would  be 
nothing  but  Counsel's  opinion  without 
the  liberty  of  choice  of  Counsel,  possibly 
cheapened,  but  sure  to  be  adverse;  for  an 
official  cannot  give  practical  advice  as  a 
friend  and  a  man  of  the  world;  he  must 
stick  to  the  letter  of  the  law  and  take  no 
chances.  And  as  far  as  the  law  is  con- 
cerned, journalism,  literature,  and  the 
drama  exist  only  by  custom  or  suffer- 


ance. 


WANTED:  A  NEW  MAGNA  CHARTA 

This  leads  us  to  a  very  vital  question. 
Is  it  not  possible  to  amend  the  law  so  as 
to  make  it  possible  for  a  lawyer  to  advise 
his  client  that  he  may  publish  the  works 
of  Blake,  Zola,  and  Swinburne,  or  pro- 
duce the  plays  of  Ibsen  and  Mr  Granville 
Barker,  or  print  an  ordinary  criticism  in 
his  newspaper,  without  the  possibility  of 
finding  himself  in  prison,  or  mulcted  in 
damages  and  costs  in  consequence?  No 
doubt  it  is;  but  only  by  a  declaration  of 
constitutional  right  to  blaspheme,  rebel, 
and  deal  with  tabooed  subjects.  Such  a 
declaration  is  not  just  now  within  the 
scope  of  practical  politics,  although  we 
are  compelled  to  act  to  a  great  extent  as  if 
it  was  actually  part  of  the  constitution. 
All  that  can  be  done  is  to  take  my  advice 
and  limit  the  necessary  public  control  of 
the  theatres  in  such  a  manner  as  to  pre- 
vent its  being  abused  as  a  censorship.  We 
have  ready  to  our  hand  the  machinery  of 
licensing  as  applied  to  public-houses.  A 
licensed  victualler  can  now  be  assured 
confidently  by  his  lawyer  that  a  magis- 
trate cannot  refuse  to  retiew  his  licence 


on  the  ground  that  he  (the  magistrate)  is 
a  teetotaller  and  has  seen  too  much  of  the 
evil  of  drink  to  sanction  its  sale.  The 
magistrate  must  give  a  judicial  reason  for 
his  refusal,  meaning  really  a  constitu- 
tional reason;  and  his  teetotalism  is  not 
such  a  reason.  In  the  same  way  you  can 
protect  a  theatrical  manager  by  ruling  out 
certain  reasons  as  unconstitutional,  as 
suggested  in  my  statement.  Combine  this 
with  the  abolition  of  the  common  in- 
former's power  to  initiate  proceedings; 
and  you  will  have  gone  as  far  as  seems 
possible  at  present.  You  will  have  local 
control  of  the  theatres  for  police  purposes 
and  sanitary  purposes  without  censor- 
ship; and  I  do  not  see  what  more  is  pos- 
sible until  we  get  a  formal  Magna  Charta 
declaring  all  the  categories  of  libel  and 
the  blasphemy  laws  contrary  to  public 
liberty,  and  repealing  and  defining  ac- 
cordingly. 

PROPOSED:  A  NEW  STAR  CHAMBER 

Yet  we  cannot  mention  Magna  Charta 
without  recalling  how  useless  such  docu- 
ments are  to  a  nation  which  has  no  more 
political  comprehension  nor  political  vir- 
tue than  King  John.  When  Henry  VII 
calmly  proceeded  to  tear  up  Magna 
Charta  by  establishing  the  Star  Chamber 
(a  criminal  court  consisting  of  a  com- 
mittee of  the  Privy  Council  without  a 
jury)  nobody  objected  until,  about  a  cen- 
tury and  a  half  later,  the  Star  Chamber 
began  cutting  off  the  ears  of  eminent 
Nonconformist  divines  and  standing 
them  in  the  pillory;  and  then  the  Non- 
conformists, and  nobody  else,  abolished 
the  Star  Chamber,  And  if  anyone  doubts 
that  we  are  quite  ready  to  establish  the 
Star  Chamber  again,  let  him  read  the 
Report  of  the  Joint  Select  Committee, 
on  which  I  now  venture  to  offer  a  few 
criticisms. 

The  report  of  the  Committee,  which 
will  be  found  in  the  bluebook,  should  be 
read  with  attention  and  respect  as  far  as 
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page  x,  up  to  which  point  it  is  an  able  and 
well- written  statement  of  the  case.  From 
page  x  onward,  when  it  goes  on  from 
diagnosing  the  disease  to  prescribing  the 
treatment,  it  should  be  read  with  even 
greater  attention  but  with  no  respect 
whatever,  as  the  main  object  of  the  treat- 
ment is  to  conciliate  the  How  Not  To  Do 
It  majority.  It  contains,  however,  one 
very  notable  proposal,  the  same  being 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  to  revive  the 
Star  Chamber  for  the  purpose  of  dealing 
with  heretical  or  seditious  plays  and  their 
authors,  and  indeed  with  all  charges 
against  theatrical  entertainments  except 
common  police  cases  of  indecency.  The 
reason  given  is  that  for  which  the  Star 
Chamber  was  created  by  Henry  VII:  that 
is,  the  inadequacy  of  the  ordinary  law. 
"We  consider,"  says  the  report,  "that  the 
law  which  prevents  or  punishes  indecency, 
blasphemy  and  libel  in  printed  publica- 
tions [it  does  not,  by  the  way,  except  in 
the  crudest  police  cases]  would  not  be 
adequate  for  the  control  of  the  drama.5* 
Therefor  a  committee  of  the  Privy  Coun- 
cil is  to  be  empowered  to  suppress  plays 
and  punish  managers  and  authors  at  its 
pleasure,  on  the  motion  of  the  Attorney- 
General,  without  a  jury.  The  members  of 
the  Committee  will,  of  course,  be  men  of 
high  standing  and  character:  otherwise 
they  would  not  be  on  the  Privy  Council. 
That  is  to  say,  they  will  have  all  the 
qualifications  of  Archbishop  Laud. 

Now  I  have  no  guarantee  that  any 
member  of  the  majority  of  the  Joint 
Select  Committee  ever  heard  of  the  Star 
Chamber  or  of  Archbishop  Laud.  One  of 
them  did  not  know  that  politics  meant 
anything  more  than  party  electioneering. 
Nothing  is  more  alarming  than  the  ignor- 
ance of  our  public  men  of  the  common- 
places of  our  history,  and  their  consequent 
readiness  to  repeat  experiments  which 
have  in  the  past  produced  national  cata- 
strophes. At  all  events,  whether  they  knew 
what  they  were  doing  or  not,  there  can  be 


no  question  as  to  what  they  did.  They 
proposed  virtually  that  the  Act  of  the 
Long  Parliament  in  1641  shall  be  re- 
pealed, and  the  Star  Chamber  re-estab- 
lished, in  order  that  playwrights  and 
managers  may  be  punished  for  unspeci- 
fied offences  unknown  to  the  law.  When 
I  say  unspecified,  I  should  say  specified  as 
follows  (see  page  xi  of  the  report)  in  the 
case  of  a  play: — 

(a)  To  be  indecent. 

(£)  To  contain  offensive  personalities. 

(c)  To  represent  on  the  stage  in  an 
invidious  manner  a  living  person,  or  any 
person  recently  dead. 

(cT)  To  do  violence  to  the  sentiment  of 
religious  reverence. 

(e)  To  be  calculated  to  conduce  to  vice 
or  crime. 

(/)  To  be  calculated  to  impair  friendly 
relations  with  any  foreign  power. 

(g)  To  be  calculated  to  cause  a  breach 
of  the  peace. 

Now  it  is  clear  that  there  is  no  play  yet 
written,  or  possible  to  be  written,  in  this 
world,  that  might  not  be  condemned 
under  one  or  other  of  these  heads.  How 
any  sane  man,  not  being  a  professed 
enemy  of  public  liberty,  could  put  his 
hand  to  so  monstrous  a  catalogue  passes 
my  understanding.  Had  a  comparatively 
definite  and  innocent  clause  been  added 
forbidding  the  affirmation  or  denial  of 
the  doctrine  of  Transubstantiation,  the 
country  would  have  been  up  in  arms  at 
once.  Lord  Ribblesdale  made  an  effort  to 
reduce  the  seven  categories  to  the  old 
formula  "not  to  be  fitting  for  the  pre- 
servation of  good  manners,  decorum,  or 
the  public  peace";  but  this  proposal  was 
not  carried;  whilst  on  Lord  GorelPs 
motion  a  final  widening  of  the  net  was 
achieved  by  adding  the  phrase  "to  be  cal- 
culated to";  so  that  even  if  a  play  does 
not  produce  any  of  the  results  feared,  the 
author  can  still  be  punished  on  the  ground 
that  his  play  is  "calculated"  to  produce 
them.  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  a 


434 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


committee  capable  of  such  an  outrageous 
display  of  thoughtlessness  and  historical 
ignorance  as  this  paragraph  of  its  report 
implies  deserves  to  be  haled  before  the 
tribunal  it  has  itself  proposed,  and  dealt 
with  under  a  general  clause  levelled  at 
conduct  "calculated  to"  overthrow  the 
liberties  of  England. 

POSSIBILITIES   OF  THE  PROPOSAL 

Still,  though  I  am  certainly  not  willing 
to  give  Lord  Gorell  the  chance  of  seeing 
me  in  the  pillory  with  my  ears  cut  off  if  I 
can  help  it,  I  daresay  many  authors  would 
rather  take  their  chance  with  a  Star  Cham- 
ber than  with  a  jury,  just  as  some  soldiers 
would  rather  take  their  chance  with  a 
court-martial  than  at  Quarter  Sessions. 
For  that  matter,  some  of  them  would 
rather  take  their  chance  with  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  than  with  either.  And 
though  this  is  no  reason  for  depriving  the 
whole  body  of  authors  of  the  benefit  of 
Magna  Charta,  still,  if  the  right  of  the 
proprietor  of  a  play  to  refuse  the  good 
offices  of  the  Privy  Council  and  to  per- 
form the  play  until  his  accusers  had  in- 
dicted him  at  law,  and  obtained  the  ver- 
dict of  a  jury  against  him,  were  sufficiently 
guarded,  the  proposed  Committee  might 
be  set  up  and  used  for  certain  purposes. 
For  instance,  it  might  be  made  a  condi- 
tion of  the  intervention  of  the  Attorney- 
General  or  the  Director  of  Public  Prose- 
cutions that  he  should  refer  an  accused 
play  to  the  Committee,  and  obtain  their 
sanction  before  taking  action,  offering 
the  proprietor  of  the  play,  if  the  Com- 
mittee thought  fit,  an  opportunity  of 
voluntarily  accepting  trial  by  the  Com- 
mittee as  an  alternative  to  prosecution  in 
the  ordinary  course  of  law.  But  the  Com- 
mittee should  have  no  powers  of  punish- 
ment beyond  the  power  (formidable 
enough)  of  suspending  performances  of 
the  play.  If  it  thought  that  additional 
punishment  was  called  for,  it  could  order 
a  prosecution  without  allowing  the  pro- 


prietor or  author  of  the  play  the  alter- 
native of  a  trial  by  itself.  The  author  of 
the  play  should  be  made  a  party  to  all 
proceedings  of  the  Committee,  and  have 
the  right  to  defend  himself  in  person  or 
by  counsel.  This  would  provide  a  check 
on  the  Attorney-General  (who  might  be 
as  bigoted  as  any  of  the  municipal  alder- 
men who  are  so  much  dreaded  by  the 
actor-managers)  without  enabling  the 
Committee  to  abuse  its  powers  for  party, 
class,  or  sectarian  ends  beyond  that  ir- 
reducible minimum  of  abuse  which  a 
popular  jury  would  endorse,  for  which 
minimum  there  is  no  remedy. 

But  when  everything  is  said  for  the 
Star  Chamber  that  can  be  said,  and  every 
precaution  taken  to  secure  to  those  whom 
it  pursues  the  alternative  of  trial  by  jury, 
the  expedient  still  remains  a  very  ques- 
tionable one,  to  be  endured  for  the  sake 
of  its  protective  rather  than  its  repressive 
powers.  It  should  abolish  the  present 
quaint  toleration  of  rioting  in  theatres. 
For  example,  if  it  is  to  be  an  offence  to 
perform  a  play  which  the  proposed  new 
Committee  shall  condemn,  it  should  also 
be  made  an  offence  to  disturb  a  perform- 
ance which  the  Committee  has  not  con- 
demned. "Brawling"  at  a  theatre  should 
be  dealt  with  as  severely  as  brawling  in 
church  if  the  censorship  is  to  be  taken  out 
of  the  hands  of  the  public.  At  present 
Jenny  Geddes  may  throw  her  stool  at  the 
head  of  a  playwright  who  preaches  un- 
palatable doctrine  to  her,  or  rather,  since 
her  stool  is  a  fixture,  she  may  hiss  and 
hoot  and  make  it  impossible  to  proceed 
with  the  performance,  even  although  no- 
body has  compelled  her  to  come  to  the 
theatre  or  suspended  her  liberty  to  stay 
away,  and  although  she  has  no  claim  on 
an  unendowed  theatre  for  her  spiritual 
necessities,  as  she  has  on  her  parish 
church.  If  mob  censorship  cannot  be 
trusted  to  keep  naughty  playwrights  in 
order,  still  less  can  it  be  trusted  to  keep 
the  pioneers  of  thought  in  countenance; 
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and  I  submit  that  anyone  hissing  a  play 
permitted  by  the  new  censorship  should 
be  guilty  of  contempt  of  court. 

STAR  CHAMBER  SENTIMENTALITY 

But  what  is  most  to  be  dreaded  in  a 
Star  Chamber  is  not  its  sternness  but  its 
sentimentality.  There  is  no  worse  censor- 
ship than  one  which  considers  only  the 
feelings  of  the  spectators,  except  perhaps 
one  which  considers  the  feelings  of  people 
who  do  not  even  witness  the  perform- 
ance. Take  the  case  of  the  Passion  Play  at 
Oberammergau.  The  offence  given  by  a 
representation  of  the  Crucifixion  on  the 
stage  is  not  bounded  by  frontiers:  further, 
it  is  an  offence  of  which  the  voluntary 
spectators  are  guilty  no  less  than  the 
actors.  If  it  is  to  be  tolerated  at  all:  if  we 
are  not  to  make  war  on  the  German 
Empire  for  permitting  it,  nor  punish  the 
English  people  who  go  to  Bavaria  to  see 
it  and  thereby  endow  it  with  English 
money,  we  may  as  well  tolerate  it  in 
London,  where  nobody  need  go  to  see  it 
except  those  who  are  not  offended  by  it. 
When  Wagner's  Parsifal  becomes  avail- 
able for  representation  in  London,  many 
people  will  be  sincerely  horrified  when 
the  miracle  of  the  Mass  is  simulated  on 
the  stage  of  Covent  Garden,  and  the  Holy 
Ghost  descends  in  the  form  of  a  dove. 
But  if  the  Committee  of  the  Privy  Coun- 
cil, or  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  or  anyone 
else,  were  to  attempt  to  keep  Parsifal  from 
us  to  spare  the  feelings  of  these  people,  it 
would  not  be  long  before  even  the  most 
thoughtless  champions  of  the  censorship 
would  see  that  the  principle  of  doing 
nothing  that  could  shock  anybody  had 
reduced  itself  to  absurdity.  No  quarter 
whatever  should  be  given  to  the  bigotry 
of  people  so  unfit  for  social  life  as  to  insist 
not  only  that  their  own  prejudices  and 
superstitions  should  have  the  fullest 
toleration  but  that  everybody  else  should 
be  compelled  to  think  and  act  as  they  do. 
Every  service  in  St  Paul's  Cathedral  is  an 


outrage  to  the  opinions  of  the  congrega- 
tion of  the  Roman  Catholic  Cathedral  of 
Westminster.  Every  Liberal  meeting  is  a 
defiance  and  a  challenge  to  the  most  cher- 
ished opinions  of  the  Unionists.  A  law  to 
compel  the  Roman  Catholics  to  attend 
service  at  St.  Paul's,  or  the  Liberals  to  at- 
tend the  meetings  of  the  Primrose  League 
would  be  resented  as  an  insufferable  tyr- 
anny. But  a  law  to  shut  up  both  St  Paul's 
and  the  Westminster  Cathedral,  and  to 
put  down  political  meetings  and  associa- 
tions because  of  the  offence  given  by 
them  to  many  worthy  and  excellent 
people,  would  be  a  far  worse  tyranny, 
because  it  would  kill  the  religious  and 
political  life  of  the  country  outright, 
whereas  to  compel  people  to  attend  the 
services  and  meetings  of  their  opponents 
would  greatly  enlarge  their  minds,  and 
would  actually  be  a  good  thing  if  it  were 
enforced  all  round.  I  should  not  object  to 
a  law  to  compel  everybody  to  read  two 
newspapers,  each  violently  opposed  to 
the  other  in  politics;  but  to  forbid  us 
to  read  newspapers  at  all  would  be  to 
maim  us  mentally  and  cashier  our  country 
in  the  ranks  of  civilization.  I  deny  that  any- 
body has  the  right  to  demand  more  from 
me,  over  and  above  lawful  conduct  in  a 
general  sense,  than  liberty  to  stay  away 
from  the  theatre  in  which  my  plays  are 
represented.  If  he  is  unfortunate  enough 
to  have  a  religion  so  petty  that  it  can  be 
insulted  (any  man  is  as  welcome  to  insult 
my  religion,  if  he  can,  as  he  is  to  insult  the 
universe)  I  claim  the  right  to  insult  it  to 
my  heart's  content,  if  I  choose,  provided 
I  do  not  compel  him  to  come  and  hear  me. 
If  I  think  this  country  ought  to  make  war 
on  any  other  country,  then,  so  long  as  war 
remains  lawful,  I  claim  full  liberty  to  write 
and  perform  a  play  inciting  the  country 
to  that  war  without  interference  from  the 
ambassadors  of  the  menaced  country.  I 
may  "give  pain  to  many  worthy  people, 
and  pleasure  to  none,"  as  the  Censor's 
pet  phrase  puts  it:  I  may  even  make 
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Europe  a  cockpit  and  Asia  a  shambles: 
no  matter:  if  preachers  and  politicians, 
statesmen  and  soldiers,  may  do  these 
things — if  it  is  right  that  such  things 
should  be  done,  then  I  claim  my  share  in 
the  right  to  do  them.  If  the  proposed 
Committee  is  meant  to  prevent  me  from 
doing  these  things  whilst  men  of  other 
professions  are  permitted  to  do  them, 
then  I  protest  with  all  my  might  against 
the  formation  of  such  a  Committee.  If  it 
is  to  protect  me,  on  the  contrary,  against 
the  attacks  that  bigots  and  corrupt  porno- 
graphers  may  make  on  me  by  appealing 
to  the  ignorance  and  prejudices  of  com- 
mon jurors,  then  I  welcome  it;  but  is  that 
really  the  object  of  its  proposers?  And  if 
it  is,  what  guarantee  have  I  that  the  new 
tribunal  will  not  presently  resolve  into  a 
mere  committee  to  avoid  unpleasantness 
and  keep  the  stage  "in  good  taste"?  It  is 
no  more  possible  for  me  to  do  my  work 
honestly  as  a  playwright  without  giving 
pain  than  it  is  for  a  dentist.  The  nation's 
morals  are  like  its  teeth:  the  more  decayed 
they  are  the  more  it  hurts  to  touch  them. 
Prevent  dentists  and  dramatists  from  giv- 
ing pain,  and  not  only  will  our  morals 
become  as  carious  as  our  teeth,  but  tooth- 
ache and  the  plagues  that  follow  neglected 
morality  will  presently  cause  more  agony 
than  all  the  dentists  and  dramatists  at  their 
worst  have  caused  since  the  world  began. 

ANYTHING  FOR  A  QUIET  LIFE 

Another  doubt:  would  a  Committee  of 
the  Privy  Council  really  face  the  risks 
that  must  be  taken  by  all  communities 
as  the  price  of  our  freedom  to  evolve? 
Would  it  not  rather  take  the  popular 
English  view  that  freedom  and  virtue 
generally  are  sweet  and  desirable  only 
when  they  cost  nothing?  Nothing  worth 
having  is  to  be  had  without  risk.  A 
mother  risks  her  child's  life  every  time 
she  lets  it  ramble  through  the  country- 
side, or  cross  the  street,  or  clamber  over 
the  rocks  on  the  shore  by  itself.  A  father 


risks  his  son's  morals  when  he  gives  him 
a  latchkey.  The  members  of  the  Joint 
Select  Committee  risked  my  producing  a 
revolver  and  shooting  them  when  they 
admitted  me  to  the  room  without  having 
me  handcuffed.  And  these  risks  are  no 
unreal  ones.  Every  day  some  child  is 
maimed  or  drowned  and  some  young 
man  infected  with  disease;  and  political 
assassinations  have  been  appallingly  fre- 
quent of  late  years.  Railway  travelling 
has  its  risks;  motoring  has  its  risks;  aero- 
planing  has  its  risks;  every  advance  we 
make  costs  us  a  risk  of  some  sort.  And 
though  these  are  only  risks  to  the  indi- 
vidual, to  the  community  they  are  cer- 
tainties. It  is  not  certain  that  I  will  be 
killed  this  year  in  a  railway  accident;  but 
it  is  certain  that  somebody  will.  The  in- 
vention of  printing  and  the  freedom  of 
the  press  have  brought  upon  us,  not 
merely  risks  of  their  abuse,  but  the  estab- 
lishment as  part  of  our  social  routine  of 
some  of  the  worst  evils  a  community  can 
suffer  from.  People  who  realize  these  evils 
shriek  for  the  suppression  of  motor  cars, 
the  virtual  imprisonment  and  enslave- 
ment of  the  young,  the  passing  of  Press 
Laws  (especially  in  Egypt,  India,  and 
Ireland),  exactly  as  they  shriek  for  a  cen- 
sorship of  the  stage.  The  freedom  of  the 
stage  will  be  abused  just  as  certainly  as 
the  complaisance  and  innocence  of  the 
censorship  is  abused  at  present.  It  will 
also  be  used  by  writers  like  myself  for 
raising  very  difficult  and  disturbing  ques- 
tions, social,  political,  and  religious,  at 
moments  which  may  be  extremely  incon- 
venient to  the  government.  Is  it  certain 
that  a  Committee  of  the  Privy  Council 
would  stand  up  to  all  this  as  the  price 
of  liberty?  I  doubt  it.  If  I  am  to  be  at 
the  mercy  of  a  nice  amiable  Committee 
of  elderly  gentlemen  (I  know  all  about 
elderly  gentlemen,  being  one  myself) 
whose  motto  is  the  highly  popular  one, 
"Anything  for  a  quiet  life,"  and  who  will 
make  the  inevitable  abuses  of  freedom  by 
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our  blackguards  an  excuse  for  interfering 
with  any  disquieting  use  of  it  by  myself, 
then  I  shall  be  worse  off  than  I  am  with 
the  Lord  Chamberlain,  whose  mind  is 
not  broad  enough  to  obstruct  the  whole 
range  of  thought.  If  it  were,  he  would  be 
given  a  more  difficult  post. 

SHALL  THE  EXAMINER  OF  PLAYS  STARVE? 

And  here  I  may  be  reminded  that  if  I 
prefer  the  Lord  Chamberlain  I  can  go  to 
the  Lord  Chamberlain,  who  is  to  retain 
all  his  present  functions  for  the  benefit  of 
those  who  prefer  to  be  judged  by  him. 
But  I  am  not  so  sure  that  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain will  be  able  to  exercise  those 
functions  for  long  if  resort  to  him  is  to 
be  optional.  Let  me  be  kinder  to  him  than 
he  has  been  to  me,  and  uncover  for  him  the 
pitfalls  which  the  Joint  Select  Committee 
have  dug  (and  concealed)  in  his  path. 
Consider  how  the  voluntary  system 
must  inevitably  work.  The  Joint  Select 
Committee  expressly  urges  that  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  licence  must  not  be  a  bar 
to  a  prosecution.  Granted  that  in  spite  of 
this  reservation  the  licence  would  prove 
in  future  as  powerful  a  defence  as  it  has 
been  in  the  past,  yet  the  voluntary  clause 
nevertheless  places  the  manager  at  the 
mercy  of  any  author  who  makes  it  a  con- 
dition of  his  contract  that  his  play  shall 
not  be  submitted  for  licence.  I  should 
probably  take  that  course  without  op- 
position from  the  manager.  For  the 
manager,  knowing  that  three  of  my  plays 
have  been  refused  a  licence,  and  that  it 
would  be  far  safer  to  produce  a  play  for 
which  no  licence  had  been  asked  than  one 
for  which  it  had  been  asked  and  refused, 
would  agree  that  it  was  more  prudent,  in 
my  case,  to  avail  himself  of  the  power  of 
dispensing  with  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
licence.  But  now  mark  the  consequences. 
The  manager,  having  thus  discovered 
that  his  best  policy  was  to  dispense  with 
the  licence  in  the  few  doubtful  cases, 
would  presently  ask  himself  why  he 


should  spend  two  guineas  each  on  licences 
for  the  many  plays  as  to  which  no  ques- 
tion could  conceivably  arise.  What  risk 
does  any  manager  run  in  producing  such 
works  as  Sweet  Lavender,  Peter  Pan,  The 
Silver  King,  or  any  of  the  99  per  cent  of 
plays  that  are  equally  neutral  on  contro- 
versial questions.  Does  anyone  seriously 
believe  that  the  managers  would  continue 
to  pay  the  Lord  Chamberlain  two  guineas 
a  play  out  of  mere  love  and  loyalty,  only 
to  create  an  additional  risk  in  the  case  of 
controversial  plays,  and  to  guard  against 
risks  that  do  not  exist  in  the  case  of  the 
great  bulk  of  other  productions?  Only 
those  would  remain  faithful  to  him  who 
produce  such  plays  as  the  Select  Com- 
mittee began  by  discussing  in  camera,  and 
ended  by  refusing  to  discuss  at  all  because 
they  were  too  nasty.  These  people  would 
still  try  to  get  a  licence,  and  would  still 
no  doubt  succeed  as  they  do  today.  But 
could  the  King's  Reader  of  Plays  live  on 
his  fees  from  these  plays  alone;  and  if  he 
could  how  long  would  his  post  survive 
the  discredit  of  licensing  only  porno- 
graphic plays?  It  is  clear  to  me  that  the 
Examiner  would  be  starved  out  of  exist- 
ence, and  the  censorship  perish  of  de- 
suetude. Perhaps  that  is  exactly  what  the 
Select  Committee  contemplated.  If  so,  I 
have  nothing  more  to  say,  except  that 
I  think  sudden  death  would  be  more 
merciful. 

LORD  GORELL'S  AWAKENING 

In  the  meantime,  conceive  the  situation 
which  would  arise  if  a  licensed  play  were 
prosecuted.  To  make  it  clearer,  let  us 
imagine  any  other  offender — say  a  com- 
pany promoter  with  a  fraudulent  pro- 
spectus— pleading  in  Court  that  he  had 
induced  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to  issue  a 
certificate  that  the  prospectus  contained 
nothing  objectionable,  and  that  on  the 
strength  of  that  certificate  he  issued  it; 
also,  that  by  law  the  Court  could  do 
nothing  to  him  except  order  him  to  wind 
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up  his  company.  Some  such  vision  as  this 
must  have  come  to  Lord  Gorell  when  he 
at  last  grappled  seriously  with  the  pro- 
blem. Mr  Harcourt  seized  the  opportunity 
to  make  a  last  rally.  He  seconded  Lord 
Gorell's  proposal  that  the  Committee 
should  admit  that  its  scheme  of  an  op- 
tional censorship  was  an  elaborate  absurd- 
ity, and  report  that  all  censorship  before 
production  was  out  of  the  question.  But 
it  was  too  late:  the  volte  face  was  too 
sudden  and  complete.  It  was  Lord  Gorell 
whose  vote  had  turned  the  close  division 
which  took  place  on  the  question  of  re- 
ceiving my  statement.  It  was  Lord  Gorell 
without  whose  countenance  and  author- 
ity the  farce  of  the  books  could  never 
have  been  performed.  Yet  here  was  Lord 
Gorell,  after  assenting  to  all  the  provisions 
for  the  optional  censorship  paragraph  by 
paragraph,  suddenly  informing  his  col- 
leagues that  they  had  been  wrong  all 
through  and  that  I  had  been  right  all 
through,  and  inviting  them  to  scrap  half 
their  work  and  adopt  my  conclusion.  No 
wonder  Lord  Gorell  got  only  one  vote: 
that  of  Mr  Harcourt.  But  the  incident  is 
not  the  less  significant.  Lord  Gorell  car- 
ried more  weight  than  any  other  member 
of  the  Committee  on  the  legal  and  con- 
stitutional aspect  of  the  question.  Had  he 
begun  where  he  left  off — had  he  at  the 
outset  put  down  his  foot  on  the  notion 
that  an  optional  penal  law  could  ever  be 
anything  but  a  gross  contradiction  in 
terms,  that  part  of  the  Committee's  pro- 
posals would  never  have  come  into 
existence. 

JUDGES:  THEIR  PROFESSIONAL 
LIMITATIONS 

I  do  not,  however,  appeal  to  Lord 
GorelPs  judgment  on  all  points.  It  is  in- 
evitable that  a  judge  should  be  deeply 
impressed  by  his  professional  experience 
with  a  sense  of  the  impotence  of  judges 
and  laws  and  courts  to  deal  satisfactorily 
with  evils  which  are  so  Protean  and  elu- 


sive as  to  defy  definition,  and  which  yet 
seem  to  present  quite  simple  problems  to 
the  common  sense  of  men  of  the  world. 
You  have  only  to  imagine  the  Privy 
Council  as  consisting  of  men  of  the  world 
highly  endowed  with  common  sense,  to 
persuade  yourself  that  the  supplementing 
of  the  law  by  the  common  sense  of  the 
Privy  Council  would  settle  the  whole 
difficulty.  But  no  man  knows  what  he 
means  by  common  sense,  though  every 
man  can  tell  you  that  it  is  very  uncom- 
mon, even  in  Privy  Councils.  And  since 
every  ploughman  is  a  man  of  the  world, 
it  is  evident  that  even  the  phrase  itself 
does  not  mean  what  it  says.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  it  means  in  ordinary  use  simply  a 
man  who  will  not  make  himself  disagree- 
able for  the  sake  of  a  principle:  just  the 
sort  of  man  who  should  never  be  allowed 
to  meddle  with  political  rights.  Now  to  a 
judge  a  political  right,  that  is,  a  dogma 
which  is  above  our  laws  and  conditions 
our  laws,  instead  of  being  subject  to 
them,  is  anarchic  and  abhorrent.  That  is 
why  I  trust  Lord  Gorell  when  he  is  de- 
fending the  integrity  of  the  law  against 
the  proposal  to  make  it  in  any  sense 
optional,  whilst  I  very  strongly  mistrust 
him,  as  I  mistrust  all  professional  judges, 
when  political  rights  are  in  danger. 


CONCLUSION 


I  must  conclude  by  recommending  the 
Government  to  take  my  advice  wherever 
it  conflicts  with  that  of  the  Joint  Select 
Committee.  It  is,  I  think,  obviously  more 
deeply  considered  and  better  informed, 
though  I  say  it  that  should  not.  At  all 
events,  I  have  given  my  reasons;  and  at 
that  I  must  leave  it.  As  the  tradition  which 
makes  Malvolio  not  only  Master  of  the 
Revels  but  Master  of  the  Mind  of  Eng- 
land, and  which  has  come  down  to  us 
from  Henry  VIII,  is  manifestly  doomed 
to  the  dustbin,  the  sooner  it  goes  there 
the  better;  for  the  democratic  control 
which  naturally  succeeds  it  can  easily  be 
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limited  so  as  to  prevent  it  becoming  either 
a  censorship  or  a  tyranny.  The  Examiner 
of  Plays  should  receive  a  generous  pen- 
sion, and  be  set  free  to  practise  privately 
as  an  expert  adviser  of  theatrical  man- 
agers. There  is  no  reason  why  they  should 
be  deprived  of  the  counsel  they  so  highly 
value. 

It  only  remains  to  say  that  public  per- 
formances of  The  Shewing-up  of  Blanco 
Posnet  are  still  prohibited  in  Great  Britain 
by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  An  attempt 
was  made  to  prevent  even  its  perform- 
ance in  Ireland  by  some  indiscreet  Castle 
officials  in  the  absence  of  the  Lord  Lieu- 
tenant. This  attempt  gave  extraordinary 
publicity  to  the  production  of  the  play; 
and  every  possible  effort  was  made  to 
persuade  the  Irish  public  that  the  per- 
formance would  be  an  outrage  to  their 
religion,  and  to  provoke  a  repetition  of 
the  rioting  that  attended  the  first  per- 
formances of  Synge's  Playboy  of  the 
Western  World  before  the  most  sensitive 
and,  on  provocation,  the  most  turbulent 
audience  in  the  kingdom.  The  directors 
of  the  Irish  National  Theatre,  Lady 
Gregory  and  Mr  William  Butler  Yeats, 
rose  to  the  occasion  with  inspiriting  cour- 
age. I  am  a  conciliatory  person,  and  was 
willing,  as  I  always  am,  to  make  every 
concession  in  return  for  having  my  own 
way.  But  Lady  Gregory  and  Mr  Yeats 
not  only  would  not  yield  an  inch,  but 
insisted,  within  the  due  limits  of  gallant 
warfare,  on  taking  the  field  with  every 
circumstance  of  defiance,  and  winning 
the  battle  with  every  trophy  of  victory. 
Their  triumph  was  as  complete  as  they 
could  have  desired.  The  performance  ex- 
hausted the  possibilities  of  success,  and 
provoked  no  murmur,  though  it  inspired 
several  approving  sermons.  Later  on, 
Lady  Gregory  and  Mr  Yeats  brought  the 
play  to  London  and  performed  it  under 
the  Lord  Chamberlain's  nose,  through 
the  instrumentality  of  the  Stage  Society. 

After  this,  the  play  was  again  sub- 


mitted to  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  But, 
though  beaten,  he,  too,  understands  the 
art  of  How  Not  To  Do  It.  He  licensed 
the  play,  but  endorsed  on  his  licence  the 
condition  that  all  the  passages  which  im- 
plicated God  in  the  history  of  Blanco 
Posnet  must  be  omitted  in  representation. 
All  the  coarseness,  the  profligacy,  the 
prostitution,  the  violence,  the  drinking- 
bar  humor  into  which  the  light  shines  in 
the  play  are  licensed,  but  the  light  itself 
is  extinguished.  I  need  hardly  say  that  I 
have  not  availed  myself  of  this  licence, 
and  do  not  intend  to.  There  is  enough 
licensed  darkness  in  our  theatres  today 
without  my  adding  to  it. 

AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE, 
1910. 


POSTSCRIPT.  —  Since  the  above  was 
written  the  Lord  Chamberlain  has  made 
an  attempt  to  evade  his  responsibility  and 
perhaps  to  postpone  his  doom  by  appoint- 
ing an  advisory  committee,  unknown  to 
the  law,  on  which  he  will  presumably 
throw  any  odium  that  may  attach  to  re- 
fusals of  licences  in  the  future.  This 
strange  and  lawless  body  will  hardly  re- 
assure our  moralists,  who  object  much 
more  to  the  plays  he  licenses  than  to 
those  he  suppresses,  and  are  therefore 
unmoved  by  his  plea  that  his  refusals  are 
few  and  far  between.  It  consists  of  two 
eminent  actors  (one  retired),  an  Oxford 
professor  of  literature,  and  two  eminent 
barristers.  As  their  assembly  is  neither 
created  by  statute  nor  sanctioned  by  cus- 
tom, it  is  difficult  to  know  what  to  call  it 
until  it  advises  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to 
deprive  some  author  of  his  means  of  live- 
lihood, when  it  will,  I  presume,  become 
a  conspiracy,  and  be  indictable  accord- 
ingly; unless,  indeed,  it  can  persuade  the 
Courts  to  recognize  it  as  a  new  Estate  of 
the  Realm,  created  by  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain. This  constitutional  position  is  so 
questionable  that  I  strongly  advise  the 
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members  to  resign  promptly  before  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  gets  them  into  trouble. 


POSTSCRIPT  1933. — The  censorship  of 
plays  remains  unaltered,  though  of  late 
years  it  has  been  much  more  liberally  and 
intelligently  exercised.  None  of  my  plays 
is  now  on  the  index. 

But  an  unofficial  censorship  of  films 
has  been  set  up  to  safeguard  their  un- 
precedented licence  in  pornographic  art. 
As  an  example  of  its  operation  I  may 
cite  the  case  of  a  lady  who,  when  doing 
charitable  work  among  the  outcasts  on 
the  Thames  Embankment,  was  appalled 
by  the  extent  to  which  men  were  lured  to 
London  by  visions  of  unlimited  employ- 
ment there,  and  girls  coming  on  the 
same  errand  found  themselves  helpless 
in  the  hands  of  White  Slave  traffickers 
because  they  did  not  know  of  the  exist- 
ence of  the  bodies  which  exist  for  the 
protection  of  unescorted  young  women 
travellers.  She  accordingly  at  great  ex- 
pense had  a  film  made  to  warn  the  men, 
and  not  only  to  make  known  to  young 
women  the  existence  of  the  protective 
and  rescue  agencies  but  to  make  their 
addresses  known  by  exhibition  on  the 
screen. 

This  film  was  immediately  banned  as 
immoral  by  the  unofficial  trade  censor- 
ship. The  lady,  bewildered  by  this  attack 
on  her  personal  character,  appealed  to  me. 
I  saw  the  film  at  a  private  exhibition,  and 
satisfied  myself  that  it  was  useful  and 
quite  irreproachable.  In  the  same  week  I 
visited  two  leading  picture  houses  in  Lon- 
don. In  one  of  them  the  dressing  quarters 
of  a  company  of  ballet  dancers  were 
shewn;  and  the  attraction  of  this  scene, 
which  did  not  further  the  story,  and 
was  introduced  solely  for  its  own  sake, 
consisted  in  the  row  of  dancers  sud- 
denly and  simultaneously  turning  their 


backs  to  the  audience,  bending  down,  and 
changing  their  underclothing.  The  other 
film  shewed  a  French  seaport  brothel  in 
which  two  sailors  began  by  watching  an 
undressing  woman  through  a  skylight, 
and  then  entered  the  brothel  and  did 
everything  that  could  be  done  without 
incurring  a  police  prosecution. 

Without  mentioning  these  films,  and 
in  the  friendliest  fashion,  I  begged  the 
Censor  to  have  a  look  at  the  lady's  film, 
as  I  thought  its  prohibition  must  have 
been  a  mistake.  My  attempt  at  being  con- 
ciliatory was  thrown  away:  I  was  in- 
formed in  the  stifFest  and  loftiest  manner 
that  the  prohibition  was  quite  deliberate 
and  fully  justified.  It  was  then  stated 
in  the  Press  without  contradiction  that 
the  film  was  banned  as  an  incitement 
to  vice,  at  which  breath-bereaving  lie  I 
had  to  drop  the  matter  and  assure  the 
unfortunate  benefactress  that  she  had 
no  remedy.  The  effect  of  the  censorship 
was  to  leave  pornography  triumphant  and 
to  suppress  the  address  of  the  Rescue 
Society.  I  cannot  believe  that  this  result 
was  intended  by  the  gentleman  who  took 
so  high  a  tone  with  me;  but,  if  not,  the 
incident  proves  my  contention  that  even 
the  best  intentioned  and  most  highminded 
censors  are  often  more  disastrous  than  the 
Laodicean  or  corrupt  ones. 

As  to  my  licensing  proposal,  I  have 
never  succeeded  in  making  any  of  my 
critics  understand  it  or  any  statesman 
notice  it.  Theatre  critics  assume  that  every 
member  of  a  local  authority  is  a  Holy 
Willy  fanatically  biased  against  the 
theatre,  and  that  I  propose  to  set  up  a 
censorship  of  such  persons,  each  reading 
all  the  plays  and  having  a  veto  on  its 
performances.  Meanwhile,  thanks  to  their 
hysterical  ignorance,  the  drama  remains 
at  the  mercy  not  only  of  the  Lord 
Chamberlain,  but  of  that  most  dangerous 
of  Holy  Willies,  the  common  informer. 


XVIII 

JOHN  BULL'S  OTHER  ISLAND 

1904 


PREFACE  FOR  POLITICIANS 

(TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION  IN  1906) 

John  Bull's  Other  Island  was  written  in 
1904  at  the  request  of  Mr  William  Butler 
Yeats,  as  a  patriotic  contribution  to  die 
repertory  of  the  Irish  Literary  Theatre. 
Like  most  people  who  have  asked  me  to 
write  plays,  Mr  Yeats  got  rather  more 
than  he  bargained  for.  The  play  was  at 
that  time  beyond  the  resources  of  the  new 
Abbey  Theatre,  which  the  Irish  enter- 
prise owed  to  the  public  spirit  of  Miss 
A.  E.  F.  Horniman(an  Englishwoman,  of 
course),  who,  twelve  years  ago,  played  an 
important  part  in  the  history  of  the 
modern  English  stage  as  well  as  in  my 
own  personal  destiny  by  providing  the 
necessary  capital  for  that  memorable 
season  at  the  Avenue  Theatre  which 
forced  my  Arms  and  The  Man  and  Mr 
Yeats's  Land  of  Heart's  Desire  on  the 
recalcitrant  London  playgoer,  and  gave 
a  third  Irish  playwright,  Dr  John  Tod- 
hunter,  an  opportunity  which  the  com- 
mercial theatres  could  not  have  afforded 
him. 

There  was  another  reason  for  chang- 
ing the  destination  of  John  Bull's  Other 
Island.  It  was  uncongenial  to  the  whole 
spirit  of  the  neo-Gaelic  movement,  which 
is  bent  on  creating  a  new  Ireland  after  its 
own  ideal,  whereas  my  play  is  a  very  un- 
compromising presentment  of  the  real  old 
Ireland.  The  next  thing  that  happened 
was  the  production  of  the  play  in  London 
at  the  Court  Theatre  by  Messrs  Vedrenne 
and  Barker,  and  its  immediate  and  enorm- 
ous popularity  with  delighted  and  flat- 
tered English  audiences.  This  constituted 
it  a  successful  commercial  play,  and  made 
it  unnecessary  to  resort  to  the  special 
machinery  or  tax  the  special  resources  of 


the  Irish  Literary  Theatre  for  its  pro- 
duction. 

HOW  TOM   BROADBENT  TOOK   IT 

Now  I  have  a  good  deal  more  to  say 
about  the  relations  between  the  Irish  and 
the  English  than  will  be  found  in  my  play. 
Writing  the  play  for  an  Irish  audience,  I 
thought  it  would  be  good  for  them  to  be 
shewn  very  clearly  that  the  loudest  laugh 
they  could  raise  at  the  expense  of  the 
absurdest  Englishman  was  not  really  a 
laugh  on  their  side;  that  he  would  succeed 
where  they  would  fail;  that  he  could  in- 
spire strong  affection  and  loyalty  in  an 
Irishman  who  knew  the  world  and  was 
moved  only  to  dislike,  mistrust,  im- 
patience and  even  exasperation  by  his 
own  countrymen;  that  his  power  of  tak- 
ing himself  seriously,  and  his  insensi- 
bility to  anything  funny  in  danger  and 
destruction,  was  the  first  condition  of 
economy  and  concentration  offeree,  sus- 
tained purpose,  and  rational  conduct.  But 
the  need  for  this  lesson  in  Ireland  is 
the  measure  of  its  demoralizing  super- 
fluousness  in  England.  English  audiences 
very  naturally  swallowed  it  eagerly  and 
smacked  their  lips  over  it,  laughing  all  the 
more  heartily  because  they  felt  that  they 
were  taking  a  caricature  of  themselves 
with  the  most  tolerant  and  large-minded 
goodhumor.  They  were  perfectly  willing 
to  allow  me  to  represent  Tom  Broadbent 
as  infatuated  in  politics,  hypnotized  by 
his  newspaper  leader-writers  and  parlia- 
mentary orators  into  an  utter  paralysis  of 
his  common  sense,  without  moral  deli- 
cacy or  social  tact,  provided  I  made  him 
cheerful,  robust,  goodnatured,  free  from 
envy,  and  above  all,  a  successful  muddler- 
through  in  business  and  love.  Not  only 
did  no  English  critic  allow  that  the  success 
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in  business  of  Messrs  English  Broadbent 
and  Irish  Doyle  might  possibly  have  been 
due  to  some  extent  to  Doyle,  but  one 
writer  actually  dwelt  with  much  feeling 
on  the  pathos  of  Doyle's  failure  as  an 
engineer  (a  circumstance  not  mentioned 
nor  suggested  in  my  play)  in  contrast 
with  Broadbent's  solid  success.  No  doubt, 
when  the  play  is  performed  in  Ireland,  the 
Dublin  critics  will  regard  it  as  self-evident 
that  without  Doyle  Broadbent  would 
have  become  bankrupt  in  six  months.  I 
should  say,  myself,  that  the  combination 
was  probably  much  more  effective  than 
either  of  the  partners  would  have  been 
alone.  I  am  persuaded  further — without 
pretending  to  know  more  about  it  than 
anyone  else — that  Broadbent's  special 
contribution  was  simply  the  strength, 
self-satisfaction,  social  confidence  and 
cheerful  bumptiousness  that  money,  com- 
fort, and  good  feeding  bring  to  all  healthy 
people;  and  that  Doyle's  special  contribu- 
tion was  the  freedom  from  illusion,  the 
power  of  facing  facts,  the  nervous  in- 
dustry, the  sharpened  wits,  the  sensitive 
pride  of  the  imaginative  man  who  has 
fought  his  way  up  through  social  perse- 
cution and  poverty.  I  do  not  say  that  the 
confidence  of  the  Englishman  in  Broad- 
bent  is  not  for  the  moment  justified.  The 
virtues  of  the  English  soil  are  not  less  real 
because  they  consist  of  coal  and  iron,  not 
of  metaphysical  sources  of  character.  The 
virtues  of  Broadbent  are  not  less  real 
because  they  are  the  virtues  of  the  money 
that  coal  and  iron  have  produced.  But  as 
the  mineral  virtues  are  being  discovered 
and  developed  in  other  soils,  their  deriva- 
tive virtues  are  appearing  so  rapidly  in 
other  nations  that  Broadbent's  relative 
advantage  is  vanishing.  In  truth  I  am 
afraid  (the  misgiving  is  natural  to  a  by- 
this-time  slightly  elderly  playwright)  that 
Broadbent  is  out  of  date.  The  successful 
Englishman  of  today,  when  he  is  not  a 
transplanted  Scotchman  or  Irishman, 
often  turns  out  on  investigation  to  be,  if 


not  an  American,  an  Italian,  or  a  Jew,  at 
least  to  be  depending  on  the  brains,  the 
nervous  energy,  and  the  freedom  from 
romantic  illusions  (often  called  cynicism) 
of  such  foreigners  for  the  management  of 
his  sources  of  income.  At  all  events  I  am 
persuaded  that  a  modern  nation  that  is 
satisfied  with  Broadbent  is  in  a  dream. 
Much  as  I  like  him,  I  object  to  be 
governed  by  him,  or  entangled  in  his 
political  destiny.  I  therefore  propose  to 
give  him  a  piece  of  my  mind  here,  as  an 
Irishman,  full  of  an  instinctive  pity  for 
those  of  my  fellow-creatures  who  are 
only  English. 

WHAT   IS  AN   IRISHMAN? 

When  I  say  that  I  am  an  Irishman  I 
mean  that  I  was  born  in  Ireland,  and  that 
my  native  language  is  the  English  of 
Swift  and  not  the  unspeakable  jargon 
of  the  mid-XIX  century  London  news- 
papers. My  extraction  is  the  extraction  of 
most  Englishmen:  that  is,  I  have  no  trace 
in  me  of  the  commercially  imported  North 
Spanish  strain  which  passes  for  aboriginal 
Irish:  I  am  a  genuine  typical  Irishman  of 
the  Danish,  Norman,  Cromwellian,  and 
(of  course)  Scotch  invasions.  I  am  vio- 
lently and  arrogantly  Protestant  by  family 
tradition;  but  let  no  English  Government 
therefore  count  on  my  allegiance:  I  am 
English  enough  to  be  an  inveterate  Re- 
publican and  Home  Ruler.  It  is  true  that 
one  of  my  grandfathers  was  an  Orange- 
man; but  then  his  sister  was  an  abbess; 
and  his  uncle,  I  am  proud  to  say,  was 
hanged  as  a  rebel.  When  I  look  round 
me  on  the  hybrid  cosmopolitans,  slum 
poisoned  or  square  pampered,  who  call 
themselves  Englishmen  today,  and  see 
them  bullied  by  the  Irish  Protestant 
garrison  as  no  Bengalee  now  lets  himself 
be  bullied  by  an  Englishman;  when  I  see 
the  Irishman  everywhere  standing  clear- 
headed, sane,  hardily  callous  to  the  boy- 
ish sentimentalities,  susceptibilities,  and 
credulities  that  make  the  Englishman  the 
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dupe  of  every  charlatan  and  the  idolater 
of  every  numskull,  I  perceive  that  Ireland 
is  the  only  spot  on  earth  which  still  pro- 
duces the  ideal  Englishman  of  history. 
Blackguard,  bully,  drunkard,  liar,  foul- 
mouth,  flatterer,  beggar,  backbiter,  venal 
functionary,  corrupt  judge,  envious 
friend,  vindictive  opponent,  unparalleled 
political  traitor:  all  these  your  Irishman 
may  easily  be,  just  as  he  may  be  a  gentle- 
man (a  species  extinct  in  England,  and 
nobody  a  penny  the  worse);  but  he  is 
never  quite  the  hysterical,  nonsense- 
crammed,  fact-proof,  truth-terrified,  un- 
ballasted sport  of  all  the  bogey  panics  and 
all  the  silly  enthusiasms  that  now  calls 
itself  "God's  Englishman."  England  can- 
not do  without  its  Irish  and  its  Scots  to- 
day, because  it  cannot  do  without  at  least 
a  little  sanity. 

THE   PROTESTANT  GARRISON 

The  more  Protestant  an  Irishman  is — 
the  more  English  he  is,  if  it  flatters  you  to 
have  it  put  that  way,  the  more  intolerable 
he  finds  it  to  be  ruled  by  English  instead 
of  Irish  folly.  A  "loyal"  Irishman  is  an 
abhorrent  phenomenon,  because  it  is  an 
unnatural  one.  No  doubt  English  rule  is 
vigorously  exploited  in  the  interests  of 
the  property,  power,  and  promotion  of 
the  Irish  classes  as  against  the  Irish 
masses.  Our  delicacy  is  part  of  a  keen 
sense  of  reality  which  makes  us  a  very 
practical,  and  even,  on  occasion,  a  very 
coarse  people.  The  Irish  soldier  takes  the 
King's  shilling  and  drinks  the  King's 
health;  and  the  Irish  squire  takes  the  title 
deeds  of  the  English  settlement  and  rises 
uncovered  to  the  strains  of  the  English 
national  anthem.  But  do  not  mistake  this 
cupboard  loyalty  for  anything  deeper.  It 
gains  a  broad  base  from  the  normal  attach- 
ment of  every  reasonable  man  to  the 
established  government  as  long  as  it  is 
bearable;  for  we  all,  after  a  certain  age, 
prefer  peace  to  revolution  and  order  to 
chaos,  other  things  being  equal.  Such 
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considerations  produce  loyal  Irishmen  as 
they  produce  loyal  Poles  and  Fins,  loyal 
Hindoos,  loyal  Filipinos,  and  faithful 
slaves.  But  there  is  nothing  more  in  it 
than  that.  If  there  is  an  entire  lack  of  gall 
in  the  feeling  of  the  Irish  gentry  towards 
the  English,  it  is  because  the  Englishman 
is  always  gaping  admiringly  at  the  Irish- 
man as  at  some  clever  child  prodigy.  He 
overrates  him  with  a  generosity  born  of  a 
traditional  conviction  of  his  own  superi- 
ority in  the  deeper  aspects  of  human 
character.  As  the  Irish  gentleman,  tracing 
his  pedigree  to  the  conquest  or  one  of 
the  invasions,  is  equally  convinced  that 
if  this  superiority  really  exists,  he  is  the 
genuine  true  blue  heir  to  it,  and  as  he  is 
easily  able  to  hold  his  own  in  all  the  super- 
ficial social  accomplishments,  he  finds 
English  society  agreeable,  and  English 
houses  very  comfortable,  Irish  establish- 
ments being  generally  straitened  by  an 
attempt  to  keep  a  park  and  a  stable  on  an 
income  which  would  not  justify  an  Eng- 
lishman in  venturing  upon  a  wholly  de- 
tached villa. 

OUR  TEMPERAMENTS  CONTRASTED 

But  however  pleasant  the  relations  be- 
tween the  Protestant  garrison  and  the 
English  gentry  may  be,  they  are  always 
essentially  of  the  nature  of  an  entente 
cordiale  between  foreigners.  Personally  I 
like  Englishmen  much  better  than  Irish- 
men (no  doubt  because  they  make  more 
of  me)  just  as  many  Englishmen  like 
Frenchmen  better  than  Englishmen,  and 
never  go  on  board  a  Peninsular  and 
Oriental  steamer  when  one  of  the  ships  of 
the  Messageries  Maritimes  is  available. 
But  I  never  think  of  an  Englishman  as  my 
countryman.  I  should  as  soon  think  of 
applying  that  term  to  a  German.  And  the 
Englishman  has  the  same  feeling.  When 
a  Frenchman  fails  to  make  the  distinc- 
tion, we  both  feel  a  certain  disparagement 
involved  in  the  misapprehension.  Mac- 
aulay,  seeing  that  the  Irish  had  in  Swift 
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an  author  worth  stealing,  tried  to  annex 
him  by  contending  that  he  must  be  classed 
as  an  Englishman  because  he  was  not  an 
aboriginal  Celt.  He  might  as  well  have 
refused  the  name  of  Briton  to  Addison 
because  he  did  not  stain  himself  blue  and 
attach  scythes  to  the  poles  of  his  sedan 
chair.  In  spite  of  all  such  trifling  with 
facts,  the  actual  distinction  between  the 
idolatrous  Englishman  and  the  fact- facing 
Irishman,  of  the  same  extraction  though 
they  be,  remains  to  explode  those  two 
hollowest  of  fictions,  the  Irish  and  Eng- 
lish "races."  There  is  no  Irish  race  any 
more  than  there  is  an  English  race  or  a 
Yankee  race.  There  is  an  Irish  climate, 
which  will  stamp  an  immigrant  more 
deeply  and  durably  in  two  years,  appar- 
ently, than  the  English  climate  will  in  two 
hundred.  It  is  reinforced  by  an  artificial 
economic  climate  which  does  some  of  the 
work  attributed  to  the  natural  geographic 
one;  but  the  geographic  climate  is  eternal 
and  irresistible,  making  a  mankind  and 
a  womankind  that  Kent,  Middlesex,  and 
East  Anglia  cannot  produce  and  do  not 
want  to  imitate. 

How  can  I  sketch  the  broad  lines  of  the 
contrast  as  they  strike  me?  Roughly  I 
should  say  that  the  Englishman  is  wholly 
at  the  mercy  of  his  imagination,  having 
no  sense  of  reality  to  check  it.  The  Irish- 
man, with  a  far  subtler  and  more  fastidi- 
ous imagination,  has  one  eye  always  on 
things  as  they  are.  If  you  compare 
Moore's  visionary  Minstrel  Boy  with  Mr 
Rudyard  Kipling's  quasi-realistic  Sol- 
diers Three,  you  may  yawn  over  Moore 
or  gush  over  him,  but  you  will  not  sus- 
pect him  of  having  had  any  illusions 
about  the  contemporary  British  private; 
whilst  as  to  Mr  Kipling,  you  will  see  that 
he  has  not,  and  unless  he  settles  in  Ireland 
for  a  few  years  will  always  remain  con- 
stitutionally and  congeni tally  incapable  of 
having,  the  faintest  inkling  of  the  reality 
which  he  idolizes  as  Tommy  Atkins. 
Perhaps  you  have  never  thought  of  illus- 


trating the  contrast  between  English  and 
Irish  by  Moore  and  Mr  Kipling,  or  even 
by  Parnell  and  Gladstone.  Sir  Boyle 
Roche  and  Shakespear  may  seem  more 
to  your  point.  Let  me  find  you  a  more 
dramatic  instance.  Think  of  the  famous 
meeting  between  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, that  intensely  Irish  Irishman,  and 
Nelson,  that  intensely  English  English- 
man. Wellington's  contemptuous  disgust 
at  Nelson's  theatricality  as  a  professed 
hero,  patriot,  and  rhapsode,  a  theatricality 
which  in  an  Irishman  would  have  been  an 
insufferably  vulgar  affectation,  was  quite 
natural  and  inevitable.  Wellington's  form- 
ula for  that  kind  of  thing  was  a  well- 
known  Irish  one:  "Sir:  dont  be  a  damned 
fool."  It  is  the  formula  of  all  Irishmen  for 
all  Englishmen  to  this  day.  It  is  the 
formula  of  Larry  Doyle  for  Tom  Broad- 
bent  in  my  play,  in  spite  of  Doyle's 
affection  for  Tom.  Nelson's  genius,  in- 
stead of  producing  intellectual  keenness 
and  scrupulousness,  produced  mere  de- 
lirium. He  was  drunk  with  glory,  exalted 
by  his  fervent  faith  in  the  sound  British 
patriotism  of  the  Almighty,  nerved  by 
the  vulgarest  anti-foreign  prejudice,  and 
apparently  unchastened  by  any  reflec- 
tions on  the  fact  that  he  had  never  had  to 
fight  a  technically  capable  and  properly 
equipped  enemy  except  on  land,  where 
he  had  never  been  successful.  Compare 
Wellington,  who  had  to  fight  Napoleon's 
armies,  Napoleon's  marshals,  and  finally 
Napoleon  himself,  without  one  moment 
of  illusion  as  to  the  human  material  he 
had  to  command,  without  one  gush  of 
the  "Kiss  me,  Hardy"  emotion  which 
enabled  Nelson  to  idolize  his  crews  and 
his  staff,  without  forgetting  even  in  his 
dreams  that  the  normal  Brit  sh  officer  of 
that  time  was  an  incapable  amateur  (as  he 
still  is)  and  the  normal  British  soldier  a 
never-do-well  (he  is  now  a  depressed  and 
respectable  young  man).  No  wonder 
Wellington  became  an  accomplished 
comedian  in  the  art  of  anti-climax,  scan- 
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dalizing  the  unfortunate  Croker,  respond- 
ing to  the  demand  for  glorious  sentiments 
by  the  most  disenchanting  touches  of 
realism,  and,  generally,  pricking  the  Eng- 
lish windbag  at  its  most  explosive  crises 
of  distention.  Nelson,  intensely  nervous 
and  theatrical,  made  an  enormous  fuss 
about  victories  so  cheap  that  he  would 
have  deserved  shooting  if  he  had  lost 
them,  and,  not  content  with  lavishing 
splendid  fighting  on  helpless  adversaries 
like  the  heroic  De  Brueys  or  Villeneuve 
(who  had  not  even  the  illusion  of  hero- 
ism when  he  went  like  a  lamb  to  the 
slaughter),  got  himself  killed  by  his 
passion  for  exposing  himself  to  death  in 
that  sublime  defiance  of  it  which  was  per- 
haps the  supreme  tribute  of  the  exquisite 
coward  to  the  King  of  Terrors  (for,  be- 
lieve me,  you  cannot  be  a  hero  without 
being  a  coward:  supersense  cuts  both 
ways),  the  result  being  a  tremendous 
effect  on  the  gallery.  Wellington,  most 
capable  of  captains,  was  neither  a  hero 
nor  a  patriot:  perhaps  not  even  a  coward; 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  Nelsonic  anec- 
dotes invented  for  him — "Up  guards,  and 
at  em"  and  so  forth — and  the  fact  that  the 
antagonist  with  whom  he  finally  closed 
was  such  a  master  of  theatrical  effect  that 
Wellington  could  not  fight  him  without 
getting  into  his  limelight,  nor  overthrow 
him  (most  unfortunately  for  us  all)  with- 
out drawing  the  eyes  of  the  whole  world 
to  the  catastrophe,  the  Iron  Duke  would 
have  been  almost  forgotten  by  this  time. 
Now  that  contrast  is  English  against 
Irish  all  over,  and  is  the  more  delicious 
because  the  real  Irishman  in  it  is  the 
Englishman  of  tradition,  whilst  the  real 
Englishman  is  the  traditional  theatrical 
foreigner. 

The  value  of  the  illustration  lies  in  the 
fact  that  Nelson  and  Wellington  were 
both  in  the  highest  degree  efficient,  and 
both  in  the  highest  degree  incompatible 
with  one  another  on  any  other  footing 
than  one  of  independence.  The  govern- 


ment of  Nelson  by  Wellington  or  of 
Wellington  by  Nelson  is  felt  at  once  to  be 
a  dishonorable  outrage  to  the  governed 
and  a  finally  impossible  task  for  the 
governor. 

I  daresay  some  Englishman  will  now 
try  to  steal  Wellington  as  Macaulay  tried 
to  steal  Swift.  And  he  may  plead  with 
some  truth  that  though  it  seems  impos- 
sible that  any  other  country  than  England 
could  produce  a  hero  so  utterly  devoid  of 
common  sense,  intellectual  delicacy,  and 
international  chivalry  as  Nelson,  it  may 
be  contended  that  Wellington  was  rather 
an  eighteenth  century  aristocratic  type, 
than  a  specifically  Irish  type.  George  IV 
and  Byron,  contrasted  with  Gladstone, 
seem  Irish  in  respect  of  a  certain  humor- 
ous blackguardism,  and  a  power  of  ap- 
preciating art  and  sentiment  without 
being  duped  by  them  into  mistaking 
romantic  figments  for  realities.  But  faith- 
lessness and  the  need  for  carrying  off  the 
worthlessness  and  impotence  that  accom- 
pany it,  produce  in  all  nations  a  gay, 
sceptical,  amusing,  blaspheming,  witty 
fashion  which  suits  the  flexibility  of  the 
Irish  mind  very  well;  and  the  contrast 
between  this  fashion  and  the  energetic 
infatuations  that  have  enabled  intellectu- 
ally ridiculous  men,  without  wit  or 
humor,  to  go  on  crusades  and  make 
successful  revolutions,  must  not  be  con- 
fused with  the  contrast  between  the 
English  and  Irish  idiosyncrasies.  The 
Irishman  makes  a  distinction  which  the 
Englishman  is  too  lazy  intellectually  (the 
intellectual  laziness  and  slovenliness  of 
the  English  is  almost  beyond  belief)  to 
make.  The  Englishman,  impressed  with 
the  dissoluteness  of  the  faithless  wits  of 
the  Restoration  and  the  Regency,  and 
with  the  victories  of  the  wilful  zealots  of 
the  patriotic,  religious,  and  revolutionary 
wars,  jumps  to  the  conclusion  that  wilful- 
ness  is  the  main  thing.  In  this  he  is  right. 
But  he  overdoes  his  jump  so  far  as  to 
conclude  also  that  stupidity  and  wrong- 
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headedness  are  better  guarantees  of  effi- 
ciency and  trustworthiness  than  intel- 
lectual vivacity,  which  he  mistrusts  as  a 
common  symptom  of  worthlessness,  vice, 
and  instability.  Now  in  this  he  is  most 
dangerously  wrong.  Whether  the  Irish- 
man grasps  the  truth  as  firmly  as  the 
Englishman  may  be  open  to  question; 
but  he  is  certainly  comparatively  free 
from  the  error.  That  affectionate  and  ad- 
miring love  of  sentimental  stupidity  for 
its  own  sake,  both  in  men  and  women, 
which  shines  so  steadily  through  the 
novels  of  Thackeray  would  hardly  be 
possible  in  the  works  of  an  Irish  novelist. 
Even  Dickens,  though  too  vital  a  genius 
and  too  severely  educated  in  the  school 
of  shabby-genteel  poverty  to  have  any 
doubt  of  the  national  danger  of  fatheaded- 
ness  in  high  places,  evidently  assumes 
rather  too  hastily  the  superiority  of  Mr 
Meagles  to  Sir  John  Chester  and  Harold 
Skimpole,  On  the  other  hand,  it  takes  an 
Irishman  years  of  residence  in  England  to 
learn  to  respect  and  like  a  blockhead.  An 
Englishman  will  not  respect  nor  like  any- 
one else.  Every  English  statesman  has  to 
maintain  his  popularity  by  pretending  to 
be  ruder,  more  ignorant,  more  senti- 
mental, more  superstitious,  more  stupid 
than  any  man  who  has  lived  behind  the 
scenes  of  public  life  for  ten  minutes  can 
possibly  be.  Nobody  dares  to  publish 
really  intimate  memoirs  of  him  or  really 
private  letters  of  his  until  his  whole  gener- 
ation has  passed  away,  and  his  party  can 
no  longer  be  compromised  by  the  dis- 
covery that  the  platitudinizing  twaddler 
and  hypocritical  opportunist  was  really  a 
man  of  some  perception  as  well  as  of 
strong  constitution,  peg-away  industry, 
personal  ambition,  and  party  keenness. 

ENGLISH    STUPIDITY  EXCUSED 

I  do  not  claim  it  as  a  natural  superior- 
ity in  the  Irish  nation  that  it  dislikes  and 
mistrusts  fools,  and  expects  its  political 
leaders  to  be  clever  and  humbug-proof. 


It  may  be  that  if  our  resources  included 
the  armed  force  and  virtually  unlimited 
money  which  push  the  political  and  mili- 
tary figureheads  of  England  through 
bungled  enterprises  to  a  muddled  success, 
and  create  an  illusion  of  some  miraculous 
and  divine  innate  English  quality  that 
enables  a  general  to  become  a  conqueror 
with  abilities  that  would  not  suffice  to 
save  a  cabman  from  having  his  licence 
marked,  and  a  member  of  parliament  to 
become  Prime  Minister  with  the  outlook 
on  life  of  a  sporting  country  solicitor 
educated  by  a  private  governess,  we 
should  lapse  into  gross  intellectual  sot- 
tishness,  and  prefer  leaders  who  en- 
couraged our  vulgarities  by  sharing  them, 
and  flattered  us  by  associating  them  with 
purchased  successes,  to  our  betters.  But 
as  it  is,  we  cannot  afford  that  sort  of 
encouragement  and  flattery  in  Ireland. 
The  odds  against  which  our  leaders  have 
to  fight  would  be  too  heavy  for  the 
fourth-rate  Englishmen  whose  leadership 
consists  for  the  most  part  in  marking 
time  ostentatiously  until  they  are  violently 
shoved,  and  then  stumbling  blindly  for- 
ward (or  backward)  wherever  the  shove 
sends  them.  We  cannot  crush  England  as 
a  Pickford's  van  might  crush  a  peram- 
bulator. We  are  the  perambulator  and 
England  the  Pickford.  We  must  study 
her  and  our  real  weaknesses  and  real 
strength;  we  must  practise  upon  her  slow 
conscience  and  her  quick  terrors;  we  must 
deal  in  ideas  and  political  principles  since 
we  cannot  deal  in  bayonets;  we  must  out- 
wit, outwork,  outstay  her;  we  must  em- 
barrass, bully,  even  conspire  and  assassin- 
ate when  nothing  else  will  move  her,  if 
we  are  not  all  to  be  driven  deeper  and 
deeper  into  the  shame  and  misery  of  our 
servitude.  Our  leaders  must  be  not  only 
determined  enough,  but  clever  enough 
to  do  this.  We  have  no  illusions  as  to  the 
existence  of  any  mysterious  Irish  pluck, 
Irish  honesty,  Irish  bias  on  the  part  of 
Providence,  or  sterling  Irish  solidity  of 
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character,  that  will  enable  an  Irish  block- 
head to  hold  his  own  against  England. 
Blockheads  are  of  no  use  to  us:  we  were 
compelled  to  follow  a  supercilious,  un- 
popular, tongue-tied,  aristocratic  Pro- 
testant Parnell,  although  there  was  no 
lack  among  us  of  fluent  imbeciles,  with 
majestic  presences  and  oceans  of  dignity 
and  sentiment,  to  promote  into  his  place 
could  they  have  done  his  work  for  us.  It 
is  obviously  convenient  that  Mr  Red- 
mond should  be  a  better  speaker  and 
rhetorician  than  Parnell;  but  if  he  began 
to  use  his  powers  to  make  himself  agree- 
able instead  of  making  himself  reckoned 
with  by  the  enemy;  if  he  set  to  work  to 
manufacture  and  support  English  shams 
and  hypocrisies  instead  of  exposing  and 
denouncing  them;  if  he  constituted  him- 
self the  permanent  apologist  of  doing 
nothing,  and,  when  the  people  insisted 
on  his  doing  something,  only  roused 
himself  to  discover  how  to  pretend  to  do 
it  without  really  changing  anything,  he 
would  lose  his  leadership  as  certainly  as 
an  English  politician  would,  by  the  same 
course,  attain  a  permanent  place  on  the 
front  bench.  In  short,  our  circumstances 
place  a  premium  on  political  ability  whilst 
the  circumstances  of  England  discount  it; 
and  the  quality  of  the  supply  naturally 
follows  the  demand.  If  you  miss  in  rny 
writings  that  hero-worship  of  dotards  and 
duffers  which  is  planting  England  with 
statues  of  disastrous  statesmen  and  absurd 
generals,  the  explanation  is  simply  that  I 
am  an  Irishman  and  you  an  Englishman. 

IRISH   PROTESTANTISM  REALLY 
PROTESTANT 

When  I  repeat  that  I  am  an  Irish  Pro- 
testant, I  come  to  a  part  of  the  relation 
between  England  and  Ireland  that  you 
will  never  understand  unless  I  insist  on 
explaining  it  to  you  with  that  Irish  insist- 
ence on  intellectual  clarity  to  which  my 
English  critics  are  so  intensely  recal- 
citrant. 
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First,  let  me  tell  you  that  in  Ireland 
Protestantism  is  really  Protestant.  It  is 
true  that  there  is  an  Irish  Protestant 
Church  (disestablished  some  35  years 
ago)  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  a  Protestant 
Church  is,  fundamentally,  a  contradic- 
tion in  terms.  But  this  means  only  that 
the  Protestants  use  the  word  Church  to 
denote  their  secular  organization,  with- 
out troubling  themselves  about  the  meta- 
physical sense  of  Christ's  famous  pun, 
"Upon  this  rock  I  will  build  my  church." 
The  Church  of  England,  which  is  a  re- 
formed Anglican  Catholic  Anti-Protest- 
ant Church,  is  quite  another  affair.  An 
Anglican  is  acutely  conscious  that  he  is 
not  a  Wesleyan;  and  many  Anglican 
clergymen  do  not  hesitate  to  teach  that 
all  Methodists  incur  damnation.  In  Ire- 
land all  that  the  member  of  the  Irish 
Protestant  Church  knows  is  that  he  is  not 
a  Roman  Catholic.  The  decorations  of 
even  the  "lowest"  English  Church  seem 
to  him  to  be  extravagantly  Ritualistic  and 
Popish.  I  myself  entered  the  Irish  Church 
by  baptism,  a  ceremony  performed  by 
my  uncle  in  "his  own  church."  But  I  was 
sent,  with  many  boys  of  my  own  de- 
nomination, to  a  Wesleyan  school  where 
the  Wesleyan  catechism  was  taught  with- 
out the  least  protest  on  the  part  of  the 
parents,  although  there  was  so  little  pre- 
sumption in  favor  of  any  boy  there  being 
a  Wesleyan  that  if  all  the  Church  boys 
had  been  withdrawn  at  any  moment,  the 
school  would  have  become  bankrupt. 
And  this  was  by  no  means  analogous  to 
the  case  of  those  working  class  members 
of  the  Church  of  England  in  London, 
who  send  their  daughters  to  Roman 
Catholic  schools  rather  than  to  the  public 
elementary  schools.  They  do  so  for  the 
definite  reason  that  the  nuns  teach  girls 
good  manners  and  sweetness  of  speech, 
which  have  no  place  in  the  County  Coun- 
cil curriculum.  But  in  Ireland  the  Church 
parent  sends  his  son  to  a  Wesleyan  school 
(if  it  is  convenient  and  socially  eligible) 
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because  he  is  indifferent  to  the  form  of 
Protestantism,  provided  it  is  Protestant- 
ism. There  is  also  in  Ireland  a  character- 
istically Protestant  refusal  to  take  cere- 
monies and  even  sacraments  very  seriously 
except  by  way  of  strenuous  objection  to 
them  when  they  are  conducted  with 
candles  or  incense.  For  example,  I  was 
never  confirmed,  although  the  ceremony 
was  specially  needed  in  my  case  as  the 
failure  of  my  appointed  godfather  to 
appear  at  my  baptism  had  led  to  his 
responsibilities  being  assumed  on  the 
spot,  at  my  uncle's  order,  by  the  sexton. 
And  my  case  was  a  very  common  one, 
even  among  people  quite  untouched  by 
modern  scepticisms.  Apart  from  the 
weekly  churchgoing,  which  holds  its 
own  as  a  respectable  habit,  the  initiations 
are  perfunctory,  the  omissions  regarded 
as  negligible.  The  distinction  between 
churchman  and  dissenter,  which  in  Eng- 
land is  a  class  distinction,  a  political  dis- 
tinction, and  even  occasionally  a  religious 
distinction,  does  not  exist.  Nobody  is 
surprised  in  Ireland  to  find  that  the  squire 
who  is  the  local  pillar  of  the  formerly 
established  Church  is  also  a  Plymouth 
Brother,  and,  except  on  certain  special  or 
fashionable  occasions,  attends  the  Method- 
ist meeting-house.  The  parson  has  no 
priestly  character  and  no  priestly  in- 
fluence: the  High  Church  curate  of  course 
exists  and  has  his  vogue  among  religious 
epicures  of  the  other  sex;  but  the  general 
attitude  of  his  congregation  towards  him 
s  that  of  Dr  Clifford.  The  clause  in  the 
Apostles'  Creed  professing  belief  in  a 
Catholic  Church  is  a  standing  puzzle  to 
Protestant  children;  and  when  they  grow 
up  they  dismiss  it  from  their  minds  more 
often  than  they  solve  it,  because  they 
really  are  not  Catholics  but  Protestants 
to  the  extremest  practicable  degree  of 
individualism.  It  is  true  that  they  talk  of 
church  and  chapel  with  all  the  Anglican 
contempt  for  chapel;  but  in  Ireland  the 
chapel  means  the  Roman  Catholic  church, 


for  which  the  Irish  Protestant  reserves  all 
the  class  rancor,  the  political  hostility,  the 
religious  bigotry,  and  the  bad  blood 
generally  that  in  England  separates  the 
Establishment  from  the  non-conforming 
Protestant  organizations.  When  a  vulgar 
Irish  Protestant  speaks  of  a  "Papist"  he 
feels  exactly  as  a  vulgar  Anglican  vicar 
does  when  he  speaks  of  a  Dissenter.  And 
when  the  vicar  is  Anglican  enough  to  call 
himself  a  Catholic  priest,  wear  a  cassock, 
and  bless  his  flock  with  two  fingers,  he 
becomes  horrifically  incomprehensible  to 
the  Irish  Protestant  Churchman,  who,  on 
his  part,  puzzles  the  Anglican  by  regard- 
ing a  Methodist  as  tolerantly  as  an  Irish- 
man who  likes  grog  regards  an  Irishman 
who  prefers  punch. 

A   FUNDAMENTAL  ANOMALY 

Now  nothing  can  be  more  anomalous, 
and  at  bottom  impossible,  than  a  Con- 
servative Protestant  party  standing  foi 
the  established  order  against  a  revolu- 
tionary Catholic  party.  The  Protestant  is 
theoretically  an  anarchist  as  far  as  anarch- 
ism is  practicable  in  human  society:  that 
is,  he  is  an  individualist,  a  free-thinker, 
a  self-helper,  a  Whig,  a  Liberal,  a  mis- 
truster  and  vilifier  of  the  State,  a  rebel. 
The  Catholic  is  theoretically  a  Collec- 
tivist,  a  self-abnegator,  a  Tory,  a  Con- 
servative, a  supporter  of  Church  and 
State  one  and  undivisible,  an  obeyer.  This 
would  be  a  statement  of  fact  as  well  as 
of  theory  if  men  were  Protestants  and 
Catholics  by  temperament  and  adult 
choice  instead  of  by  family  tradition.  The 
peasant  who  supposed  that  Wordsworth's 
son  would  carry  on  the  business  now  the 
old  gentleman  was  gone  was  not  a  whit 
more  foolish  than  we  who  laugh  at  his 
ignorance  of  the  nature  of  poetry  whilst 
we  take  it  as  a  matter  of  course  that  a  son 
should  "carry  on"  his  father's  religion. 
Hence,  owing  to  our  family  system,  the 
Catholic  Churches  are  recruited  daily  at 
the  font  by  temperamental  Protestants, 
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and  the  Protestant  organizations  by  tem- 
peramental Catholics,  with  consequences 
most  disconcerting  to  those  who  expect 
history  to  be  deducible  from  the  religious 
professions  of  the  men  who  make  it. 

Still,  though  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  may  occasionally  catch  such  Tar- 
tars as  Luther  and  Voltaire,  or  the  Pro- 
testant organizations  as  Newman  and 
Manning,  the  general  run  of  mankind 
takes  its  impress  from  the  atmosphere  in 
which  it  is  brought  up.  In  Ireland  the 
Roman  Catholic  peasant  cannot  escape 
the  religious  atmosphere  of  his  Church. 
Except  when  he  breaks  out  like  a  naughty 
child  he  is  docile;  he  is  reverent;  he  is 
content  to  regard  knowledge  as  some- 
thing not  his  business;  he  is  a  child  before 
his  Church,  and  accepts  it  as  the  highest 
authority  in  science  and  philosophy.  He 
speaks  of  himself  as  a  son  of  the  Church, 
calling  his  priest  father  instead  of  brother 
or  Mister.  To  rebel  politically,  he  must 
break  away  from  parish  tutelage  and  fol- 
low a  Protestant  leader  on  national  ques- 
tions. His  Church  naturally  fosters  his 
submissiveness.  The  British  Government 
and  the  Vatican  may  differ  very  vehe- 
mently as  to  whose  subject  the  Irishman 
is  to  be;  but  they  are  quite  agreed  as  to 
the  propriety  of  his  being  a  subject.  Of 
the  two,  the  British  Government  allows 
him  more  liberty,  giving  him  as  complete 
a  democratic  control  of  local  government 
as  his  means  will  enable  him  to  use,  and 
a  voice  in  the  election  of  a  formidable 
minority  in  the  House  of  Commons,  be- 
sides allowing  him  to  read  and  learn  what 
he  likes — except  when  it  makes  a  tuft- 
hunting  onslaught  on  a  seditious  news- 
paper. But  if  he  dared  to  claim  a  voice  in 
the  selection  of  his  parish  priest,  or  a 
representative  at  the  Vatican,  he  would 
be  denounced  from  the  altar  as  an  almost 
inconceivable  blasphemer;  and  his  educa- 
tional opportunities  are  so  restricted  by 
his  Church  that  he  is  heavily  handicapped 
in  every  walk  of  life  that  requires  any 
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literacy.  It  is  the  aim  of  his  priest  to  make 
him  and  keep  him  a  submissive  Conserva- 
tive; and  nothing  but  gross  economic 
oppression  and  religious  persecution  could 
have  produced  the  strange  phenomenon 
of  a  revolutionary  movement  not  only 
tolerated  by  the  Clericals,  but,  up  to  a 
certain  point,  even  encouraged  by  them. 
If  there  is  such  a  thing  as  political  science, 
with  natural  laws  like  any  other  science, 
it  is  certain  that  only  the  most  violent 
external  force  could  effect  and  maintain 
this  unnatural  combination  of  political 
revolution  with  Papal  reaction,  and  of 
hardy  individualism  and  independence 
with  despotism  and  subjugation. 

That  violent  external  force  is  the 
clumsy  thumb  of  English  rule.  If  you 
would  be  good  enough,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men of  England,  to  take  your  thumb  away 
and  leave  us  free  to  do  something  else 
than  bite  it,  the  unnaturally  combined 
elements  in  Irish  politics  would  fly 
asunder  and  recombine  according  to  their 
proper  nature  with  results  entirely  satis- 
factory to  real  Protestantism. 

THE  NATURE  OF  POLITICAL  HATRED 

Just  reconsider  the  Home  Rule  ques- 
tion in  the  light  of  that  very  English 
characteristic  of  the  Irish  people,  their 
political  hatred  of  priests.  Do  not  be  dis- 
tracted by  the  shriek  of  indignant  denial 
from  the  Catholic  papers  and  fiom  those 
who  have  witnessed  the  charming  rela- 
tions between  the  Irish  peasantry  and 
their  spiritual  fathers.  I  am  perfectly 
aware  that  the  Irish  love  their  priests 
as  devotedly  as  the  French  loved  them 
before  the  Revolution  or  as  the  Italians 
loved  them  before  they  imprisoned  the 
Pope  in  the  Vatican.  They  love  their 
landlords  too:  many  an  Irish  gentleman 
has  found  in  his  nurse  a  foster-mother 
more  interested  in  him  than  his  actual 
mother.  They  love  the  English,  as  every 
Englishman  who  travels  in  Ireland  can 
testify.  Please  do  not  suppose  that  I  speak 

Q 


450 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


satirically:  the  world  is  full  of  authentic 
examples  of  the  concurrence  of  human 
kindliness  with  political  rancor.  Slaves 
and  schoolboys  often  love  their  masters; 
Napoleon  and  his  soldiers  made  desperate 
efforts  to  save  from  drowning  the  Russian 
soldiers  under  whom  they  had  broken 
the  ice  with  their  cannon;  even  the  rela- 
tions between  nonconformist  peasants  and 
country  parsons  in  England  are  not  in- 
variably unkindly;  in  the  southern  States 
of  America  planters  are  often  traditionally 
fond  of  negroes  and  kind  to  them,  with 
substantial  returns  in  humble  affection; 
soldiers  and  sailors  often  admire  and 
cheer  their  officers  sincerely  and  heartily; 
nowhere  is  actual  personal  intercourse 
found  compatible  for  long  with  the  in- 
tolerable friction  of  hatred  and  malice. 
But  people  who  persist  in  pleading  these 
amiabilities  as  political  factors  must  be 
summarily  bundled  out  of  the  room  when 
questions  of  State  are  to  be  discussed. 
Just  as  an  Irishman  may  have  English 
friends  whom  he  may  prefer  to  any  Irish- 
man of  his  acquaintance,  and  be  kind, 
hospitable,  and  serviceable  in  his  inter- 
course with  Englishmen,  whilst  being 
perfectly  prepared  to  make  the  Shannon 
run  red  with  English  blood  if  Irish  free- 
dom could  be  obtained  at  that  price;  so 
an  Irish  Catholic  may  like  his  priest  as  a 
man  and  revere  him  as  a  confessor  and 
spiritual  pastor  whilst  being  implacably 
determined  to  seize  the  first  opportunity 
of  throwing  off  his  yoke.  This  is  political 
hatred:  the  only  hatred  that  civilization 
allows  to  be  mortal  hatred. 

THE  REVOLT  AGAINST  THE  PRIEST 

Realize,  then,  that  the  popular  party  in 
Ireland  is  seething  with  rebellion  against 
the  tyranny  of  the  Church.  Imagine  the 
feelings  of  an  English  farmer  if  the  parson 
refused  to  marry  him  for  less  than  £20, 
and  if  he  had  virtually  no  other  way 
of  getting  married !  Imagine  the  Church 
Rates  revived  in  the  form  of  an  unofficial 


Income  Tax  scientifically  ad  justed  to  your 
taxable  capacity  by  an  intimate  know- 
ledge of  your  affairs  verified  in  the  con- 
fessional! Imagine  being  one  of  a  peas- 
antry reputed  the  poorest  in  the  world, 
under  the  thumb  of  a  priesthood  reputed 
the  richest  in  the  world!  Imagine  a 
Catholic  middle  class  continually  de- 
feated in  the  struggle  of  professional, 
official,  and  fashionable  life  by  the  su- 
perior education  of  its  Protestant  com- 
petitors, and  yet  forbidden  by  its  priests 
to  resort  to  the  only  efficient  universities 
in  the  country!  Imagine  trying  to  get  a 
modern  education  in  a  seminary  of  priests, 
where  every  modern  book  worth  reading 
is  on  the  index,  and  the  earth  is  still  re- 
garded, not  perhaps  as  absolutely  flat,  yet 
as  being  far  from  so  spherical  as  Pro- 
testants allege!  Imagine  being  forbidden 
to  read  this  preface  because  it  proclaims 
your  own  grievance!  And  imagine  being 
bound  to  submit  to  all  this  because  the 
popular  side  must  hold  together  at  all 
costs  in  the  face  of  the  Protestant  enemy! 
That  is,  roughly,  the  predicament  of 
Roman  Catholic  Ireland. 

PROTESTANT  LOYALTY:  A  FORECAST 

Now  let  us  have  a  look  at  Protestant 
Ireland.  I  have  already  said  that  a  "loyal" 
Irishman  is  an  abhorrent  phenomenon, 
because  he  is  an  unnatural  one.  In  Ireland 
it  is  not  "loyalty"  to  drink  the  English 
king's  health  and  stand  uncovered  to  the 
English  national  anthem:  it  is  simply  ex- 
ploitation of  English  rule  in  the  interests 
of  the  property,  power,  and  promotion  of 
the  Irish  classes  as  against  the  Irish  masses. 
From  any  other  point  of  view  it  is 
cowardice  and  dishonor.  I  have  known 
a  Protestant  go  to  Dublin  Castle  to  be 
sworn  in  as  a  special  constable,  quite  re- 
solved to  take  the  baton  and  break  the 
heads  of  a  patriotic  faction  just  then  up- 
setting the  peace  of  the  town,  yet  back 
out  at  the  last  moment  because  he  could 
not  bring  himself  to  swallow  the  oath  of 
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allegiance  tendered  with  the  baton.  There 
is  no  such  thing  as  genuine  loyalty  in 
Ireland.  There  is  a  separation  of  the  Irish 
people  into  two  hostile  camps:  one  Pro- 
testant, gentlemanly,  and  oligarchical;  the 
other  Roman  Catholic,  popular,  and  de- 
mocratic. The  oligarchy  governs  Ireland 
as  a  bureaucracy  deriving  authority  from 
the  king  of  England.  It  cannot  cast  him 
off  without  casting  off  its  own  ascend- 
ancy. Therefore  it  naturally  exploits  him 
sedulously,  drinking  his  health,  waving 
his  flag,  playing  his  anthem,  and  using 
the  foolish  word  "traitor"  freely  in  its 
cups.  But  let  the  English  Government 
make  a  step  towards  the  democratic 
party,  and  the  Protestant  garrison  revolts 
at  once,  not  with  tears  and  prayers  and 
anguish  of  soul  and  years  of  trembling 
reluctance,  as  the  parliamentarians  of  the 
XVII  century  revolted  against  Charles  I, 
but  with  acrid  promptitude  and  strident 
threatenings.  When  England  finally  aban- 
dons the  garrison  by  yielding  to  the  de- 
mand for  Home  Rule,  the  Protestants 
will  not  go  under,  nor  will  they  waste 
much  time  in  sulking  over  their  betrayal, 
and  comparing  their  fate  with  that  of 
Gordon  left  by  Gladstone  to  perish  on 
the  spears  of  heathen  fanatics.  They  can- 
not afford  to  retire  into  an  Irish  Faubourg 
St  Germain.  They  will  take  an  energetic 
part  in  the  national  government,  which 
will  be  sorely  in  need  of  parliamentary 
and  official  forces  independent  of  Rome. 
They  will  get  not  only  the  Protestant 
votes,  but  the  votes  of  Catholics  in  that 
spirit  of  toleration  which  is  everywhere 
extended  to  heresies  that  happen  to  be 
politically  serviceable  to  the  orthodox. 
They  will  not  relax  their  determination 
to  hold  every  inch  of  the  government  of 
Ireland  that  they  can  grasp;  but  as  that 
government  will  then  be  a  national  Irish 
government  instead  of  as  now  an  Eng- 
lish government,  their  determination  will 
make  them  the  vanguard  of  Irish  Nation- 
alism and  Democracy  as  against  Roman- 
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ism  and  Sacerdotalism,  leaving  English 
Unionists  grieved  and  shocked  at  their 
discovery  of  the  true  value  of  an  Irish 
Protestant's  loyalty. 

But  there  will  be  no  open  break  in  the 
tradition  of  the  party.  The  Protestants 
will  still  be  the  party  of  Union,  which  will 
then  mean,  not  the  Repeal  of  Home  Rule, 
but  the  maintenance  of  the  Federal  Union 
of  English-speaking  commonwealths, 
now  theatrically  called  the  Empire.  They 
will  pull  down  the  Union  Jack  without 
the  smallest  scruple;  but  they  know  the 
value  of  the  Channel  Fleet,  and  will  cling 
closer  than  brothers  to  that  and  any  other 
Imperial  asset  that  can  be  exploited  for 
the  protection  of  Ireland  against  foreign 
aggression  or  the  sharing  of  expenses 
with  the  British  taxpayer.  They  know 
that  the  Irish  coast  is  for  the  English 
invasion-scaremonger  the  heel  of  Achilles, 
and  that  they  can  use  this  to  make  him 
pay  for  the  boot. 

PROTESTANT  PUGNACITY 

If  any  Englishman  feels  incredulous  as 
to  this  view  of  Protestantism  as  an  essen- 
tially Nationalist  force  in  Ireland,  let  him 
ask  himself  which  leader  he,  if  he  were  an 
Irishman,  would  rather  have  back  from 
the  grave  to  fight  England:  the  Catholic 
Daniel  O'Connell  or  the  Protestant  Par- 
nell.  O'Connell  organized  the  Nationalist 
movement  only  to  draw  its  teeth,  to  break 
its  determination,  and  to  declare  that  Re- 
peal of  the  Union  was  not  worth  the 
shedding  of  a  drop  of  blood.  He  died  in 
the  bosom  of  his  Church,  not  in  the 
bosom  of  his  country.  The  Protestant 
leaders,  from  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  to 
Parnell,  have  never  divided  their  devo- 
tion. If  any  Englishman  thinks  that  they 
would  have  been  more  sparing  of  blood 
than  the  English  themselves  are,  if  only 
so  cheap  a  fluid  could  have  purchased  the 
honor  of  Ireland,  he  greatly  mistakes  the 
Irish  Protestant  temper.  The  notion  that 
Ireland  is  the  only  country  in  the  world 
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not  worth  shedding  a  drop  of  blood  for 
is  not  a  Protestant  one,  and  certainly  not 
countenanced  by  English  practice.  It  was 
hardly  reasonable  to  ask  Parnell  to  shed 
blood  quant,  suffl  in  Egypt  to  put  an  end 
to  the  misgovernment  of  the  Khedive  and 
replace  him  by  Lord  Cromer  for  the  sake 
of  the  English  bondholders,  and  then  to 
expect  him  to  become  a  Tolstoyan  or  an 
O'Connellite  in  regard  to  his  own  coun- 
try. With  a  wholly  Protestant  Ireland  at 
his  back  he  might  have  bullied  England 
into  conceding  Home  Rule;  for  the  in- 
sensibility of  the  English  governing 
classes  to  philosophical,  moral,  social 
considerations — in  short,  to  any  con- 
siderations which  require  a  little  intel- 
lectual exertion  and  sympathetic  alertness 
— is  tempered,  as  we  Irish  well  know,  by 
an  absurd  susceptibility  to  intimidation. 

For  let  me  halt  a  moment  here  to  im- 
press on  you,  O  English  reader,  that  no 
fact  has  been  more  deeply  stamped  into 
us  than  that  we  can  do  nothing  with  an 
English  Government  unless  we  frighten 
it,  any  more  than  you  can  yourself.  When 
power  and  riches  are  thrown  haphazard 
into  children's  cradles  as  they  are  in  Eng- 
land, you  get  a  governing  class  without 
industry,  character,  courage,  or  real  ex- 
perience; and  under  such  circumstances 
reforms  are  produced  only  by  cata- 
strophes followed  by  panics  in  which 
"something  must  be  done."  Thus  it  costs 
a  cholera  epidemic  to  achieve  a  Public 
Health  Act,  a  Crimean  War  to  reform  the 
Civil  Service,  and  a  gunpowder  plot  to 
disestablish  the  Irish  Church.  It  was  by 
the  light,  not  of  reason,  but  of  the  moon, 
that  the  need  for  paying  serious  attention 
to  the  Irish  land  question  was  seen  in 
England.  It  cost  the  American  War  of 
Independence  and  the  Irish  Volunteer 
movement  to  obtain  the  Irish  parliament 
of  1782,  the  constitution  of  which  far 
overshot  the  nationalist  mark  of  today 
in  the  matter  of  independence. 

It  is  vain  to  plead  that  this  is  human 


nature  and  not  class  weakness.  The 
Japanese  have  proved  that  it  is  possible  to 
conduct  social  and  political  changes  in- 
telligently and  providentially  instead  of 
drifting  along  helplessly  until  public  dis- 
asters compel  a  terrified  and  inconsiderate 
rearrangement.  Innumerable  experiments 
in  local  government  have  shewn  that 
when  men  are  neither  too  poor  to  be 
honest  nor  too  rich  to  understand  and 
share  the  needs  of  the  people — as  in  New 
Zealand,  for  example — they  can  govern 
much  more  providently  than  our  little 
circle  of  aristocrats  and  plutocrats. 

THE  JUST  ENGLISHMAN 

English  Unionists,  when  asked  what 
they  have  to  say  in  defence  of  their  rule  of 
subject  peoples,  often  reply  that  the  Eng- 
lishman is  just,  leaving  us  divided  be- 
tween our  derision  of  so  monstrously 
inhuman  a  pretension,  and  our  impatience 
with  so  gross  a  confusion  of  the  mutually 
exclusive  functions  of  judge  and  legis- 
lator. For  there  is  only  one  condition  on 
which  a  man  can  do  justice  between  two 
litigants,  and  that  is  that  he  shall  have  no 
interest  in  common  with  either  of  them, 
whereas  it  is  only  by  having  every  interest 
in  common  with  both  of  them  that  he  can 
govern  them  tolerably.  The  indispensable 
preliminary  to  Democracy  is  the  repre- 
sentation of  every  interest:  the  indispens- 
able preliminary  to  justice  is  the  elimina- 
tion of  every  interest.  When  we  want  an 
arbitrator  or  an  umpire,  we  turn  to  a 
stranger:  when  we  want  a  government,  a 
stranger  is  the  one  person  we  will  not 
endure.  The  Englishman  in  India,  for 
example,  stands,  a  very  statue  of  justice, 
between  two  natives.  He  says,  in  effect, 
"I  am  impartial  in  your  religious  disputes 
because  I  believe  in  neither  of  your  re- 
ligions. I  am  impartial  in  your  conflicts  of 
custom  and  sentiment  because  your  cus- 
toms and  sentiments  are  different  from, 
and  abysmally  inferior  to,  my  own. 
Finally,  I  am  impartial  as  to  your  interests, 
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because  they  are  both  equally  opposed  to 
mine,  which  is  to  keep  you  both  equally 
powerless  against  me  in  order  that  I  may 
extract  money  from  you  to  pay  salaries 
and  pensions  to  myself  and  my  fellow 
Englishmen  as  judges  and  rulers  over  you. 
In  return  for  which  you  get  the  inestim- 
able benefit  of  a  government  that  does 
absolute  justice  as  between  Indian  and 
Indian,  being  wholly  preoccupied  with 
the  maintenance  of  absolute  injustice  as 
between  India  and  England." 

It  will  be  observed  that  no  English- 
man, without  making  himself  ridiculous, 
could  pretend  to  be  perfectly  just  or  dis- 
interested in  English  affairs,  or  would 
tolerate  a  proposal  to  establish  the  Indian 
or  Irish  system  in  Great  Britain.  Yet  if 
the  justice  of  the  Englishman  is  sufficient 
to  ensure  the  welfare  of  India  or  Ireland, 
it  ought  to  suffice  equally  for  England. 
But  the  English  are  wise  enough  to  refuse 
to  trust  to  English  justice  themselves, 
preferring  democracy.  They  can  hardly 
blame  the  Irish  for  taking  the  same  view. 

In  short,  dear  English  reader,  the  Irish 
Protestant  stands  outside  that  English 
Mutual  Admiration  Society  which  you 
call  the  Union  or  the  Empire.  You  may 
buy  a  common  and  not  ineffective  variety 
of  Irish  Protestant  by  delegating  your 
powers  to  him,  and  in  effect  making  him 
the  oppressor  and  you  his  sorely  bullied 
and  bothered  catspaw  and  military  main- 
tainer;  but  if  you  offer  him  nothing  for 
his  loyalty  except  the  natural  superiority 
of  the  English  character,  you  will — well, 
try  the  experiment,  and  see  what  will 
happen!  You  would  have  a  ten-times 
better  chance  with  the  Roman  Catholic; 
for  he  has  been  saturated  from  his  youth 
up  with  the  Imperial  idea  of  foreign  rule 
by  a  spiritually  superior  international 
power,  and  is  trained  to  submission  and 
abnegation  of  his  private  judgment.  A 
Roman  Catholic  garrison  would  take  its 
orders  from  England  and  let  her  rule  Ire- 
land if  England  were  Roman  Catholic. 
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The  Protestant  garrison  simply  seizes  on 
the  English  power;  uses  it  for  its  own 
purposes;  and  occasionally  orders  the 
English  Government  to  remove  an  Irish 
secretary  who  has  dared  to  apply  English 
ideas  to  the  affairs  of  the  garrison.  Where- 
upon the  English  Government  abjectly 
removes  him,  and  implores  him,  as  a 
gentleman  and  a  loyal  Englishman,  not  to 
reproach  it  in  the  face  of  the  Nationalist 
enemy. 

Such  incidents  naturally  do  not  shake 
the  sturdy  conviction  of  the  Irish  Pro- 
testant that  he  is  more  than  a  match  for 
any  English  Government  in  determina- 
tion and  intelligence.  Here,  no  doubt,  he 
flatters  himself;  for  his  advantage  is  not 
really  an  advantage  of  character,  but  of 
comparative  directness  of  interest,  con- 
centration of  force  on  one  narrow  issue, 
simplicity  of  aim,  with  freedom  from  the 
scruples  and  responsibilities  of  world- 
politics.  The  business  is  Irish  business, 
not  English;  and  he  is  Irish.  And  his  ob- 
ject, which  is  simply  to  secure  the  domin- 
ance of  his  own  caste  and  creed  behind 
the  power  of  England,  is  simpler  and 
clearer  than  the  confused  aims  of  Eng- 
lish Cabinets  struggling  ineptly  with 
the  burdens  of  empire,  and  biassed  by  the 
pressure  of  capital  anywhere  rather  than 
in  Ireland.  He  has  no  responsibility,  no 
interest,  no  status  outside  his  own  coun- 
try and  his  own  movement,  which  means 
that  he  has  no  conscience  in  dealing  with 
England;  whereas  England,  having  a  very 
uneasy  conscience,  and  many  hindering 
and  hampering  responsibilities  and  in- 
terests in  dealing  with  him,  gets  bullied 
and  driven  by  him,  and  finally  learns 
sympathy  with  Nationalist  aims  by  her 
experience  of  the  tyranny  of  the  Orange 
party. 

IRISH   CATHOLICISM  FORECAST 

Let  us  suppose  that  the  establishment 
of  a  national  government  were  to  anni- 
hilate the  oligarchic  party  by  absorbing 
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the  Protestant  garrison  and  making  it  a 
Protestant  National  Guard.  The  Roman 
Catholic  laity,  now  a  cipher,  would  or- 
ganize itself;  and  a  revolt  against  Rome 
and  against  the  priesthood  would  ensue. 
The  Roman  Catholic  Church  would  be- 
come the  official  Irish  Church.  The  Irish 
parliament  would  insist  on  a  voice  in  the 
promotion  of  churchmen;  fees  and  con- 
tributions would  be  regulated;  blackmail 
would  be  resisted;  sweating  in  conven- 
tual factories  and  workshops  would  be 
stopped;  and  the  ban  would  be  taken  off 
the  universities.  In  a  word,  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  against  which  Dublin 
Castle  is  powerless,  would  meet  the  one 
force  on  earth  that  can  cope  with  it  vic- 
toriously. That  force  is  Democracy,  a 
thing  far  more  Catholic  than  itself.  Until 
that  force  is  let  loose  against  it,  the  Pro- 
testant garrison  can  do  nothing  to  the 
priesthood  except  consolidate  it  and  drive 
the  people  to  rally  round  it  in  defence  of 
their  altars  against  the  foreigner  and  the 
heretic.  When  it  is  let  loose,  the  Catholic 
laity  will  make  as  short  work  of  sacer- 
dotal tyranny  in  Ireland  as  it  has  done  in 
France  and  Italy.  And  in  doing  so  it  will 
be  forced  to  face  the  old  problem  of  the 
relations  of  Church  and  State.  A  Roman 
Catholic  party  must  submit  to  Rome:  an 
anti-clerical  Catholic  party  must  of  neces- 
sity become  an  Irish  Catholic  party.  The 
Holy  Roman  Empire,  like  the  other  Em- 
pires, has  no  future  except  as  a  Federation 
of  national  Catholic  Churches;  for  Chris- 
tianity can  no  more  escape  Democracy 
than  Democracy  can  escape  Socialism.  It 
is  noteworthy  in  this  connection  that  the 
Anglican  Catholics  have  played  and  are 
playing  a  notable  part  in  the  Socialist 
movement  in  England  in  opposition  to 
the  individualist  Secularists  of  the  urban 
proletariat;  but  they  are  quit  of  the  pre- 
liminary dead  lift  that  awaits  the  Irish 
Catholic.  Their  Church  has  thrown  off 
the  yoke  of  Rome,  and  is  safely  and  per- 
manently Anglicized.  But  the  Catholic 


Church  in  Ireland  is  still  Roman.  Home 
Rule  will  herald  the  day  when  the  Vatican 
will  go  the  way  of  Dublin  Castle,  and  the 
island  of  the  saints  assume  the  headship 
of  her  own  Church.  It  may  seem  incred- 
ible that  long  after  the  last  Orangeman 
shall  lay  down  his  chalk  for  ever,  the 
familiar  scrawl  on  every  blank  wall  in  the 
north  of  Ireland  "To  hell  with  the  Pope!" 
may  reappear  in  the  south,  traced  by  the 
hands  of  Catholics  who  shall  have  for- 
gotten the  traditional  counter  legend, 
"To  hell  with  King  William!"  (of  glori- 
ous, pious,  and  immortal  memory);  but 
it  may  happen  so.  "The  island  of  the 
saints"  is  no  idle  phrase.  Religious  genius 
is  one  of  our  national  products;  and  Ire- 
land is  no  bad  rock  to  build  a  Church 
on.  Holy  and  beautiful  is  the  soul  of 
Catholic  Ireland:  her  prayers  are  lovelier 
than  the  teeth  and  claws  of  Protestant- 
ism, but  not  so  effective  in  dealing  with 
the  English. 

ENGLISH  VOLTAIREANISM 

Let  me  familiarize  the  situation  by 
shewing  how  closely  it  reproduces  the 
English  situation  in  its  essentials.  In  Eng- 
land, as  in  France,  the  struggle  between 
the  priesthood  and  the  laity  has  produced 
a  vast  body  of  Voltaireans.  But  the  essen- 
tial identity  of  the  French  and  English 
movements  has  been  obscured  by  the 
ignorance  of  the  ordinary  Englishman, 
who,  instead  of  knowing  the  distinctive 
tenets  of  his  church  or  sect,  vaguely 
believes  them  to  be  the  eternal  truth  as 
opposed  to  die  damnable  error  of  all  the 
other  denominations.  He  thinks  of  Vol- 
taire as  a  French  "infidel,"  instead  of  as 
the  champion  of  the  laity  against  the 
official  theocracy  of  the  State  Church. 
The  Nonconformist  leaders  of  our  Free 
Churches  are  all  Voltaireans.  The  warcry 
of  the  Passive  Resisters  is  Voltaire's  war- 
cry,  "Ecrasez  1'infame."  No  account  need 
be  taken  of  the  technical  difference  be- 
tween Voltaire's  "infame"  and  Dr  Clif- 
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ford's.  One  was  the  unreformed  Roman 
Church  of  France;  the  other  is  the  re- 
formed Anglican  Church;  but  in  both 
cases  the  attack  has  been  on  a  priestly 
tyranny  and  a  professional  monopoly. 
Voltaire  convinced  the  Genevan  minis- 
ters that  he  was  the  philosophic  cham- 
pion of  their  Protestant,  Individualistic, 
Democratic  Deism  against  the  State 
Church  of  Roman  Catholic  France;  and 
his  heroic  energy  and  beneficence  as  a 
philanthropist,  which  now  only  makes 
the  list  of  achievements  on  his  monument 
at  Ferney  the  most  impressive  epitaph  in 
Europe,  then  made  the  most  earnest  of 
the  Lutheran  ministers  glad  to  claim  a 
common  inspiration  with  him.  Unfortun- 
ately Voltaire  had  an  irrepressible  sense 
of  humor.  He  joked  about  Habakkuk; 
and  jokes  about  Habakkuk  smelt  too 
strongly  of  brimstone  to  be  tolerated  by 
Protestants  to  whom  the  Bible  was  not 
a  literature  but  a  fetish  and  a  talisman. 
And  so  Voltaire,  in  spite  of  the  church 
he  "erected  to  God,"  became  in  England 
the  bogey-atheist  of  three  generations  of 
English  ignoramuses,  instead  of  the  legi- 
timate successor  of  Martin  Luther  and 
John  Knox. 

Nowadays,  however,  Voltaire's  jokes 
are  either  forgotten  or  else  fall  flat  on  a 
world  which  no  longer  venerates  Habak- 
kuk; and  his  true  position  is  becoming 
apparent.  The  fact  that  Voltaire  was  a 
Roman  Catholic  layman,  educated  at  a 
Jesuit  college,  is  the  conclusive  reply  to 
the  shallow  people  who  imagine  that 
Ireland  delivered  up  to  the  Irish  demo- 
cracy— that  is,  to  the  Catholic  laity — 
would  be  delivered  up  to  the  tyranny  of 
the  priesthood. 

SUPPOSE! 

Suppose,  now,  that  the  conquest  of 
France  by  Henry  V  of  England  had  en- 
dured, and  that  France  in  the  XVIII  cen- 
tury had  been  governed  by  an  English 
viceroy  through  a  Huguenot  bureaucracy 
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and  a  judicial  bench  appointed  on  the 
understanding    that    loyalty    for    them 
meant  loyalty  to  England,  and  patriotism 
a  willingness  to  die  in  defence  of  the 
English  conquest  and   of  the  English 
Church,  would  not  Voltaire  in  that  case 
have  been  the  meanest  of  traitors  and  self- 
seekers  if  he  had  played  the  game  of  Eng- 
land by  joining  in  its  campaign  against 
his  own  and  his  country's  Church?  The 
energy  he  threw  into  the  defence  of  Calas 
and  Sirven  would  have  been  thrown  into 
the  defence  of  the  Frenchmen  whom  the 
English  would  have  called  "rebels";  and 
he  would  have  been  forced  to  identify  the 
cause  of  freedom  and  democracy  with  the 
cause  of  "Pinfame."  The  French  revolu- 
tion would  have  been  a  revolution  against 
England   and    English   rule   instead    of 
against  aristocracy  and  ecclesiasticism; 
and  all  the  intellectual  and  spiritual  forces 
in  France,  from  Turgot  to  De  Tocque- 
ville,  would  have  been  burnt  up  in  mere 
anti-Anglicism    and    nationalist    dithy- 
rambs instead  of  contributing  to  political 
science  and  broadening  the  thought  of  the 
world. 

What  would  have  happened  in  France 
is  what  has  happened  in  Ireland;  and  that 
is  why  it  is  only  the  small-minded  Irish, 
incapable  of  conceiving  what  religious 
freedom  means  to  a  country,  who  do  not 
loathe  English  rule.  For  in  Ireland  Eng- 
land is  nothing  but  the  Pope's  police- 
man. She  imagines  she  is  holding  the 
Vatican  cardinals  at  bay  when  she  is  really 
strangling  the  Voltaires,  the  Foxes  and 
Penns,  the  Cliffords,  Hortons,  Campbells, 
Walters,  and  Silvester  Homes,  who  are 
to  be  found  among  the  Roman  Catholic 
laity  as  plentifully  as  among  the  Angli- 
can Catholic  laity  in  England.  She  gets  no- 
thing out  of  Ireland  but  infinite  trouble, 
infinite  confusion  and  hindrance  in  her 
own  legislation,  a  hatred  that  circulates 
through  the  whole  world  and  poisons  it 
against  her,  a  reproach  that  makes  her 
professions  of  sympathy  with  Finland 
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and  Macedonia  ridiculous  and  hypo- 
critical, whilst  the  priest  takes  all  the 
spoils,  in  money,  in  power,  in  pride,  and 
in  popularity. 

IRELAND'S  REAL  GRIEVANCE 

But  it  is  not  the  spoils  that  matter.  It  is 
the  waste,  the  sterilization,  the  perversion 
of  fruitful  brain  power  into  flatulent  pro- 
test against  unnecessary  evil,  the  use  of 
our  very  entrails  to  tie  our  own  hands 
and  seal  our  own  lips  in  the  name  of  our 
honor  and  patriotism.  As  far  as  money  or 
comfort  is  concerned,  the  average  Irish- 
man has  a  more  tolerable  life — especially 
now  that  the  population  is  so  scanty — 
than  the  average  Englishman.  It  is  true 
that  in  Ireland  the  poor  man  is  robbed 
and  starved  and  oppressed  under  judicial 
forms  which  confer  the  imposing  title  of 
justice  on  a  crude  system  of  bludgeoning 
and  perjury.  But  so  is  the  Englishman. 
The  Englishman,  more  docile,  less  dan- 
gerous, too  lazy  intellectually  to  use  such 
political  and  legal  power  as  lies  within  his 
reach,  suffers  more  and  makes  less  fuss 
about  it  than  the  Irishman.  But  at  least  he 
has  nobody  to  blame  but  himself  and  his 
fellow  countrymen.  He  does  not  doubt 
that  if  an  effective  majority  of  the  English 
people  made  up  their  minds  to  alter  the 
Constitution,  as  the  majority  of  the  Irish 
people  have  made  up  their  minds  to  ob- 
tain Home  Rule,  they  could  alter  it  with- 
out having  to  fight  an  overwhelmingly 
powerful  and  rich  neighboring  nation, 
and  fight,  too,  with  ropes  round  their 
necks.  He  can  attack  any  institution  in 
his  country  without  betraying  it  to  foreign 
vengeance  and  foreign  oppression.  True, 
his  landlord  may  turn  him  out  of  his 
cottage  if  he  goes  to  a  Methodist  chapel 
instead  of  to  the  parish  church.  His  cus- 
tomers may  stop  their  orders  if  he  votes 
Liberal  instead  of  Conservative.  English 
ladies  and  gentlemen  who  would  perish 
sooner  than  shoot  a  fox  do  these  things 
without  the  smallest  sense  of  indecency 


and  dishonor.  But  they  cannot  muzzle  his 
intellectual  leaders.  The  English  philo- 
sopher, the  English  author,  the  English 
orator  can  attack  every  abuse  and  expose 
every  superstition  without  strengthening 
the  hands  of  any  common  enemy.  In  Ire- 
land every  such  attack,  every  such  ex- 
posure, is  a  service  to  England  and  a  stab 
to  Ireland.  If  you  expose  the  tyranny  and 
rapacity  of  the  Church,  it  is  an  argument 
in  favor  of  Protestant  ascendancy.  If  you 
denounce  the  nepotism  and  jobbery  of 
the  new  local  authorities,  you  are  demon- 
strating the  unfitness  of  the  Irish  to 
govern  themselves,  and  the  superiority  of 
the  old  oligarchical  grand  juries. 

And  there  is  the  same  pressure  on  the 
other  side.  The  Protestant  must  stand  by 
the  garrison  at  all  costs:  the  Unionist 
must  wink  at  every  bureaucratic  abuse, 
connive  at  every  tyranny,  magnify  every 
official  blockhead,  because  their  exposure 
would  be  a  victory  for  the  Nationalist 
enemy.  Every  Irishman  is  in  Lancelot's 
position:  his  honor  rooted  in  dishonor 
stands;  and  faith  unfaithful  keeps  him 
falsely  true. 

THE  CURSE   OF  NATIONALISM 

It  is  hardly  possible  for  an  Englishman 
to  understand  all  that  this  implies.  A  con- 
quered nation  is  like  a  man  with  cancer: 
he  can  think  of  nothing  else,  and  is  forced 
to  place  himself,  to  the  exclusion  of  all 
better  company,  in  the  hands  of  quacks 
who  profess  to  treat  or  cure  cancer.  The 
windbags  of  the  two  rival  platforms  are 
the  most  insufferable  of  all  windbags.  It 
requires  neither  knowledge,  character, 
conscience,  diligence  in  public  affairs, 
nor  any  virtue,  private  or  communal,  to 
thump  the  Nationalist  or  Orange  tub: 
nay,  it  puts  a  premium  on  the  rancor  or 
callousness  that  has  given  rise  to  the  pro- 
verb that  if  you  put  an  Irishman  on  a  spit 
you  can  always  get  another  Irishman  to 
baste  him.  Jingo  oratory  in  England  is 
sickening  enough  to  serious  people:  in- 
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deed  one  evening's  mafficking  in  London 
produced  a  determined  call  for  the  police. 
Well,  in  Ireland  all  political  oratory  is 
Jingo  oratory;  and  all  political  demon- 
strations are  maffickings.  English  rule 
is  such  an  intolerable  abomination  that 
no  other  subject  can  reach  the  people. 
Nationalism  stands  between  Ireland  and 
the  light  of  the  world.  Nobody  in  Ireland 
of  any  intelligence  likes  Nationalism  any 
more  than  a  man  with  a  broken  arm  likes 
having  it  set.  A  healthy  nation  is  as  un- 
conscious of  its  nationality  as  a  healthy 
man  of  his  bones.  But  if  you  break  a 
nation's  nationality  it  will  think  of  no- 
thing else  but  getting  it  set  again.  It  will 
listen  to  no  reformer,  to  no  philosopher, 
to  no  preacher,  until  the  demand  of  the 
Nationalist  is  granted.  It  will  attend  to  no 
business,  however  vital,  except  the  busi- 
ness of  unification  and  liberation. 

That  is  why  everything  is  in  abeyance 
in  Ireland  pending  the  achievement  of 
Home  Rule.  The  great  movements  of  the 
human  spirit  which  sweep  in  waves  over 
Europe  are  stopped  on  the  Irish  coast  by 
the  English  guns  of  the  Pigeon  House 
Fort.  Only  a  quaint  little  offshoot  of  Eng- 
lish pre-Raphaelitism  called  the  Gaelic 
movement  has  got  a  footing  by  using 
Nationalism  as  a  stalking-horse,  and 
popularizing  itself  as  an  attack  on  the 
native  language  of  the  Irish  people,  which 
is  most  fortunately  also  the  native  lan- 
guage of  half  the  world,  including  Eng- 
land. Every  election  is  fought  on  nation- 
alist grounds;  every  appointment  is  made 
on  nationalist  grounds;  every  judge  is  a 
partisan  in  the  nationalist  conflict;  every 
speech  is  a  dreary  recapitulation  of 
nationalist  twaddle;  every  lecture  is  a 
corruption  of  history  to  flatter  national- 
ism or  defame  it;  every  school  is  a  recruit- 
ing station;  every  church  is  a  barrack; 
and  every  Irishman  is  unspeakably  tired 
of  the  whole  miserable  business,  which 
nevertheless  is  and  perforce  must  remain 
his  first  business  until  Home  Rule  makes 
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an  end  of  it,  and  sweeps  the  nationalist 
and  the  garrison  hack  together  into  the 
dustbin. 

There  is  indeed  no  greater  curse  to 
a  nation  than  a  nationalist  movement, 
which  is  only  the  agonizing  symptom  of 
a  suppressed  natural  function.  Conquered 
nations  lose  their  place  in  the  world's 
march  because  they  can  do  nothing 
but  strive  to  get  rid  of  their  nationalist 
movements  by  recovering  their  national 
liberty.  All  demonstrations  of  the  virtues 
of  a  foreign  government,  though  often 
conclusive,  are  as  useless  as  demonstra- 
tions of  the  superiority  of  artificial  teeth, 
glass  eyes,  silver  windpipes,  and  patent 
wooden  legs  to  the  natural  products. 
Like  Democracy,  national  self-govern- 
ment is  not  for  the  good  of  the  people:  it 
is  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  people.  One 
Antonine  emperor,  one  St  Louis,  one 
Richelieu,  may  be  worth  ten  democracies 
in  point  of  what  is  called  good  govern- 
ment; but  there  is  no  satisfaction  for  the 
people  in  them.  To  deprive  a  dyspeptic 
of  his  dinner  and  hand  it  over  to  a  man 
who  can  digest  it  better  is  a  highly  logical 
proceeding;  but  it  is  not  a  sensible  one. 
To  take  the  government  of  Ireland  away 
from  the  Irish  and  hand  it  over  to  the 
English  on  the  ground  that  they  can 
govern  better  would  be  a  precisely  parallel 
case  if  the  English  had  managed  their  own 
affairs  so  well  as  to  place  their  superior 
faculty  for  governing  beyond  question. 
But  as  the  English  are  avowed  muddlers 
— rather  proud  of  it,  in  fact — even  the 
logic  of  that  case  against  Home  Rule  is 
not  complete.  Read  Mr  Charles  Booth's 
account  of  London,  Mr  Rowntree's  ac- 
count of  York,  and  the  latest  official 
report  on  Dundee;  and  then  pretend,  if 
you  can,  that  Englishmen  and  Scotchmen 
have  not  more  cause  to  hand  over  their 
affairs  to  an  Irish  parliament  than  to 
clamor  for  another  nation's  cities  to 
devastate  and  another  people's  business 
to  mismanage. 
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A  NATURAL  RIGHT 


The  question  is  not  one  of  logic  at  all, 
but  of  natural  right.  English  universities 
have  for  some  time  past  encouraged  an 
extremely  foolish  academic  exercise  which 
consists  in  disproving  the  existence  of 
natural  rights  on  the  ground  that  they 
cannot  be  deduced  from  the  principles  of 
any  known  political  system.  If  they  could, 
they  would  not  be  natural  rights  but  ac- 
quired ones.  Acquired  rights  are  deduced 
from  political  constitutions;  but  political 
constitutions  are  deduced  from  natural 
rights.  When  a  man  insists  on  certain 
liberties  without  the  slightest  regard  to 
demonstrations  that  they  are  not  for  his 
own  good,  nor  for  the  public  good,  nor 
moral,  nor  reasonable,  nor  decent,  nor 
compatible  with  the  existing  constitution 
of  society,  then  he  is  said  to  claim  a 
natural  right  to  that  liberty.  When,  for 
instance,  he  insists  on  living,  in  spite  of 
the  irrefutable  demonstrations  of  many 
able  pessimists,  from  the  author  of  the 
book  of  Ecclesiastes  to  Schopenhauer, 
that  life  is  an  evil,  he  is  asserting  a  natural 
right  to  live.  When  he  insists  on  a  vote  in 
order  that  his  country  may  be  governed 
according  to  his  ignorance  instead  of  the 
wisdom  of  the  Privy  Council,  he  is  assert- 
ing a  natural  right  to  self-government. 
When  he  insists  on  guiding  himself  at  21 
by  his  own  inexperience  and  folly  and 
immaturity  instead  of  by  the  experience 
and  sagacity  of  his  father,  or  the  well- 
stored  mind  of  his  grandmother,  he  is 
asserting  a  natural  right  to  independence. 
Even  if  Home  Rule  were  as  unhealthy  as 
an  Englishman's  eating,  as  intemperate  as 
his  drinking,  as  filthy  as  his  smoking,  as 
licentious  as  his  domesticity,  as  corrupt 
as  his  elections,  as  murderously  greedy  as 
his  commerce,  as  cruel  as  his  prisons,  and 
as  merciless  as  his  streets,  Ireland's  claim 
to  self-government  would  still  be  as  good 
as  England's.  King  James  the  First  proved 
so  cleverly  and  conclusively  that  the  satis- 


faction of  natural  rights  was  incompatible 
with  good  government  that  his  courtiers 
called  him  Solomon.  We,  more  enlight- 
ened, call  him  Fool,  solely  because  we 
have  learnt  that  nations  insist  on  being 
governed  by  their  own  consent — or,  as 
they  put  it,  by  themselves  and  for  them- 
selves— and  that  they  will  finally  upset  a 
good  government  which  denies  them  this 
even  if  the  alternative  be  a  bad  govern- 
ment which  at  least  creates  and  maintains 
an  illusion  of  democracy.  America,  as  far 
as  one  can  ascertain,  is  much  worse 
governed,  and  has  a  much  more  disgrace- 
ful political  history  than  England  under 
Charles  I;  but  the  American  Republic  is 
the  stabler  government  because  it  starts 
from  a  formal  concession  of  natural 
rights,  and  keeps  up  an  illusion  of  safe- 
guarding them  by  an  elaborate  machinery 
of  democratic  election.  And  the  final 
reason  why  Ireland  must  have  Home 
Rule  is  that  she  has  a  natural  right  to  it. 

A  WARNING 

Finally,  some  words  of  warning  to 
both  nations.  Ireland  has  been  deliber- 
ately ruined  again  and  again  by  England. 
Unable  to  compete  with  us  industrially, 
she  has  destroyed  our  industries  by  the 
brute  force  of  prohibitive  taxation.  She 
was  perfectly  right.  That  brute  force 
was  a  more  honorable  weapon  than  the 
poverty  which  we  used  to  undersell  her. 
We  lived  with  and  as  our  pigs,  and  let 
loose  our  wares  in  the  Englishman's 
market  at  prices  which  he  could  compete 
with  only  by  living  like  a  pig  himself. 
Having  the  alternative  of  stopping  our 
industry  altogether,  he  very  naturally  and 
properly  availed  himself  of  it.  We  should 
have  done  the  same  in  his  place.  To  bear 
malice  against  him  on  that  score  is  to 
poison  our  blood  and  weaken  our  con- 
stitutions with  unintelligent  rancor.  In 
wrecking  all  the  industries  that  were 
based  on  the  poverty  of  our  people  Eng- 
land did  us  an  enormous  service.  In 
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omitting  to  do  the  same  on  her  own  soil, 
she  did  herself  a  wrong  that  has  rotted  her 
almost  to  the  marrow.  I  hope  that  when 
Home  Rule  is  at  last  achieved,  one  of  our 
first  legislative  acts  will  be  to  fortify  the 
subsistence  of  our  people  behind  the  bul- 
wark of  a  standard  wage,  and  to  impose 
crushing  import  duties  on  every  Eng- 
lish trade  that  flourishes  in  the  slum  and 
fattens  on  the  starvation  of  our  unfortun- 
ate English  neighbors. 

DOWN  WITH  THE   SOLDIER! 

Now  for  England's  share  of  warning. 
Let  her  look  to  her  Empire;  for  unless 
she  makes  it  such  a  Federation  for  civil 
strength  and  defence  that  all  free  peoples 
will  cling  to  it  voluntarily,  it  will  inevit- 
ably become  a  military  tyranny  to  prevent 
them  from  abandoning  it;  and  such  a 
tyranny  will  drain  the  English  taxpayer 
of  his  money  more  effectually  than  its 
worst  cruelties  can  ever  drain  its  victims 
of  their  liberty.  A  political  scheme  that 
cannot  be  carried  out  except  by  soldiers 
will  not  be  a  permanent  one.  The  soldier 
is  an  anachronism  of  which  we  must  get 
rid.  Among  people  who  are  proof  against 
the  suggestions  of  romantic  fiction  there 
can  no  longer  be  any  question  of  the  fact 
that  military  service  produces  moral  im- 
becility, ferocity,  and  cowardice,  and  that 
the  defence  of  nations  must  be  under- 
taken by  the  civil  enterprise  of  men 
enjoying  all  the  rights  and  liberties  of 
citizenship,  and  trained  by  the  exacting 
discipline  of  democratic  freedom  and 
responsibility.  For  permanent  work  the 
soldier  is  worse  than  useless:  such  effi- 
ciency as  he  has  is  the  result  of  de- 
humanization  and  disablement.  His  whole 
training  tends  to  make  him  a  weakling. 
He  has  the  easiest  of  lives:  he  has  no  free- 
dom and  no  responsibility.  He  is  politic- 
ally and  socially  a  child,  with  rations 
instead  of  rights,  treated  like  a  child, 
punished  like  a  child,  dressed  prettily  and 
washed  and  combed  like  a  child,  excused 
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for  outbreaks  of  naughtiness  like  a  child, 
forbidden  to  marry  like  a  child,  and  called 
Tommy  like  a  child.  He  has  no  real  work 
to  keep  him  from  going  mad  except 
housemaid's  work:  all  the  rest  is  forced 
exercise,  in  the  form  of  endless  rehearsals 
for  a  destructive  and  terrifying  perform- 
ance which  may  never  come  off,  and 
which,  when  it  does  come  off,  is  not  like 
the  rehearsals.  His  officer  has  not  even 
housekeeper's  work  to  keep  him  sane. 
The  work  of  organizing  and  command- 
ing bodies  of  men,  which  builds  up  the 
character  and  resource  of  the  large  class 
of  civilians  who  live  by  it,  only  demoral- 
izes   the    military    officer,    because    his 
orders,  however  disastrous  or  offensive, 
must  be  obeyed  without  regard  to  conse- 
quences: for  instance,  if  he  calls  his  men 
dogs,  and  perverts  a  musketry  drill  order 
to  make  them  kneel  to  him  as  an  act  of 
personal  humiliation,  and  thereby  pro- 
vokes a  mutiny  among  men  not  yet  thor- 
oughly broken  in  to  the  abjectness  of  the 
military  condition,  he  is  not,  as  might 
be  expected,  shot,  but,  at  worst,  repri- 
manded, whilst  the  leader  of  the  mutiny, 
instead  of  getting  the  Victoria  Cross  and 
a  public  testimonial,  is  condemned  to  five 
years'   penal  servitude  by  Lynch  Law 
(technically  called  martial  law)  adminis- 
tered by  a  trade  union  of  officers.  Com- 
pare with  this  the  position  of,  for  instance, 
our  railway  managers  or  our  heads  of 
explosive  factories.  They  have  to  handle 
large  bodies  of  men  whose  carelessness 
or  insubordination  may  cause  wholesale 
destruction  of  life  and  property;  yet  any 
of  these  men  may  insult  them,  defy  them, 
or  assault  them  without  special  penalties 
of  any  sort.  The  military  commander 
dares  not  face  these  conditions:  he  lives 
in  perpetual  terror  of  his  men,  and  will 
undertake  their  command  only  when  they 
are  stripped  of  all  their  civil  rights,  gagged, 
and  bound  hand  and  foot  by  a  barbarous 
slave  code.  Thus  the  officer  learns  to 
punish,  but  never  to  rule;  and  when  an 
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emergency  like  the  Indian  Mutiny  comes, 
he  breaks  down;  and  the  situation  has  to 
be  saved  by  a  few  untypical  officers  with 
character  enough  to  have  retained  their 
civilian  qualities  in  spite  of  the  messroom. 
This,  unfortunately,  is  learnt  by  the 
public,  not  on  the  spot,  but  from  Lord 
Roberts  fifty  years  later. 

Besides  the  Mutiny  we  have  had  the 
Crimean  and  South  African  wars,  the 
Dreyfus  affair  in  France,  the  incidents  of 
the  anti-militarist  campaign  by  the  Social- 
Democrats  in  Germany,  and  now  the 
Denshawai  affair  in  the  Nile  delta,  all 
heaping  on  us  sensational  demonstrations 
of  the  fact  that  soldiers  pay  the  penalty  of 
their  slavery  and  outlawry  by  becoming, 
relatively  to  free  civilians,  destructive, 
cruel,  dishonest,  tyrannical,  hysterical, 
mendacious,  alarmists  at  home  and  terror- 
ists abroad,  politically  reactionary,  and 
professionally  incapable.  If  it  were 
humanly  possible  to  militarize  all  the 
humanity  out  of  a  man,  there  would  be 
absolutely  no  defence  to  this  indictment. 
But  the  military  system  is  so  idiotically 
academic  and  impossible,  and  renders  its 
victims  so  incapable  of  carrying  it  out 
with  any  thoroughness  except  when,  in 
an  occasional  hysterical  outburst  of  terror 
and  violence,  that  hackneyed  comedy  of 
civil  life,  the  weak  man  putting  his  foot 
down,  becomes  the  military  tragedy  of 
the  armed  man  burning,  flogging,  and 
murdering  in  a  panic,  that  a  body  of  sol- 
diers and  officers  is  in  the  main,  and  under 
normal  circumstances,  much  like  any 
other  body  of  laborers  and  gentlemen. 
Many  of  us  count  among  our  personal 
friends  and  relatives  officers  whose  ami- 
able and  honorable  character  seems  to 
contradict  everything  I  have  just  said 
about  the  military  character.  You  have 
only  to  describe  Lynch  courts  and  acts  of 
terrorism  to  them  as  the  work  of  Ribbon- 
men,  Dacoits,  Moonlighters,  Boxers,  or 
— to  use  the  general  term  most  familiar 
to  them — "natives,"  and  their  honest  and 


generous  indignation  knows  no  bounds: 
they  feel  about  them  like  men,  not  like 
soldiers.  But  the  moment  you  bring  the 
professional  side  of  them  uppermost  by 
describing  precisely  the  same  proceed- 
ings to  them  as  the  work  of  regular 
armies,  they  defend  them,  applaud  them, 
and  are  ready  to  take  part  in  them  as  if 
their  humanity  had  been  blown  out  like 
a  candle.  You  find  that  there  is  a  blind 
spot  on  their  moral  retina,  and  that  this 
blind  spot  is  the  military  spot. 

The  excuse,  when  any  excuse  is  made, 
is  that  discipline  is  supremely  important 
in  war.  Now  most  soldiers  have  no  ex- 
perience of  war;  and  to  assume  that  those 
who  have  are  therefore  qualified  to  legis- 
late for  it,  is  as  absurd  as  to  assume  that  a 
man  who  has  been  run  over  by  an  omni- 
bus is  thereby  qualified  to  draw  up  wise 
regulations  for  the  traffic  of  London. 
Neither  our  military  novices  nor  our 
veterans  are  clever  enough  to  see  that  in 
the  field,  discipline  either  keeps  itself  or 
goes  to  pieces;  for  humanity  under  fire  is 
a  quite  different  thing  from  humanity  in 
barracks:  when  there  is  danger  the  diffi- 
culty is  never  to  find  men  who  will  obey, 
but  men  who  can  command.  It  is  in  time 
of  peace,  when  an  army  is  either  a  police 
force  (in  which  case  its  work  can  be  better 
done  by  a  civilian  constabulary)  or  an 
absurdity,  that  discipline  is  difficult,  be- 
cause the  wasted  life  of  the  soldier  is  un- 
natural, except  to  a  lazy  man,  and  his 
servitude  galling  and  senseless,  except  to 
a  docile  one.  Still,  the  soldier  is  a  man, 
and  the  officer  sometimes  a  gentleman  in 
the  literal  sense  of  the  word;  and  so,  what 
with  humanity,  laziness,  and  docility 
combined,  they  manage  to  rub  along 
with  only  occasional  outbursts  of  mutiny 
on  the  one  side  and  class  rancor  and  class 
cowardice  on  the  other. 

They  are  not  even  discontented;  for 
the  military  and  naval  codes  simplify  life 
for  them  just  as  it  is  simplified  for  chil- 
dren. No  soldier  is  asked  to  think  for 


JOHN  BULL'S  OTHER  ISLAND 


461 


himself,  to  judge  for  himself,  to  consult 
his  own  honor  and  manhood,  to  dread 
any  consequence  except  the  consequence 
of  punishment  to  his  own  person.  The 
rules  are  plain  and  simple;  the  ceremonies 
of  respect  and  submission  are  as  easy  and 
mechanical  as  a  prayer  wheel;  the  orders 
are  always  to  be  obeyed  thoughtlessly, 
however  inept  or  dishonorable  they  may 
be.  As  the  late  Laureate  said  in  the  two 
stinging  lines  in  which  he  branded  the 
British  soldier  with  the  dishonor  of  Esau, 
"theirs  not  to  reason  why,  theirs  but  to 
do  and  die."  To  the  moral  imbecile  and 
political  sluggard  these  conditions  are  as 
congenial  and  attractive  as  they  are  ab- 
horrent and  intolerable  to  the  William 
Tell  temperament.  Just  as  the  most  in- 
corrigible criminal  is  always,  we  are  told, 
the  best  behaved  convict,  so  the  man 
with  least  conscience  and  initiative  makes 
the  best  behaved  soldier,  and  that  not 
wholly  through  mere  fear  of  punishment, 
but  through  a  genuine  fitness  for  and 
consequent  happiness  in  the  childlike 
military  life.  Such  men  dread  freedom 
and  responsibility  as  a  weak  man  dreads 
a  risk  or  a  heavy  burden;  and  the  objec- 
tion to  the  military  system  is  that  it  tends 
to  produce  such  men  by  a  weakening  dis- 
use of  the  moral  muscles.  No  doubt  this 
weakness  is  just  what  the  military  system 
aims  at,  its  ideal  soldier  being,  not  a  com- 
plete man,  but  a  docile  unit  of  cannon- 
fodder  which  can  be  trusted  to  respond 
promptly  and  certainly  to  the  external 
stimulus  of  a  shouted  order,  and  is  intimi- 
dated to  the  pitch  of  being  afraid  to  run 
away  from  a  battle.  It  may  be  doubted 
whether  even  in  the  Prussian  heyday  of 
the  system,  when  floggings  of  hundreds 
and  even  thousands  of  lashes  were  matters 
of  ordinary  routine,  this  detestable  ideal 
was  ever  realized;  but  your  courts-martial 
are  not  practical  enough  to  take  that  into 
account:  it  is  characteristic  of  the  military 
mind  continually  to  ignore  human  nature 
.and  cry  for  the  moon  instead  of  facing 


modern  social  facts  and  accepting  modern 
democratic  conditions.  And  when  I  say 
the  military  mind,  I  repeat  that  I  am  not 
forgetting  the  patent  fact  that  the  military 
mind  and  the  humane  mind  can  exist  in 
the  same  person;  so  that  an  officer  who 
will  take  all  the  civilian  risks,  from  city 
traffic  to  fox-hunting,  without  uneasiness, 
and  who  will  manage  all  the  civil  em- 
ployees on  his  estate  and  in  his  house  and 
stables  without  the  aid  of  a  Mutiny  Act, 
will  also,  in  his  military  capacity,  frantic- 
ally declare  that  he  dare  not  walk  about 
in  a  foreign  country  unless  every  crime 
of  violence  against  an  Englishman  in  uni- 
form is  punished  by  the  bombardment 
and  destruuion  of  a  whole  village,  or  the 
wholesale  flogging  and  execution  of  every 
native  in  the  neighborhood,  and  also  that 
unless  he  and  his  fellow  officers  have 
power,  without  the  intervention  of  a  jury, 
to  punish  the  slightest  self-assertion  or 
hesitation  to  obey  orders,  however  grossly 
insulting  or  disastrous  those  orders  may 
be,  with  sentences  which  are  reserved  in 
civil  life  for  the  worst  crimes,  he  cannot 
secure  the  obedience  and  respect  of  his 
men,  and  the  country  will  accordingly 
lose  all  its  colonies  and  dependencies,  and 
be  helplessly  conquered  in  the  German 
invasion  which  he  confidently  expects  to 
occur  in  the  course  of  a  fortnight  or  so. 
That  is  to  say,  in  so  far  as  he  is  an  ordinary 
gentleman  he  behaves  sensibly  and  cour- 
ageously; and  in  so  far  as  he  is  a  military 
man  he  gives  way  without  shame  to  the 
grossest  folly,  cruelty,  and  poltroonery.  If 
any  other  profession  in  the  world  had 
been  stained  by  these  vices,  and  by  false 
witness,  forgery,  swindling,  torture,  com- 
pulsion of  men's  families  to  attend  their 
executions,  digging  up  and  mutilation  of 
dead  enemies,  all  wantonly  added  to  the 
devastation  proper  to  its  own  business,  ^ 
the  military  profession  has  been  within 
recent  memory  in  England,  France,  and 
the  United  States  of  America  (to  mention 
no  other  countries),  it  would  be  very 
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difficult  to  induce  men  of  capacity  and 
character  to  enter  it.  And  in  England  it  is, 
in  fact,  largely  dependent  for  its  recruits 
on  the  refuse  of  industrial  life,  and  for  its 
officers  on  the  aristocratic  and  plutocratic 
refuse  of  political  and  diplomatic  life, 
who  join  the  army  and  pay  for  their  posi- 
tions in  the  more  or  less  fashionable  clubs 
which  the  regimental  messes  provide 
them  with — clubs  which,  by  the  way, 
occasionally  figure  in  ragging  scandals  as 
circles  of  extremely  coarse  moral  char- 
acter. 

Now  in  countries  which  are  denied 
Home  Rule:  that  is,  in  which  the  govern- 
ment does  not  rest  on  the  consent  of  the 
people,  it  must  rest  on  military  coercion; 
and  the  bureaucracy,  however  civil  and 
legal  it  may  be  in  form  and  even  in  the 
character  of  its  best  officials,  must  con- 
nive at  all  the  atrocities  of  military  rule, 
and  become  infected  in  the  end  with  the 
chronic  panic  characteristic  of  militarism. 
In  recent  witness  whereof,  let  me  shift  the 
scene  from  Ireland  to  Egypt,  and  tell  the 
story  of  the  Denshawai  affair  of  June 
1906  by  way  of  object-lesson. 

THE   DENSHAWAI  HORROR 

Denshawai  is  a  little  Egyptian  village 
in  the  Nile  delta.  Besides  the  dilapidated 
huts  among  the  reeds  by  the  roadside, 
and  the  palm  trees,  there  are  towers  of 
unbaked  brick,  as  unaccountable  to  an 
English  villager  as  a  Kentish  oast-house 
to  an  Egyptian.  These  towers  are  pigeon- 
houses;  for  the  villagers  keep  pigeons  just 
as  an  English  farmer  keeps  poultry. 

Try  to  imagine  the  feelings  of  an  Eng- 
lish village  if  a  party  of  Chinese  officers 
suddenly  appeared  and  began  shooting 
the  ducks,  the  geese,  the  hens,  and  the 
turkeys,  and  carried  them  off,  asserting 
/that  they  were  wild  birds,  as  everybody 
in  China  knew,  and  that  the  pretended 
indignation  of  the  farmers  was  a  cloak  for 
hatred  of  the  Chinese,  and  perhaps  for  a 
plot  to  overthrow  the  religion  of  Con- 


fucius and  establish  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land in  its  place!  Well,  that  is  the  British 
equivalent  of  what  happened  at  Den- 
shawai when  a  party  of  English  officers 
went  pigeon-shooting  there  the  year  be- 
fore last.  The  inhabitants  complained  and 
memorialized;  but  they  obtained  no  re- 
dress: the  law  failed  them  in  their  hour  of 
need.  So  one  leading  family  of  pigeon 
farmers,  Mahfouz  by  name,  despaired  of 
the  law;  and  its  head,  Hassan  Mahfouz, 
aged  60,  made  up  his  mind  not  to  submit 
tamely  to  a  repetition  of  the  outrage. 
Also,  British  officers  were  ordered  not 
to  shoot  pigeons  in  the  villages  without 
the  consent  of  the  Omdeh,  or  headman^ 
though  nothing  was  settled  as  to  what 
might  happen  to  the  Omdeh  if  he  ven- 
tured to  refuse. 

Fancy  the  feelings  of  Denshawai  when 
on  the  1 3th  of  June  last  there  drove  to  the 
village  four  khaki-clad  British  officers 
with  guns,  one  of  them  being  a  shooter 
of  the  year  before,  accompanied  by  one 
other  officer  on  horseback,  and  also  by  a 
dragoman  and  an  Ombashi,  or  police 
official!  The  oriental  blood  of  Hassan 
Mahfouz  boiled;  and  he  warned  them 
that  they  would  not  be  allowed  to  shoot 
pigeons;  but  as  they  did  not  understand 
his  language,  the  warning  had  no  effect. 
They  sent  their  dragoman  to  ask  the 
Omdeh's  permission  to  shoot;  but  the 
Omdeh  was  away;  and  all  the  interpreter 
could  get  from  the  Omdeh's  deputy,  who 
knew  better  than  to  dare  an  absolute 
refusal,  was  the  pretty  obvious  reply  that 
they  might  shoot  if  they  went  far  enough 
away  from  the  village.  On  the  strength  of 
this  welcome,  they  went  from  100  to  300 
yards  away  from  the  houses  (these  dis- 
tances were  afterwards  officially  averaged 
at  500  yards),  and  began  shooting  the 
villagers'  pigeons.  The  villagers  remon- 
strated and  finally  seized  the  gun  of  the 
youngest  officer.  It  went  off  in  the 
struggle,  and  wounded  three  men  and 
the  wife  of  one  Abd-el-Nebi,  a  young, 
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man  of  25.  Now  the  lady,  though,  as  it 
turned  out,  only  temporarily  disabled  by 
a  charge  of  pigeon  shot  in  the  softest  part 
of  her  person,  gave  herself  up  for  dead; 
and  the  feeling  in  the  village  was  much 
as  if  our  imaginary  Chinese  officers,  on 
being  interfered  with  in  their  slaughter 
of  turkeys,  had  killed  an  English  farmer's 
wife.  Abd-el-Nebi,  her  husband,  took  the 
matter  to  heart,  not  altogether  without 
reason,  we  may  admit.  His  threshing- 
floor  also  caught  fire  somehow  (the 
official  English  theory  is  that  he  set  it  on 
fire  as  a  signal  for  revolt  to  the  entire 
Moslem  world);  and  all  the  lads  and 
loafers  in  the  place  were  presently  on  the 
spot.  The  other  officers,  seeing  their 
friend  in  trouble,  joined  him.  Abd-el- 
Nebi  hit  the  supposed  murderer  of  his 
wife  with  a  stick;  Hassan  Mahfouz  used  a 
stick  also;  and  the  lads  and  loafers  began 
to  throw  stones  and  bricks.  Five  London 
policemen  would  have  seen  that  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  fight  their  way 
out,  as  there  is  no  use  arguing  with  an 
irritated  mob,  especially  if  you  do  not 
know  its  language.  Had  the  shooting 
party  been  in  the  charge  of  a  capable  non- 
commissioned officer,  he  would  perhaps 
have  got  it  safely  off.  As  it  was,  the  officers 
tried  propitiation,  making  their  overtures 
in  pantomime.  They  gave  up  their  guns; 
they  offered  watches  and  money  to  the 
crowd,  crying  Baksheesh;  and  the  senior 
officer  actually  collared  the  junior  and 
pretended  to  arrest  him  for  the  murder  of 
the  woman.  Naturally  they  were  mobbed 
worse  than  before;  and  what  they  did 
not  give  to  the  crowd  was  taken  from 
them,  whether  as  payment  for  the  pigeons, 
blood  money,  or  simple  plunder  was  not 
gone  into.  The  officers,  two  Irishmen  and 
three  Englishmen,  having  made  a  hope- 
less mess  of  it,  and  being  now  in  serious 
danger,  made  for  their  carriages,  but  were 
dragged  out  of  them  again,  one  of  the 
coachmen  being  knocked  senseless.  They 
then  "agreed  to  run,"  the  arrangement 


being  that  the  Englishmen,  being  the 
juniors,  should  run  away  to  camp  and 
bring  help  to  the  Irishmen.  They  bolted 
accordingly;  but  the  third,  the  youngest, 
seeing  the  two  Irishmen  hard  put  to  it, 
went  back  and  stood  by  them.  Of  the 
two  fugitives,  one,  after  a  long  race  in  the 
Egyptian  afternoon  sun,  got  to  the  next 
village  and  there  dropped,  smitten  by 
sunstroke,  of  which  he  died.  The  other 
ran  on  and  met  a  patrol,  which  started  to 
the  rescue. 

Meanwhile,  the  other  three  officers  had 
been  taken  out  of  the  hands  of  the  lads 
and  the  loafers,  of  Abd-el-Nebi  and 
Hassan  Mahfouz,  by  the  elders  and  watch- 
men, and  saved  from  further  injury,  but 
not  before  they  had  been  severely  knocked 
about,  one  of  them  having  one  of  the 
bones  of  his  left  arm  broken  near  the 
wrist — simple  fracture  of  the  thin  end  of 
the  ulna.  They  were  also  brought  to  the 
threshing-floor;  shewn  the  wounded 
woman;  informed  by  gestures  that  they 
deserved  to  have  their  throats  cut  for 
murdering  her;  and  kicked  (with  naked 
feet,  fortunately);  but  at  this  point  the 
elders  and  constables  stopped  the  mob- 
bing. Finally  the  three  were  sent  off  to 
camp  in  their  carriages;  and  the  incident 
ended  for  that  day. 

No  English  mob,  under  similar  pro- 
vocation, would  have  behaved  any  better; 
and  few  would  have  done  as  little  mis- 
chief. It  is  not  many  months  since  an  old 
man — not  a  foreigner  and  not  an  un- 
believer— was  kicked  to  death  in  the 
streets  of  London  because  the  action  of  a 
park  constable  in  turning  him  out  of  a 
public  park  exposed  him  to  suspicion  of 
misconduct.  At  Denshawai,  the  officers 
were  not  on  duty.  In  their  private  capacity 
as  sportsmen,  they  committed  a  serious 
depredation  on  a  very  poor  village  by 
slaughtering  its  stock.  In  an  English  vill- 
age they  would  have  been  tolerated  be- 
cause the  farmers  would  have  expected 
compensation  for  damage,  and  the  vill- 
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agers  coals  and  blankets  and  employment 
in  country  house,  garden,  and  stable,  or 
as  beaters,  huntsmen,  and  the  like,  from 
them.  But  Denshawai  had  no  such  in- 
ducements to  submit  to  their  thoughtless 
and  selfish  aggression.  One  of  them  had 
apparently  killed  a  woman  and  wounded 
three  men  with  his  gun:  in  fact  his  own 
comrade  virtually  convicted  him  of  it 
before  the  crowd  by  collaring  him  as  a 
prisoner.  In  short,  the  officers  had  given 
outrageous  provocation;  and  they  had 
shewn  an  amiable  but  disastrous  want  of 
determination  and  judgment  in  dealing 
with  the  riot  they  provoked.  They  should 
have  been  severely  reprimanded  and  in- 
formed that  they  had  themselves  to  thank 
for  what  happened  to  them;  and  the  vill- 
agers who  assaulted  them  should  have 
been  treated  with  leniency,  and  assured 
that  pigeon-shooting  would  not  be  al- 
lowed in  future. 

That  is  what  should  have  ensued.  Now 
for  what  actually  did  ensue. 

Abd-el-Nebi,  in  consideration  of  the 
injury  to  his  wife,  was  only  sentenced  to 
penal  servitude  for  life.  And  our  clemency 
did  not  stop  there.  His  wife  was  not 
punished  at  all — not  even  charged  with 
stealing  the  shot  which  was  found  in  her 
person.  And  lest  Abd-el-Nebi  should 
feel  lonely  at  25  in  beginning  penal  servi- 
tude for  the  rest  of  his  days,  another 
young  man,  of  20,  was  sent  to  penal 
servitude  for  life  with  him. 

No  such  sentimentality  was  shewn  to 
Hassan  Mahfouz.  An  Egyptian  pigeon 
farmer  who  objects  to  British  sport; 
threatens  British  officers  and  gentlemen 
when  they  shoot  his  pigeons;  and  actually 
hits  those  officers  with  a  substantial  stick, 
is  clearly  a  ruffian  to  be  made  an  example 
of.  Penal  servitude  was  not  enough  for  a 
man  of  60  who  looked  70,  and  might  not 
have  lived  to  suffer  five  years  of  it.  So 
Hassan  was  hanged;  but  as  a  special  mark 
of  consideration  for  his  family,  he  was 
hanged  in  full  view  of  his  own  house. 


with  his  wives  and  children  and  grand- 
children enjoying  the  spectacle  from  the 
roof.  And  lest  this  privilege  should  excire 
jealousy  in  other  households,  three  other 
Denshavians  were  hanged  with  him.  They 
went  through  the  ceremony  with  dignity, 
professing  their  faith  ("Mahometan,  I 
regret  to  say/'  Mr  Pecksniff  would  have 
said).  Hassan,  however,  "in  a  loud  voice 
invoked  ruin  upon  the  houses  of  those 
who  had  given  evidence  against  him"; 
and  Darweesh  was  impatient  and  pre- 
sumed to  tell  the  hangman  to  be  quick. 
But  then  Darweesh  was  a  bit  of  a  brigand: 
he  had  been  imprisoned  for  bearing  false 
witness;  and  his  resistance  to  the  British 
invasion  is  the  only  officially  recorded 
incident  of  his  life  which  is  entirely  to  his 
credit.  He  and  Abd-el-Nebi  (who  had 
been  imprisoned  for  theft)  were  the  only 
disreputable  characters  among  the  pun- 
ished. Ages  of  the  four  hanged  men  re- 
spectively, 60,  50,  22,  and  20. 

Hanging,  however,  is  the  least  sensa- 
tional form  of  public  execution:  it  lacks 
those  elements  of  blood  and  torture  for 
which  the  military  and  bureaucratic  im- 
agination lusts.  So,  as  they  had  room  for 
only  one  man  on  the  gallows,  and  had 
to  leave  him  hanging  half  an  hour  to 
make  sure  work  and  give  his  family  plenty 
of  time  to  watch  him  swinging  ("slowly 
turning  round  and  round  on  himself,"  as 
the  local  papers  described  it),  thus  having 
two  hours  to  kill  as  well  as  four  men,  they 
kept  the  entertainment  going  by  flogging 
eight  men  with  fifty  lashes  each:  eleven 
more  than  the  utmost  permitted  by  the 
law  of  Moses  in  times  which  our  Army  of 
Occupation  no  doubt  considers  barbar- 
ous. But  then  Moses  conceived  his  law  as 
being  what  he  called  the  law  of  God,  and 
not  simply  an  instrument  for  the  gratifica- 
tion of  his  own  cruelty  and  terror.  It  is 
unspeakably  reassuring  to  learn  from  the 
British  official  reports  laid  before  parlia- 
ment that  "due  dignity  was  observed  in 
carrying  out  the  executions/'  that  "all 
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possible  humanity  was  shewn  in  carrying 
them  out,"  and  that  "the  arrangements 
were  admirable,  and  reflect  great  credit 
on  all  concerned."  As  this  last  testimonial 
apparently  does  not  refer  to  the  victims, 
they  are  evidently  officially  considered 
not  to  have  been  concerned  in  the  pro- 
ceedings at  all.  Finally,  Lord  Cromer 
certifies  that  the.  Englishman  in  charge  of 
the  proceedings  is  "a  singularly  humane 
man,  and  is  very  popular  amongst  the 
natives  of  Egypt  by  reason  of  the  great 
sympathy  he  has  always  shewn  for  them." 
It  will  be  seen  that  Parliamentary  Papers, 
Nos.  3  and  4,  Egypt,  1906,  are  not  lack- 
ing in  unconscious  humor.  The  official 
walrus  pledges  himself  in  every  case  for 
the  kindliness  of  the  official  carpenter. 

One  man  was  actually  let  off,  to  the 
great  danger  of  the  British  Empire  per- 
haps. Still,  as  he  was  an  epileptic,  and  had 
already  had  several  fits  in  the  court  of 
Judge  Lynch,  the  doctor  said  Better  not; 
and  he  escaped.  This  was  very  incon- 
venient; for  the  number  of  floggees  had 
been  made  up  solely  to  fill  the  time  occu- 
pied by  the  hangings  at  the  rate  of  two 
floggings  per  hanging;  and  the  break- 
down of  the  arrangement  through  Said 
Suleiman  Kheirallah's  inconsiderate  in- 
disposition made  the  execution  of  Dar- 
weesh  tedious,  as  he  was  hanging  for  fully 
quarter  of  an  hour  without  any  flogging 
to  amuse  his  fellow  villagers  and  the 
officers  and  men  of  the  Inniskilling  Dra- 
goons, the  military  mounted  police,  and 
the  mounted  infantry.  A  few  spare  sen- 
tences of  flogging  should  have  been  kept 
in  hand  to  provide  against  accidents. 

In  any  case  there  was  not  time  to  flog 
everybody,  nor  to  flog  three  of  the  flog- 
gees enough;  so  these  three  had  a  year's 
hard  labor  apiece  in  addition  to  their 
floggings.  Six  others  were  not  flogged  at 
all,  but  were  sent  to  penal  servitude  for 
seven  years  each.  One  man  got  fifteen 
years.  Total  for  the  morning's  work:  four 
.hanged,  two  to  penal  servitude  for  life, 


one  to  fifteen  years  penal  servitude,  six  to 
seven  years  penal  servitude,  three  to  im- 
prisonment for  a  year  with  hard  labor 
and  fifty  lashes,  and  five  to  fifty  lashes. 

Lord  Cromer  certifies  that  these  pro- 
ceedings were  "just  and  necessary."  He 
also  gives  his  reasons.  It  appears  that  the 
boasted  justice  introduced  into  Egypt  by 
the  English  in  1882  was  imaginary,  and 
that  the  real  work  of  coping  with  Egyp- 
tian disorder  was  done  by  Brigandage 
Commissions,  composed  of  Egyptians. 
These  Commissions,  when  an  offence 
was  reported,  descended  on  the  incul- 
pated village;  seized  everybody  con- 
cerned; and  plied  them  with  tortures, 
mentionable  and  unmentionable,  until 
they  accused  everybody  they  were  ex- 
pected to  accuse.  The  accused  were  in 
turn  tortured  until  they  confessed  any- 
thing and  everything  they  were  accused 
of.  They  were  then  killed,  flogged,  or 
sent  to  penal  servitude.  This  was  the 
reality  behind  the  illusion  that  soothed  us 
after  bombarding  Alexandria.  The  blood- 
less, white-gloved  native  courts  set  up  to 
flatter  our  sense  of  imperial  justice  had, 
apparently,  about  as  much  to  do  with  the 
actual  government  of  the  fellaheen  as  the 
annual  court  which  awards  the  Dunmow 
flitch  of  bacon  has  to  do  with  our  divorce 
court.  Eventually  a  Belgian  judge,  who 
was  appointed  Procureur-General,  ex- 
posed the  true  state  of  affairs. 

Then  the  situation  had  to  be  faced. 
Order  had  to  be  maintained  somehow; 
but  the  regular  native  courts  which  saved 
the  face  of  the  British  Occupation  were 
useless  for  the  purpose;  and  the  Brigand- 
age Commissions  were  so  abominable 
and  demoralizing  that  they  made  more 
mischief  than  they  prevented.  Besides, 
there  was  Mr  Wilfrid  Scawen  Blunt  on 
the  warpath  against  tyranny  and  torture, 
threatening  to  get  questions  asked  in 
parliament.  A  new  sort  of  tribunal  in  the 
nature  of  a  court-martial  had  therefore  to 
be  invented  to  replace  the  Brigandage 


466 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


Commissions;  but  simple  British  military 
courts-martial,  though  probably  the  best 
available  form  of  official  Lynch  Law, 
were  made  impossible  by  the  jealousy  of 
the  "loyal"  (to  England)  Egyptians,  who, 
it  seems,  rule  the  Occupation  and  bully 
England  exactly  as  the  "loyal"  Irish  rule 
the  Garrison  and  bully  the  Unionists 
nearer  home.  That  kind  of  loyalty,  not 
being  a  natural  product,  has  to  be  pur- 
chased; and  the  price  is  an  official  job  of 
some  sort  with  a  position  and  a  salary 
attached.  Hence  we  got,  in  1895,  a  tri- 
bunal constituted  in  which  three  English 
officials  sat  with  two  Egyptian  officials, 
exercising  practically  unlimited  powers  of 
punishment  without  a  jury  and  without 
appeal.  They  represent  the  best  of  our 
judicial  and  military  officialism.  And  what 
that  best  is  may  be  judged  by  the  sentences 
on  the  Denshawai  villagers. 

Lord  Cromer's  justification  of  the  tri- 
bunal is  practically  that,  bad  as  it  is,  the 
Brigandage  Commissions  were  worse. 
Also  (lest  we  should  propose  to  carry  our 
moral  superiority  any  further)  that  the 
Egyptians  are  so  accustomed  to  associate 
law  and  order  with  floggings,  executions, 
torture,  and  Lynch  Law,  that  they  will 
not  respect  any  tribunal  which  does  not 
continue  these  practices.  This  is  a  far- 
reaching  argument:  for  instance,  it  sug- 
gests that  Church  of  England  mission- 
aries might  do  well  to  adopt  the  rite  of 
human  sacrifice  when  evangelizing  tribes 
in  whose  imagination  that  practice  is  in- 
separably bound  up  with  religion.  It  sug- 
gests that  the  sole  reason  why  the  Den- 
shawai tribunal  did  not  resort  to  torture 
for  the  purpose  of  extorting  confessions 
and  evidence  was  that  parliament  might 
not  stand  it — though  really  a  parliament 
which  stood  the  executions  would,  one 
would  think,  stand  anything.  The  tri- 
bunal had  certainly  no  intention  of  allow- 
ing witnesses  to  testify  against  British 
officers;  for,  as  it  happened,  the  Ombashi 
who  accompanied  them  on  the  two  shoot- 


ing expeditions,  one  Ahmed  Hassan  Zak- 
zouk,  aged  26,  was  rash  enough  to  insist 
that  after  the  shot  that  struck  the  woman, 
the  officers  fired  on  the  mob  twice.  This 
appears  in  the  parliamentary  paper;  but 
the  French  newspaper  L'Egypte  is  quoted 
by  Mr  Wilfrid  Scawen  Blunt  as  reporting 
that  Zakzouk,  on  being  asked  by  one  of 
the  English  judges  whether  he  was  not 
afraid  to  say  such  a  thing,  replied  "No- 
body in  the  world  is  able  to  frighten  me: 
the  truth  is  the  truth,"  and  was  promptly 
told  to  stand  down.  Mr  Blunt  adds  that 
Zakzouk  was  then  tried  for  his  conduct 
in  connection  with  the  affair  before  a 
Court  of  Discipline,  which  awarded  him 
two  years  imprisonment  and  fifty  lashes. 
Without  rudely  calling  this  a  use  of  tor- 
ture to  intimidate  anti-British  witnesses, 
I  may  count  on  the  assent  of  most  reason- 
able people  when  I  say  that  Zakzouk 
probably  regards  himself  as  having  re- 
ceived a  rather  strong  hint  to  make  his 
evidence  agreeable  to  the  Occupation  in 
future. 

Not  only  was  there  of  course  no  jury 
at  the  trial,  but  considerably  less  than  no 
defence.  Barristers  of  sufficient  standing 
to  make  it  very  undesirable  for  them  to 
offend  the  Occupation  were  instructed  to 
"defend"  the  prisoners.  Far  from  defend- 
ing them,  they  paid  high  compliments  to 
the  Occupation  as  one  of  the  choicest 
benefits  rained  by  Heaven  on  their  coun- 
try, and  appealed  for  mercy  for  their 
miserable  clients,  whose  conduct  had 
"caused  the  unanimous  indignation  of 
all  Egyptians."  "Clemency,"  they  said, 
"was  above  equity."  The  tribunal  in  de- 
livering judgment  remarked  that  "the 
counsel  for  the  defence  had  a  full  hearing: 
nevertheless  the  defence  broke  down 
completely,  and  all  that  their  counsel 
could  say  on  behalf  of  the  prisoners  practi- 
cally amounted  to  an  appeal  to  the  mercy 
of  the  Court." 

Now  the  proper  defence,  if  put  for- 
ward, would  probably  have  convinced 
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Lord  Cromer  that  nothing  but  the  burn- 
ing of  the  village  and  the  crucifixion  of 
all  its  inhabitants  could  preserve  the  Brit- 
ish Empire.  That  defence  was  obvious 
enough:  the  village  was  invaded  by  five 
armed  foreigners  who  attempted  for  the 
second  time  to  slaughter  the  villagers' 
farming  stock  and  carry  it  off;  in  resisting 
an  attempt  to  disarm  them  four  villagers 
had  been  wounded;  the  villagers  had  lost 
their  tempers  and  knocked  the  invaders 
about;  and  the  older  men  and  watchmen 
had  finally  rescued  the  aggressors  and 
sent  them  back  with  no  worse  handling 
than  they  would  have  got  anywhere  for 
the  like  misconduct. 

One  can  imagine  what  would  have 
happened  to  the  man,  prisoner  or  advo- 
cate, who  should  have  dared  to  tell  the 
truth  in  this  fashion.  The  prisoners  knew 
better  than  to  attempt  it.  On  the  scaffold, 
Darweesh  turned  10  his  house  as  he  stood 
on  the  trap,  and  exclaimed  "May  God 
compensate  us  well  for  this  world  of 
meanness,  for  this  world  of  injustice,  for 
this  world  of  cruelty."  If  he  had  dared  in 
court  thus  to  compare  God  with  the  tri- 
bunal to  the  disadvantage  of  the  latter,  he 
would  no  doubt  have  had  fifty  lashes 
before  his  hanging,  to  teach  him  the 
greatness  of  the  Empire.  As  it  was,  he 
kept  his  views  to  himself  until  it  was  too 
late  to  do  anything  worse  to  him  than 
hang  him.  In  court,  he  did  as  all  the  rest 
did.  They  lied;  they  denied;  they  set  up 
desperate  alibis;  they  protested  they  had 
been  in  the  next  village,  or  tending  cattle 
a  mile  off,  or  threshing;,  or  what  not.  One 
of  them,  when  identified,  said  "All  men 
are  alike."  He  had  only  one  eye.  Dar- 
weesh, who  had  secured  one  of  the 
officers'  guns,  declared  that  his  enemies 
had  come  in  the  night  and  buried  it  in  his 
house,  where  his  mother  sat  on  it,  like 
Rachel  on  Laban's  stolen  teraphim,  until 
she  was  dragged  off.  A  pitiable  business, 
yet  not  so  pitiable  as  the  virtuous  indig- 
nation with  which  Judge  Lynch,  him- 


self provable  by  his  own  judgment  to 
be  a  prevaricator,  hypocrite,  tyrant,  and 
coward  of  the  first  water,  preened  himself 
at  its  expense.  When  Lord  Cromer,  in  his 
official  apology  for  Judge  Lynch,  says 
that  "the  prisoners  had  a  perfectly  fair 
trial" — not,  observe,  a  trial  as  little  unfair 
as  human  frailty  could  make  it,  which  is 
the  most  that  can  be  said  for  any  trial  on 
earth,  but  "a  perfectly  fair  trial" — he  no 
doubt  believes  what  he  says;  but  his 
opinion  is  interesting  mainly  as  an  ex- 
ample of  the  state  of  his  mind,  and  of  the 
extent  to  which,  after  thirty  years  of 
official  life  in  Egypt,  one  loses  the  plain 
sense  of  English  words. 

Lord  Cromer  recalls  how,  in  the  eight- 
ies, a  man  threatened  with  the  courbash 
by  a  Moudir  in  the  presence  of  Sir  Claude 
MacDonald,  said  "You  dare  not  flog  me 
now  that  the  British  are  here."  "So  bold 
an  answer,"  says  Lord  Cromer,  "was 
probably  due  to  the  presence  of  a  Brit- 
ish officer."  What  would  that  man  say 
now?  What  does  Lord  Cromer  say  now? 
He  deprecates  "premature  endeavors  to 
thrust  Western  ideas  on  an  Eastern 
peopb,"  by  which  he  means  that  when 
you  are  in  Egypt  you  must  do  as  the 
Egyptians  do:  terrorize  by  the  lash  and 
the  scaffold.  Thus  does  the  East  conquer 
its  conquerors.  In  1883  Lord  Dufferin 
was  abolishing  the  bastinado  as  "a  hor- 
rible and  infamous  punishment."  In  1906 
Lord  Cromer  guarantees  ferocious  sen- 
tences of  flogging  as  "just  and  necessary," 
and  can  see  "nothing  reprehensible  in  the 
manner  in  which  they  were  carried  out." 
"I  have,"  he  adds,  "passed  nearly  thirty 
years  of  my  life  in  an  earnest  endeavor  to 
raise  the  moral  and  material  condition  of 
the  people  of  Egypt.  I  have  been  assisted 
by  a  number  of  very  capable  officials,  all 
of  whom,  I  may  say,  have  been  animated 
by  the  same  spirit  as  myself."  Egypt  may 
well  shudder  as  she  reads  those  words.  If 
the  first  thirty  years  have  been  crowned 
by  the  Denshawai  incident,  what  will 
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Egypt  be  like  at  the  end  of  another  thirty 
years  of  moral  elevation  "animated  by  the 
same  spirit"? 

It  is  pleasanter  to  return  to  Lord 
Cromer's  first  letter  on  Denshawai, 
written  to  Sir  Edward  Grey  the  day  after 
the  shooting  party.  It  says  that  "orders 
will  shortly  be  issued  by  the  General  pro- 
hibiting officers  in  the  army  from  shoot- 
ing pigeons  in  the  future  under  any  cir- 
cumstances whatever."  But  pray  why  this 
prohibition,  if,  as  the  tribunal  declared, 
the  officers  were  "guests  [actually  guests/] 
who  had  done  nothing  to  deserve  blame"? 

Mr  Findlay  is  another  interesting 
official  correspondent  of  Sir  Edward. 
Even  after  the  trial,  at  which  it  had  been 
impossible  to  push  the  medical  evidence 
further  than  to  say  that  the  officer  who 
died  of  sunstroke  had  been  predisposed 
to  it  by  the  knocking  about  he  had 
suffered  and  by  his  flight  under  the 
Egyptian  sun,  whilst  the  officers  who  had 
remained  defenceless  in  the  hands  of  the 
villagers  were  in  court,  alive  and  well, 
Mr  Findlay  writes  that  the  four  hanged 
men  were  "convicted  of  a  brutal  and  pre- 
meditated murder,"  and  complains  that 
"the  native  press  disregards  the  fact"  and 
"is  being  conducted  with  such  an  absolute 
disregard  for  truth  as  to  make  it  evident 
that  large  sums  of  money  have  been  ex- 
pended." Mr  Findlay  is  also  a  bit  of 
a  philosopher.  "The  Egyptian,  being  a 
fatalist,"  he  says,  "does  not  greatly  fear 
death,  and  there  is  therefore  much  to  be 
said  for  flogging  as  a  judicial  punishment 
in  Egypt."  Logically,  then,  the  four 
hanged  men  ought  to  have  been  flogged 
instead.  But  Mr  Findlay  does  not  draw 
that  conclusion.  Logic  is  not  his  strong 
point:  he  is  a  man  of  feeling,  and  a  very 
nervous  one  at  that.  "I  do  not  believe  that 
this  brutal  attack  on  British  officers  had 
anything  directly  to  do  with  political 
animosity.  It  is,  however,  due  to  the  in- 
subordinate spirit  which  has  been  sedu- 
lously fostered  during  the  last  year  by 


unscrupulous  and  interested  agitators." 
Again,  "it  is  my  duty  to  warn  you  of  the 
deplorable  effect  which  is  being  produced 
in  Egypt  by  the  fact  that  Members  of 
Parliament  have  seriously  called  in  ques- 
tion the  unanimous  sentence  passed  by  a 
legally  constituted  Court,  of  which  the 
best  English  and  the  best  native  Judge 
were  members.  This  fact  will,  moreover, 
supply  the  lever  which  has,  up  to  the 
present,  been  lacking  to  the  venal  agitators 
who  are  at  the  head  of  the  so-called  patri- 
otic party."  I  find  Mr  Findlay  irresistible, 
so  exquisitely  does  he  give  us  the  measure 
and  flavor  of  officialism.  "A  few  days 
after  the  Denshawai  affray  some  natives 
stoned  and  severely  injured  an  irrigation 
inspector.  Two  days  ago  three  natives 
knocked  a  soldier  off  his  donkey  and 
kicked  him  in  the  stomach:  his  injuries 
are  serious.  In  the  latter  case  theft  ap- 
pears to  have  been  the  motive.  My  object 
in  mentioning  these  instances  is  to  shew 
the  results  to  be  expected  if  once  respect 
for  the  law  is  shaken.  Should  the  present 
state  of  things  continue,  and,  still  more, 
should  the  agitation  in  this  country  find 
support  at  home,  the  date  is  not  far  dis- 
tant when  the  necessity  will  arise  for 
bringing  in  a  press  law  and  for  consider- 
ably increasing  the  army  of  occupation." 
Just  think  of  it!  In  a  population  of  nearly 
ten  millions,  one  irrigation  inspector  is 
stoned.  The  Denshawai  executions  are 
then  carried  out  to  make  the  law  re- 
spected. The  result  is  that  three  natives 
knock  a  soldier  off  his  donkey  and  rob 
him.  Thereupon  Mr  Findlay,  appalled  at 
the  bankruptcy  of  civilization,  sees  no- 
thing for  it  now  but  suppression  of  the 
native  newspapers  and  a  considerable 
increase  in  the  army  of  occupation!  And 
Lord  Cromer  writes  "All  I  need  say  is 
that  I  concur  generally  in  Mr  Findlay's 
remarks,  and  that,  had  I  remained  in 
Egypt,  I  should  in  every  respect  have 
adopted  the  same  course  as  that  which  he 
pursued." 
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But  I  must  resolutely  shut  this  rich 
parliamentary  paper.  I  have  extracted 
enough  to  paint  the  picture,  and  enforce 
my  warning  to  England  that  if  her  Empire 
means  ruling  the  world  as  Denshawai  has 
been  ruled  in  1906 — and  that,  I  am  afraid, 
is  what  the  Empire  does  mean  to  the  main 
body  of  our  aristocratic-military  caste 
and  to  our  Jingo  plutocrats — then  there 
can  be  no  more  sacred  and  urgent  political 
duty  on  earth  than  the  disruption,  defeat, 
and  suppression  of  the  Empire,  and,  in- 
cidentally, the  humanization  of  its  sup- 
porters by  the  sternest  lessons  of  that 
adversity  which  comes  finally  to  institu- 
tions which  make  themselves  abhorred  by 
the  aspiring  will  of  humanity  towards 
divinity.  As  for  the  Egyptians,  any  man 
cradled  by  the  Nile  who,  after  the  Den- 
shawai incident,  will  ever  voluntarily 
submit  to  British  rule,  or  accept  any  bond 
with  us  except  the  bond  of  a  Federation 
of  free  and  equal  states,  will  deserve  the 
worst  that  Lord  Cromer  can  consider 
"just  and  necessary"  for  him.  That  is 
what  you  get  by  attempting  to  prove 
your  supremacy  by  the  excesses  of  fright- 
ened soldiers  and  denaturalized  officials 
instead  of  by  courageous  helpfulness  and 
moral  superiority. 

In  any  case  let  no  Englishman  who  is 
content  to  leave  Abd-el-Nebi  and  his 
twenty-year-old  neighbor  in  penal  servi- 
tude for  life,  and  to  plume  himself  on  the 
power  to  do  it,  pretend  to  be  fit  to  govern 
either  my  country  or  his  own.  The  re- 
sponsibility cannot  be  confined  to  the 
tribunal  and  to  the  demoralized  officials 
of  the  Occupation.  The  House  of  Com- 
mons had  twenty-four  hours  clear  notice, 
with  the  telegraph  under  the  hand  of  Sir 
Edward  Grey,  to  enable  it  to  declare  that 
England  was  a  civilized  Power  and  would 
not  stand  these  barbarous  lashings  and 
vindictive  hangings.  Yet  Mr  Dillon,  re- 
presenting the  Irish  party,  which  well 
knows  what  British  Occupations  and 
Findlay  "loyalism"  mean,  protested  in 


vain.  Sir  Edward,  on  behalf  of  the  new 
Liberal    Government    (still    simmering 
with  virtuous  indignation  at  the  flogging 
of  Chinamen  and   the  military  execu- 
tions in  South  Africa  in  the  forced  pres- 
ence of  the  victims'  families  under  the 
late  Imperialist  Government),  not  only 
permitted  and  defended  the  Denshawai 
executions,  but  appealed  to  the  House 
almost  passionately  not  to  criticize  or 
repudiate   them,  on  the  ground — how 
incredible  it  now  appears ! — that  Abd-el- 
Nebi  and  Hassan  Mahfouz  and  Darweesh 
and  the  rest  were  the  fuglemen  of  a 
gigantic   Moslem   plot   to   rise   against 
Christendom  in  the  name  of  the  Prophet 
and  sweep  Christendom  out  of  Africa 
and  Asia  by  a  colossal  second  edition 
of  the  Indian  Mutiny.  That  this  idiotic 
romance,  gross  and  ridiculous  as  the  lies 
of  Falstaff,  should  have  imposed  on  any 
intelligent    and    politically    experienced 
human  being,  is  strange  enough — though 
the  secret  shame  of  revolted  humanity 
will  make  cabinet  ministers  snatch   at 
fantastic   excuses — but   what   humanity 
will  not  forgive  our  foreign  secretary  for 
is  his  failure  to  see  that  even  if  such  a 
conspiracy  really  existed,  England  should 
have  faced  it  and  fought  it  bravely  by 
honorable  means,  instead  of  wildly  lash- 
ing and  strangling  a  handful  of  poor 
peasants  to  scare  Islam  into  terrified  sub- 
mission. Were  I  abject  enough  to  grant 
to  Sir  Edward  Grey  as  valid  that  main 
asset  of  "thinking  Imperially,"  the  con- 
viction that  we  are  all  going  to  be  mur- 
dered, I  should  still  suggest  to  him  that 
we  can  at  least  die  like  gentlemen?  Might 
I  even  be  so  personal  as  to  say  that  the 
reason  for  giving  him  a  social  position 
and  political  opportunities  that  are  denied 
to  his  tradesmen  is  that  he  is  supposed  to 
understand  better  than  they  that  honor  is 
worth  its  danger  and  its  cost,  and  that  life 
is  worthless  without  honor?  It  is  true  that 
Sir  John  Falstaff  did  not  think  so;  but  Sir 
John  is  hardly  a  model  for  Sir  Edward. 
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Yet  even  Sir  John  would  have  had  enough 
gumption  to  see  that  the  Denshawai  panic 
was  more  dangerous  to  the  Empire  than 
the  loss  of  ten  pitched  battles. 

As  cowardice  is  highly  infectious, 
would  it  not  be  desirable  to  supersede 
officials  who,  after  years  of  oriental  ser- 
vice, have  lost  the  familiar  art  of  conceal- 
ing their  terrors?  I  am  myself  a  sedentary 
literary  civilian,  constitutionally  timid; 
but  I  find  it  possible  to  keep  up  appear- 
ances, and  can  even  face  the  risk  of  being 
run  over,  or  garotted,  or  burnt  out  in 
London  without  shrieking  for  martial 
law,  suppression  of  the  newspapers,  ex- 
emplary flogging  and  hanging  of  motor- 
bus  drivers,  and  compulsory  police  ser- 
vice. Why  are  soldiers  and  officials  on 
foreign  service  so  much  more  cowardly 
than  citizens?  Is  it  not  clearly  because  the 
whole  Imperial  military  system  of  coer- 
cion and  terrorism  is  unnatural,  and  that 
the  truth  formulated  by  William  Morris 
that  "no  man  is  good  enough  to  be 
another  man's  master"  is  true  also  of 
nations,  and  very  specially  true  of  those 
plutocrat-ridden  Powers  which  have  of 
late  stumbled  into  an  enormous  increase 
of  material  wealth  without  having  made 
any  intelligent  provision  for  its  proper 
distribution  and  administration? 

However,  the  economic  reform  of  the 
Empire  is  a  long  business,  whereas  the 
release  of  Abd-el-Nebi  and  his  neighbors 
is  a  matter  of  the  stroke  of  a  pen,  once 
public  opinion  is  shamed  into  activity.  I 
fear  I  have  stated  their  case  very  unfairly 
and  inadequately,  because  I  am  hampered, 
as  an  Irishman,  by  my  implacable  hos- 
tility to  English  domination.  Mistrusting 
my  own  prejudices,  I  have  taken  the 
story  from  the  two  parliamentary  papers 
in  which  our  officials  have  done  their  ut- 
most to  whitewash  the  tribunals  and  the 
pigeon-shooting  party,  and  to  blackwash 
the  villagers.  Those  who  wish  to  have  it 
told  to  them  by  an  Englishman  of  un- 
questionable personal  and  social  creden- 


tials, and  an  intimate  knowledge  of  Egypt 
and  the  Egyptians,  can  find  it  in  Mr 
Wilfrid  Scawen  Blunt's  pamphlet  entitled 
"Atrocities  of  British  Rule  in  Egypt." 
When  they  have  read  it  they  will  appreci- 
ate my  forbearance;  and  when  I  add  that 
English  rule  in  Ireland  has  been  "ani- 
mated by  the  same  spirit"  (I  thank  Lord 
Cromer  for  the  phrase)  as  English  rule  in 
Egypt,  and  that  this  is  the  inevitable  spirit 
of  all  coercive  military  rule,  they  will  per- 
haps begin  to  understand  why  Home 
Rule  is  a  necessity  not  only  for  Ireland, 
but  for  all  constituents  of  those  Federa- 
tions of  Commonwealths  which  are  now 
the  only  permanently  practicable  form  of 
Empire. 

POSTSCRIPT.  These  sheets  had  passed 
through  the  press  when  the  news  came  of 
Lord  Cromer's  resignation.  As  he  accuses 
himself  of  failing  health,  he  will  perhaps 
forgive  me  for  accusing  him  of  failing 
judgment,  and  for  suggesting  that  his 
retirement  from  office  might  well  be  cele- 
brated in  Egypt  by  the  retirement,  at  his 
intercession,  of  Abd-el-Nebi  and  the  rest 
from  penal  servitude. 

A  YEAR  L&TER.  It  may  be  a  relief  to 
some  of  my  readers  to  learn  that  very 
shortly  after  the  publication  of  the  above 
account  of  the  Denshawai  atrocity,  I  re- 
ceived a  private  assurance  that  Abd-el- 
Nebi  and  his  fellow-prisoners  would  be 
released  on  the  following  New  Year's 
Day,  which  is  the  customary  occasion  in 
Egypt  for  such  acts  of  grace  and  clemency 
as  the  Occupation  may  allow  the  Khedive 
to  perform,  and  that  in  the  meantime 
their  detention  would  not  be  rigorous.  As 
the  hanged  men  could  not  be  unhanged 
nor  the  flogged  men  unflogged,  this  was 
all  that  could  be  done.  I  am  bound  to  add, 
in  justice  to  the  Government,  that  this 
was,  as  far  as  I  could  ascertain,  an  act 
of  pure  conscience  on  the  part  of  the 
Cabinet;  for  there  was  no  sign  of  any 
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berious  pressure  of  public  opinion.  One 
or  two  newspapers  seemed  to  be  amused 
at  my  calling  the  Denshawai  villagers 
Denshavians;  but  they  shewed  no  other 
interest  in  the  matter:  another  illustration 
of  how  hopeless  it  is  to  induce  one 
modern  nation,  preoccupied  as  it  neces- 
sarily is  with  its  own  affairs,  to  take  any 
real  interest  in  the  welfare  of  another, 
even  when  it  professes  to  govern  that 
other  in  a  superior  manner  for  its  good. 
Sir  Edward  Grey's  reputation  as  a  great 
Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs  was  not 
shaken  in  the  least:  the  eulogies  which 
were  heaped  on  him  by  both  parties  in- 
creased in  volume;  and  an  attempt  which 
I  made  to  call  attention  to  the  real  char- 
acter of  the  Anglo-Russian  agreement  as 
to  Persia,  which  was  held  up  as  a  master- 
piece of  his  diplomacy  (I  was  apparently 
the  only  person  who  had  taken  the 
trouble  to  read  it)  had  no  effect.  Not  until 
Sir  Edward  ventured  to  threaten  a  really 
formidable  European  Power  in  1911,  and 
threatened  it  successfully  from  his  point 
of  view,  did  a  sudden  and  violent  agita- 
tion against  him  spring  up.  Until  then, 
men  of  both  parties  idolized  him  without 
knowing  why,  just  as  they  had  formerly 
idolized  Lord  Cromer  and  Lord  Milner 
without  knowing  why.  They  will  now 
very  possibly  turn  on  him  and  rend  him, 
also  without  knowing  why.  The  one 
thing  they  will  not  do  is  to  blame  them- 
selves, which  is  the  only  blaming  that  can 
be  of  any  profit  to  them. 

TWENTYFOUR      YEARS      LATER.      The 

sequel  to  these  events  confirmed  my  un- 
heeded warning  with  a  sanguinary  com- 
pleteness of  which  I  had  no  prevision.  At 
Easter  1916  a  handful  of  Irishmen  seized 
the  Dublin  Post  Office  and  proclaimed 
an  Irish  Republic,  with  one  of  their  num- 
ber, a  schoolmaster  named  Pearse,  as 
President.  If  all  Ireland  had  risen  at  this 
gesture  it  would  have  been  a  serious 
matter  for  England,  then  up  to  her  neck 


in  the  war  against  the  Central  Empires. 
But  there  was  no  response:  the  gesture 
was  a  complete  failure.  All  that  was  neces- 
sary was  to  blockade  the  Post  Office  until 
its  microcosmic  republic  was  starved  out 
and  made  ridiculous.  What  actually  hap- 
pened would  be  incredible  if  there  were 
not  so  many  living  witnesses  of  it.  From 
a  battery  planted  at  Trinity  College  (the 
Irish  equivalent  of  Oxford  University), 
and  from  a  warship  in  the  river  Liffey,  a 
bombardment  was  poured  on  the  centre 
of  the  city  which  reduced  more  than  a 
square  mile  of  it  to  such  a  condition  that 
when,  in  the  following  year,  I  was  taken 
through  Arras  and  Ypres  to  shew  me 
what  the  German  artillery  had  done  to 
these  cities  in  two  and  a  half  years,  I 
laughed  and  said,  "You  should  see  what 
the  British  artillery  did  to  my  native  city 
in  a  week."  It  would  not  be  true  to  say 
that  not  one  stone  was  left  upon  another; 
for  the  marksmanship  was  so  bad  that  the 
Post  Office  itself  was  left  standing  amid 
a  waste  of  rubbish  heaps;  and  enough 
scraps  of  wall  were  left  for  the  British 
Army,  which  needed  recruits,  to  cover 
with  appeals  to  the  Irish  to  remember 
Belgium  lest  the  fate  of  Louvain  should 
befall  their  own  hearths  and  homes. 

Having  thus  worked  up  a  harebrained 
romantic  adventure  into  a  heroic  episode 
in  the  struggle  for  Irish  freedom,  the  vic- 
torious artillerists  proceeded  to  kill  their 
prisoners  of  war  in  a  drawn-out  string  of 
executions.  Those  who  were  executed 
accordingly  became  not  only  national 
heroes,  but  the  martyrs  whose  blood  was 
the  seed  of  the  present  Irish  Free  State. 
Among  those  who  escaped  was  its  first 
President.  Nothing  more  blindly  savage, 
stupid,  and  terror-mad  could  have  been 
devised  by  England's  worst  enemies.  It 
was  a  very  characteristic  example  of  the 
mentality  produced  by  the  conventional 
gentleman-militarist  education  at  Marl- 
borough  and  Sandhurst  and  the  conven- 
tional gentleman-diplomatist  education 
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at  Eton  and  Oxford,  Harrow  and  Cam- 
bridge. Is  it  surprising  that  the  Russian 
Soviet  Government,  though  fanatically 
credulous  as  to  the  need  for  popular 
education,  absolutely  refused  to  employ 
as  teachers  anyone  who  had  been  touched 
by  the  equivalent  public  school  and  uni- 
versity routine  in  Russia,  and  stuck  to  its 
resolution  even  at  the  cost  of  carrying  on 
for  some  years  with  teachers  who  were 
hardly  a  day  ahead  of  their  pupils? 

But  the  Post  Office  episode  was 
eclipsed  by  an  event  which  was  much 
more  than  an  episode,  as  it  shattered  the 
whole  case  for  parliamentary  government 
throughout  the  world.  The  Irish  Nation- 
alists, after  thirty  years  of  constitutional 
procedure  in  the  British  Parliament,  had 
carried  an  Act  to  establish  Irish  Home 
Rule,  as  it  was  then  called,  which  duly 
received  the  royal  assent  and  became  a 
statute  of  the  realm.  Immediately  the 
British  officers  on  service  in  Ireland 
mutinied,  refusing  to  enforce  the  Act  or 
operate  against  the  northern  Orangemen 
who  were  openly  arming  themselves  to 
resist  it.  They  were  assured  of  support 
by  their  fellow-officers  at  home.  The  Act 
was  suspended  after  prominent  English 
statesmen  had  taken  part  in  the  military 
manoeuvres  of  the  Orangemen.  The  Prime 
Minister  publicly  pledged  himself  that 
Belfast,  the  Orange  capital,  would  not  in 
any  case  be  coerced.  In  short,  the  Act  was 
shelved  under  a  threat  of  civil  war;  and 
the  Clan  na  Gael,  which  in  America  had 
steadfastly  maintained  that  the  constitu- 
tional movement  was  useless,  as  England 
would  in  the  last  resort  repudiate  the  con- 
stitution and  hold  Ireland  against  the 
Irish  by  physical  force,  and  had  been 
rebuked,  lectured,  and  repudiated  by  the 
parliamentary  Home  Rulers  for  a  whole 
generation  for  saying  so,  was  justified. 
The  Catholic  Irish  accordingly  armed 
themselves  and  drilled  as  Volunteers  in 
spite  of  the  hostility  of  the  Government, 
which  meanwhile  gave  every  possible 


assistance  to  the  parallel  preparations  of 
the  Orangemen.  An  Irish  parliament  (or 
Dail)  sat  in  Dublin  and  claimed  to  be 
the  national  government.  Irish  courts 
were  set  up  for  the  administration  of 
Irish  justice;  Irish  order  was  kept  by  Irish 
police;  Irish  taxes  were  collected  by  Irish 
officials;  and  British  courts  were  boy- 
cotted. Upon  this  interesting  but  hope- 
less attempt  to  ignore  British  rule  the 
Government  let  loose  a  specially  recruited 
force  (known  to  history  as  the  Black  and 
Tans)  with  carte  blanche  to  kill,  burn,  and 
destroy,  save  only  that  they  must  stop 
short  of  rapine.  They  wrecked  the  Irish 
courts  and  produced  a  state  of  anarchy. 
They  struck  at  the  Irish  through  the 
popular  co-operative  stores  and  cream- 
eries, which  they  burnt.  The  people  found 
a  civil  leader  in  Arthur  Griffiths  and  a 
military  one  in  Michael  Collins.  The 
Black  and  Tans  had  the  British  Govern- 
ment at  their  back:  Collins  had  the  people 
at  his  back.  He  threatened  that  for  every 
creamery  or  co-operative  store  or  cabin 
or  cottage  burnt  by  the  Black  and  Tans 
he  would  burn  two  country  houses  of  the 
Protestant  gentry.  The  country  houses 
that  were  not  burnt  were  raided  at  night 
and  laid  under  contribution  for  needed 
supplies.  If  the  occupants  reported  the 
raid,  the  house  was  burnt.  The  Black  and 
Tans  and  the  ordinary  constabulary  were 
treated  as  enemies  in  uniform:  that  is, 
they  were  shot  at  sight  and  their  stations 
burnt;  or  they  were  ambushed  and  killed 
in  petty  battles.  Those  who  gave  warn- 
ings or  information  of  any  helpful  kind 
to  them  were  mercilessly  executed  with- 
out privilege  of  sex  or  benefit  of  clergy. 
Collins,  with  allies  in  every  street  and 
hamlet,  proved  able  to  carry  out  his 
threat.  He  won  the  crown  of  the  Reign  of 
Terror;  and  the  position  of  the  Protestant 
gentry  became  unbearable. 

Thus  by  fire  and  bullet,  murder  and 
torture  and  devastation,  a  situation  was 
produced  in  which  the  British  Govern- 
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ment  had  either  to  capitulate  at  the  cost 
of  a  far  more  complete  concession  of  self- 
government  to  Ireland  than  that  decreed 
by  the  repudiated  Home  Rule  Act,  or  to 
let  loose  the  military  strength  of  England 
in  a  Cromwellian  reconquest,  massacre, 
and  replantation  which  it  knew  that  public 
opinion  in  England  and  America  would 
not  tolerate;  for  some  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous English  champions  of  Ulster 
warned  the  Government  that  they  could 
stand  no  more  of  the  Black  and  Tan 
terrorism.  And  so  we  settled  the  Irish 
Question,  not  as  civilized  and  reasonable 
men  should  have  settled  it,  but  as  dogs 
settle  a  dispute  over  a  bone. 

Future  historians  will  probably  see  in 
these  catastrophes  a  ritual  of  human  sacri- 
fice without  which  the  savages  of  the 
twentieth  century  could  not  effect  any 
redistribution  of  political  power  or 
wealth.  Nothing  was  learnt  from  Den- 
shawai  or  the  Black  and  Tan  terror.  In 
India,  which  is  still  struggling  for  self- 
government,  and  obviously  must  finally 
have  it,  a  military  panic  led  to  the  can- 
nonading of  a  forbidden  public  meeting 
at  Amritsar,  the  crowd  being  dealt  with 
precisely  as  if  it  were  a  body  of  German 
shocktroops  rushing  the  British  trenches 
in  Flanders.  In  London  the  police  would 
have  broken  a  score  or  two  of  heads  and 
dragged  a  handful  of  ringleaders  to  the 
police  courts.  And  there  was  the  usual 
combination  of  mean  spite  with  hyper- 
bolical violence.  Indians  were  forced  to 
crawl  past  official  buildings  on  their  hands 
and  knees.  The  effect  was  to  make  British 
imperial  rule  ridiculous  in  Europe,  and 
implacably  resented  in  India. 

In  Egypt  the  British  domination  died 
of  Denshawai;  but  at  its  deathbed  the 
British  Sirdar  was  assassinated,  where- 
upon the  British  Government,  just  then 
rather  drunk  after  a  sweeping  election 
victory  secured  by  an  anti-Russian  scare, 
announced  to  an  amazed  world  that  it 
was  going  to  cut  off  the  Nile  at  its  source 
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and  destroy  Egypt  by  stopping  its  water 
supply.  Of  course  nothing  happened  but 
an  ignominious  climb  down;  but  the 
incident  illustrates  my  contention  that 
our  authority,  when  it  is  too  far  flung  (as 
our  patriotic  rhapsodists  put  it),  goes 
stark  mad  at  the  periphery  if  a  pin  drops. 
As  to  what  further  panics  and  atrocities 
will  ensue  before  India  is  left  to  govern 
itself  as  much  as  Ireland  and  Egypt  now 
are  I  am  in  the  dark  until  the  event  en- 
lightens me.  But  on  the  folly  of  allowing 
military  counsels  to  prevail  in  political 
settlements  I  may  point  to  the  frontiers 
established  by  the  victors  after  the  war 
of  1914-18.  Almost  every  one  of  these 
frontiers  has  a  new  war  implicit  in  i", 
because  the  soldier  recognizes  no  ethno- 
graphical, linguistic,  or  moral  bound- 
aries: he  demands  a  line  that  he  can 
defend,  or  rather  that  Napoleon  or  Wel- 
lington could  have  defended;  for  he  has 
not  yet  learnt  to  think  of  offence  and 
defence  in  terms  of  airplanes  which  ignore 
his  Waterloo  ridges.  And  the  inevitable 
nationalist  rebellions  against  these  military 
frontiers,  and  the  atrocities  by  which  they 
are  countered,  are  in  full  swing  as  I  write. 
Meanwhile,  John  Bull's  Other  Island, 
though  its  freedom  has  destroyed  all  the 
romantic  interest  that  used  to  attach  to  it, 
has  become  at  last  highly  interesting  to 
the  student  of  political  science  as  an  ex- 
periment in  political  structure.  Protestant 
Ulster,  which  armed  against  the  rest  of 
Ireland  and  defied  the  British  Parliament 
to  the  cry  of  "We  wont  have  it,"  meaning 
that  they  would  die  in  the  last  ditch  sing- 
ing "O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past" 
rather  than  suffer  or  tolerate  Home  Rule, 
is  now  suffering  and  indeed  hugging 
Home  Rule  on  a  much  more  homely  scale 
than  the  Home  Rulers  ever  demanded  or 
dreamt  of;  for  it  has  a  Belfast  Home  Rule 
Parliament  instead  of  an  Irish  one.  And 
it  has  allowed  Catholic  Ireland  to  secure 
the  Irish  parliament.  Thus,  of  the  two 
regional  parliaments  which  have  been 
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established  on  a  sectarian  basis,  Protest- 
ant Ulster  has  been  left  with  the  smaller. 
Now  it  happens  that  Protestant  Ulster  is 
industrial  Ireland  and  Catholic  Ireland 
agricultural  Ireland.  And  throughout  the 
world  for  a  century  past  the  farmer, 
the  peasant,  and  the  Catholic  have  been 
the  bulwark  of  the  industrial  capitalists 
against  the  growing  political  power  of 
the  industrial  proletariat  organized  in 
trade  unions,  Labor  parties,  and  the  ubi- 
quitous sodalities  of  that  new  ultra- 
Catholic  Church  called  Socialism. 

From  this  defensive  alliance  the  Ulster 
employers,  blinded  by  an  obsolete  big- 
otry and  snobbery,  have  deliberately  cut 
themselves  off.  In  my  preface  of  1906, 
and  again  in  my  1912  preface  to  a  six- 
penny edition  of  this  play  called  the 
Home  Rule  edition,  I  exhorted  the  Pro- 
testants to  take  their  chance,  trust  their 
grit,  and  play  their  part  in  a  single  parlia- 
ment ruling  an  undivided  Ireland.  They 
did  not  take  my  advice.  Probably  they 
did  not  even  read  it,  being  too  deeply 
absorbed  in  the  History  of  Maria  Monk, 
or  the  latest  demonstration  that  all  the 
evil  in  the  world  is  the  work  of  an  under- 
ground conspiracy  entitled  by  them  "the 
Jesuits."  It  is  a  pity  they  did  not  begin 
their  political  education,  as  I  began  mine, 


by  reading  Karl  Marx.  It  is  true  that  I  had 
occasion  to  point  out  that  Marx  was  not 
infallible;  but  he  left  me  with  a  very 
strong  disposition  to  back  the  economic 
situation  to  control  all  the  other  situa- 
tions, religious,  nationalist,  or  romantic, 
in  the  long  run.  And  so  I  do  not  despair 
of  seeing  Protestant  Ulster  seeking  the 
alliance  it  repudiated.  The  Northern 
Parliament  will  not  merge  into  the 
Oireachtas;  for  until  both  of  them  are 
superseded  by  a  completely  modernized 
central  government,  made  for  action  and 
not  for  obstruction,  they  will  remain 
more  effective  as  regional  parliaments 
than  they  would  be  as  national  ones;  but 
they  will  soon  have  to  take  counsel  to- 
gether through  conferences  which  will 
recur  until  they  become  a  permanent 
institution  and  finally  develop  into  what 
the  Americans  call  Congress,  or  Federal 
Government  of  the  whole  island.  No 
doubt  this  will  be  received  in  Belfast  (if 
noticed  at  all)  with  shouts  of  "We  wont 
have  it."  But  I  have  heard  that  cry  before, 
and  regard  it  as  a  very  hopeful  sign  that 
they  will  have  it  gladly  enough  when 
they  have  the  luck  to  get  it. 

AYOT  Sx  LAWRENCE, 
November  1929. 


XIX 

O'FLAHERTY  V.C. 
A  RECRUITING  PAMPHLET 


It  may  surprise  some  people  to  learn 
that  in  1915  this  little  play  was  a  recruit- 
ing poster  in  disguise.  The  British  officer 
seldom  likes  Irish  soldiers;  but  he  always 
tries  to  have  a  certain  proportion  of  them 
in  his  battalion,  because,  partly  from  a 
want  of  common  sense  which  leads  them 
to  value  their  lives  less  than  Englishmen 
do  (lives  are  really  less  worth  living  in  a 
poor  country),  and  partly  because  even 
the  most  cowardly  Irishman  feels  obliged 
to  outdo  an  Englishman  in  bravery  if 
possible,  and  at  least  to  set  a  perilous  pace 
for  him,  Irish  soldiers  give  impetus  to 
those  military  operations  which  require 
for  their  spirited  execution  more  devil- 
ment than  prudence. 

Unfortunately,  Irish  recruiting  was 
badly  bungled  in  1915.  The  Irish  were 
for  the  most  part  Roman  Catholics  and 
loyal  Irishmen,  which  means  that  from 
the  English  point  of  view  they  were 
heretics  and  rebels.  But  they  were  willing 
enough  to  go  soldiering  on  the  side  of 
France  and  see  the  world  outside  Ireland, 
which  is  a  dull  place  to  live  in.  It  was 
quite  easy  to  enlist  them  by  approaching 
them  from  their  own  point  of  view.  But 
the  War  Office  insisted  on  approaching 
them  from  the  point  of  view  of  Dublin 
Castle.  They  were  discouraged  and  re- 
pulsed by  refusals  to  give  commissions  to 
Roman  Catholic  officers,  or  to  allow  dis- 
tinct Irish  units  to  be  formed.  To  attract 
them,  the  walls  were  covered  with  pla- 
cards headed  REMEMBER  BELGIUM.  The 
folly  of  asking  an  Irishman  to  remember 
anything  when  you  want  him  to  fight  for 
England  was  apparent  to  everyone  out- 
side the  Castle:  FORGET  AND  FORGIVE 
would  have  been  more  to  the  point. 


Remembering  Belgium  and  its  broken 
treaty  led  Irishmen  to  remember  Limerick 
and  its  broken  treaty;  and  the  recruiting 
ended  in  a  rebellion,  in  suppressing  which 
the  British  artillery  quite  unnecessarily 
reduced  the  centre  of  Dublin  to  ruins,  and 
die  British  commanders  killed  their  lead- 
ing prisoners  of  war  in  cold  blood  morn- 
ing after  morning  with  an  effect  of  long 
drawn  out  ferocity.  Really  it  was  only 
the  usual  childish  petulance  in  which 
John  Bull  does  things  in  a  week  that  dis- 
grace him  for  a  century,  though  he  soon 
recovers  his  good  humor,  and  cannot 
understand  why  the  survivors  of  his 
wrath  do  not  feel  as  jolly  with  him  as  he 
does  with  them.  On  the  smouldering 
ruins  of  Dublin  the  appeals  to  remember 
Lou  vain  were  presently  supplemented  by 
a  fresh  appeal.  IRISHMEN:  DO  YOU  WISH 
TO  HAVE  THE  HORRORS  OF  WAR  BROUGHT 
TO  YOUR  OWN  HEARTHS  AND  HOMES? 
Dublin  laughed  sourly. 

As  for  me,  I  addressed  myself  quite 
simply  to  the  business  of  obtaining  re- 
cruits. I  knew  by  personal  experience  and 
observation  what  anyone  might  have  in- 
ferred from  the  records  of  Irish  emigra- 
tion, that  all  an  Irishman's  hopes  and 
ambitions  turn  on  his  opportunities  of 
getting  out  of  Ireland.  Stimulate  his 
loyalty,  and  he  will  stay  in  Ireland  and 
die  for  her;  for,  incomprehensible  as  it 
seems  to  an  Englishman,  Irish  patriotism 
does  not  take  the  form  of  devotion  to 
England  and  England's  king.  Appeal  to 
his  discontent,  his  deadly  boredom,  his 
thwarted  curiosity  and  desire  for  change 
and  adventure,  and,  to  escape  from  Ire- 
land, he  will  go  abroad  to  risk  his  life  for 
France,  for  the  Papal  States,  for  secession 
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in  America,  and  even,  if  no  better  may  be, 
for  England,  Knowing  that  the  ignorance 
and  insularity  of  the  Irishman  is  a  danger 
to  himself  and  to  his  neighbors,  I  had  no 
scruple  in  making  that  appeal  when  there 
was  something  for  him  to  fight  which 
the  whole  world  had  to  fight  unless  it 
meant  to  come  under  the  jack  boot  of  the 
German  version  of  Dublin  Castle. 

There  was  another  consideration,  un- 
mentionable by  the  recruiting  sergeants 
and  war  orators,  which  must  nevertheless 
have  helped  them  powerfully  in  procur- 
ing soldiers  by  voluntary  enlistment.  The 
happy  home  of  the  idealist  may  become 
common  under  millennial  conditions.  It 
is  not  common  at  present.  No  one  will 
ever  know  how  many  men  joined  the 
army  in  1914  and  1915  to  escape  from 
tyrants  and  taskmasters,  termagants  and 
shrews,  none  of  whom  are  any  the  less 
irksome  when  they  happen  by  ill-luck  to 
be  also  our  fathers,  our  mothers,  our 
wives  and  our  children.  Even  at  their 
amiablest,  a  holiday  from  them  may  be 
a  tempting  change  for  all  parties.  That  is 
why  I  did  not  endow  O'Flaherty  V.C. 
with  an  ideal  Irish  colleen  for  his  sweet- 


heart, and  gave  him  for  his  mother  a 
Volumnia  of  the  potato  patch  rather  than 
an  affectionate  parent  from  whom  he 
could  not  so  easily  have  torn  himself 
away. 

I  need  hardly  say  that  a  play  thus  care- 
fully adapted  to  its  purpose  was  voted 
utterly  inadmissible;  and  in  due  course 
the  British  Government,  frightened  out 
of  its  wits  for  the  moment  by  the  rout  of 
the  Fifth  Army,  ordained  Irish  Conscrip- 
tion, and  then  did  not  dare  to  go  through 
with  it.  I  still  think  my  own  line  was  the 
more  businesslike.  But  during  the  war 
everyone  except  the  soldiers  at  the  front 
imagined  that  nothing  but  an  extreme 
assertion  of  our  most  passionate  pre- 
judices, without  the  smallest  regard  to 
their  effect  on  others,  could  win  the  war. 
Finally  the  British  blockade  won  the  war; 
but  the  wonder  is  that  the  British  block- 
head did  not  lose  it.  I  suppose  the  enemy 
was  no  wiser.  War  is  not  a  sharpener  of 
wits;  and  I  am  afraid  I  gave  great  offence 
by  keeping  my  head  in  this  matter  of 
Irish  recruiting.  What  can  I  do  but 
apologize,  and  publish  the  play  now  that 
it  can  no  longer  do  any  good? 


XX 

THE  INCA  OF  PERUSALEM 
AN  ALMOST  HISTORICAL  COMEDIETTA 


I  must  remind  the  reader  that  this  play- 
let was  written  when  its  principal  char- 
acter, far  from  being  a  fallen  foe  and 
virtually  a  prisoner  in  our  victorious 
hands,  was  still  the  Caesar  whose  legions 
we  were  resisting  with  our  hearts  in  our 
mouths.  Many  were  so  horribly  afraid 
of  him  that  they  could  not  forgive 
me  for  not  being  afraid  of  him:  I 
seemed  to  be  trifling  1  cartlessly  with  a 
deadly  peril.  I  knew  better;  and  I  have 
represented  Caesar  as  knowing  better 
himself.  But  it  was  one  of  the  quaintnesses 
of  popular  feeling  during  the  war  that 
anyone  who  breathed  the  slightest  doubt 
cf  the  absolute  perfection  of  German  or- 
ganization, the  Machiavellian  depth  of 
German  diplomacy,  the  omniscience  of 
German  science,  the  equipment  of  every 
German  with  a  complete  philosophy  of 
history,  and  the  consequent  hopelessness 
of  overcoming  so  magnificently  accom- 
plished an  enemy  except  by  the  sacrifice 
of  every  recreative  activity  to  incessant 
and  vehement  war  work,  including  a 
heartbreaking  mass  of  fussing  and  cadging 


and  bluffing  that  did  nothing  but  waste 
our  energies  and  tire  our  resolution,  was 
called  a  pro-German. 

Now  that  this  is  all  over,  and  the  up- 
shot of  the  fighting  has  shewn  that  we 
could  quite  well  have  afforded  to  laugh 
at  the  doomed  Inca,  I  am  in  another  diffi- 
culty. I  may  be  supposed  to  be  hitting 
Caesar  when  he  is  down.  That  is  why  1 
preface  the  play  with  this  reminder  that 
when  it  was  written  he  was  not  down. 
To  make  quite  sure,  I  have  gone  through 
the  proof  sheets  very  carefully,  and  de- 
leted everything  that  could  possibly  be 
mistaken  for  a  foul  blow.  I  have  of  course 
maintained  the  ancient  privilege  of 
comedy  to  chasten  Caesar's  foibles  by 
laughing  at  them,  whilst  introducing 
enough  obvious  and  outrageous  fiction 
to  relieve  both  myself  and  my  model 
from  the  obligations  and  responsibilities 
of  sober  history  and  biography.  But  I 
should  certainly  put  the  play  in  the  fire 
instead  of  publishing  it  if  it  contained  a 
word  against  our  defeated  enemy  that  I 
would  not  have  written  in  1913. 
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AUGUSTUS  DOES  HIS  BIT 
A  TRUE-TO-LIFE  FARCE 


I  wish  to  express  my  gratitude  for  cer- 
tain good  offices  which  Augustus  secured 
for  me  in  January  1917.  I  had  been  in- 
vited to  visit  the  theatre  of  war  in  Flanders 
by  the  Commander-in-Chief:  an  invita- 
tion which  was,  under  the  circumstances, 
a  summons  to  duty.  Thus  I  had  occa- 
sion to  spend  some  days  in  procuring  the 
necessary  passports  and  other  official 
facilities  for  my  journey.  It  happened  just 
then  that  the  Stage  Society  gave  a  per- 
formance of  this  little  play.  It  opened  the 
heart  of  every  official  to  me.  I  have  al- 
ways been  treated  with  distinguished 
consideration  in  my  contacts  with  bureau- 
cracy during  the  war;  but  on  this  occasion 
I  found  myself  persona  grata  in  the 
highest  degree.  There  was  only  one  word 
when  the  formalities  were  disposed  of; 
and  that  was  "We  are  up  against  Augus- 
tus all  day."  The  shewing-up  of  Augustus 
scandalized  one  or  two  innocent  and 


patriotic  critics  who  regarded  the  prowess 
of  the  British  army  as  inextricably  bound 
up  with  Highcastle  prestige.  But  our 
Government  departments  knew  better: 
their  problem  was  how  to  win  the  war 
with  Augustus  on  their  backs,  well-mean- 
ing, brave,  patriotic,  but  obstructively 
fussy,  self-important,  imbecile,  and  dis- 
astrous. 

Save  for  the  satisfaction  of  being  able 
to  laugh  at  Augustus  in  the  theatre, 
nothing,  as  far  as  I  know,  came  of  my 
dramatic  reduction  of  him  to  absurdity. 
Generals,  admirals,  Prime  Ministers  and 
Controllers,  not  to  mention  Emperors, 
Kaisers  and  Tsars,  were  scrapped  re- 
morselessly at  home  and  abroad,  for  their 
sins  or  services,  as  the  case  might  be.  But 
Augustus  stood  like  the  Eddystone  in  a 
storm,  and  stands  so  to  this  day.  He  gave 
us  his  word  that  he  was  indispensable; 
and  we  took  it. 
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XXII 

THE  MILLIONAIRESS 
1936 

PREFACE  ON  BOSSES 


Though  this  play  of  The  Millionairess 
does  not  pretend  to  be  anything  more 
than  a  comedy  of  humorous  and  curious 
contemporary  characters  such  as  Ben 
Jonson  might  write  were  he  alive  now, 
yet  it  raises  a  question  that  has  troubled 
human  life  and  moulded  human  society 
since  the  creation. 

The  law  is  equal  before  all  of  us;  but 
we  are  not  all  equal  before  the  law.  Virtu- 
ally there  is  one  law  for  the  rich  and 
another  for  the  poor,  one  law  for  the 
cunning  and  another  for  the  simple,  one 
law  for  the  forceful  and  another  for  the 
feeble,  one  law  for  the  ignorant  and  an- 
other for  the  learned,  one  law  for  the 
brave  and  another  for  the  timid,  and  with- 
in family  limits  one  law  for  the  parent 
and  no  law  at  all  for  the  child. 

In  the  humblest  cabin  that  contains  a 
family  you  may  find  a  maitresse  femme 
who  rules  in  the  household  by  a  sort  of 
divine  right.  She  may  rule  amiably  by 
being  able  to  think  more  quickly  and  see 
further  than  the  others,  or  she  may  be  a 
tyrant  ruling  violently  by  intensity  of  will 
and  ruthless  egotism.  She  may  be  a  grand- 
mother and  she  may  be  a  girl.  But  the 
others  find  they  are  unable  to  resist  her. 
Often  of  course  the  domestic  tyrant  is  a 
man;  but  the  phenomenon  is  not  so  re- 
markable in  his  case,  as  he  is  by  con- 
vention the  master  and  lawgiver  of  the 
hearthstone. 

In  every  business  street  you  will  find 
a  shopkeeper  who  is  always  in  difficulties 
and  ends  his  business  adventures  in  the 
bankruptcy  court.  Hard  by  you  will  find 
another  shopkeeper,  with  no  greater  ad- 
vantages to  start  with,  or  possibly  less, 
who  makes  larger  and  larger  profits,  and 


inspires  more  and  more  confidence  in  his 
banker,  until  he  ends  as  the  millionaire 
head  of  a  giant  multiple  shop. 

How  does  the  captain  of  a  pirate  ship 
obtain  his  position  and  maintain  his 
authority  over  a  crew  of  scoundrels  who 
are  all,  like  himself,  outside  the  law?  How 
does  an  obscure  village  priest,  the  son  of 
humble  fisherfolk,  come  to  wear  the  triple 
crown  and  sit  in  the  papal  chair?  How  do 
common  soldiers  become  Kings,  Shahs, 
and  Dictators?  Why  does  a  hereditary 
peer  find  that  he  is  a  nonentity  in  a  grand 
house  organized  and  ruled  by  his  butler? 

Questions  like  these  force  themselves 
on  us  so  continually  and  ruthlessly  that 
many  turn  in  despair  from  Socialism  and 
political  reform  on  the  ground  that  to 
abolish  all  the  institutional  tyrannies 
would  only  deliver  the  country  helplessly 
into  the  hands  of  the  born  bosses.  A  king, 
a  prelate,  a  squire,  a  capitalist,  a  justice 
of  the  peace  may  be  a  good  kind  Christian 
soul,  owing  his  position,  as  most  of  us 
do,  to  being  the  son  of  his  father;  but  a 
born  boss  is  one  who  rides  roughshod 
over  us  by  some  mysterious  power  that 
separates  him  from  our  species  and  makes 
us  fear  him:  that  is,  hate  him. 

What  is  to  be  done  with  that  section 
of  the  possessors  of  specific  talents  whose 
talent  is  for  moneymaking?  History  and 
daily  experience  teach  us  that  if  the  world 
does  not  devise  some  plan  of  ruling  them, 
they  will  rule  the  world.  Now  it  is  not 
desirable  that  they  should  rule  the  world; 
for  the  secret  of  moneymaking  is  to  care 
for  nothing  else  and  to  work  at  nothing 
else;  and  as  the  world's  welfare  depends 
on  operations  by  which  no  individual  can 
make  money,  whilst  its  ruin  by  war  and 
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drink  and  disease  and  drugs  and  de- 
bauchery is  enormously  profitable  to 
moneymakers,  the  supremacy  of  the 
moneymaker  is  the  destruction  of  the 
State.  A  society  which  depends  on  the 
incentive  of  private  profit  is  doomed. 

And  what  about  ambitious  people  who 
possess  commanding  business  ability  or 
military  genius  or  both?  They  are  irre- 
sistible unless  they  are  restrained  by  law; 
for  ordinary  individuals  are  helpless  in 
their  hands.  Are  they  to  be  the  masters  of 
society  or  its  servants? 

What  should  the  nineteenth  century 
have  done  in  its  youth  with  Rothschild 
and  Napoleon?  What  is  the  United  States 
to  do  with  its  money  kings  and  bosses? 
What  are  we  to  do  with  ours?  How  is 
the  mediocre  private  citizen  to  hold  his 
own  with  the  able  bullies  and  masterful 
women  who  establish  family  despotisms, 
school  despotisms,  office  despotisms,  re- 
ligious despotisms  in  their  little  circles  all 
over  the  country?  Our  boasted  political 
liberties  are  a  mockery  to  the  subjects  of 
such  despotisms.  They  may  work  well 
when  the  despot  is  benevolent;  but  they 
are  worse  than  any  political  tyranny  in 
the  selfish  cases. 

It  is  much  more  difficult  to  attack  a 
personal  despotism  than  an  institutional 
one.  Monarchs  can  be  abolished:  they 
have  been  abolished  in  all  directions  dur- 
ing the  last  century  and  a  half,  with  the 
result,  however,  of  sometimes  replacing 
a  personally  amiable  and  harmless  mon- 
arch, reigning  under  strict  constitutional 
and  traditional  restraints,  by  energetic 
dictators  and  presidents  who,  having 
made  hay  of  constitutions  and  traditions, 
are  under  no  restraints  at  all.  A  hereditary 
monarch,  on  the  throne  because  he  is  the 
son  of  his  father,  may  be  a  normal  person, 
amenable  to  reasonable  advice  from  his 
councils,  and  exercising  no  authority  ex- 
cept that  conferred  on  him  (or  her)  by 
die  Constitution.  Behead  him,  as  we  be- 
headed our  Charles,  or  die  French  their 


Louis,  and  the  born  despot  Cromwell  or 
Napoleon  (I  purposely  avoid  glaring  con- 
temporary examples  because  I  am  not 
quite  sure  where  they  will  be  by  the  time 
this  book  is  published)  takes  his  place. 
The  same  mysterious  personal  force  that 
makes  the  household  tyrant,  the  school 
tyrant,  the  office  tyrant,  the  brigand  chief 
and  the  pirate  captain,  brings  the  born 
boss  to  the  top  by  a  gravitation  that 
ordinary  people  cannot  resist. 

The  successful  usurpers  of  thrones  are 
not  the  worst  cases.  The  political  usurper 
may  be  an  infernal  scoundrel,  ruthless  in 
murder,  treachery,  and  torture;  but  once 
his  ambition  is  achieved  and  he  has  to 
rule  a  nation,  the  magnitude  and  difficulty 
of  his  job,  and  the  knowledge  that  if  he 
makes  a  mess  of  it  he  will  fall  as  suddenly 
as  he  has  risen,  will  civilize  him  with  a 
ruthlessness  greater  than  his  own.  When 
Henry  IV  usurped  the  English  crown  he 
certainly  did  not  intend  to  die  of  political 
overwork;  but  that  is  what  happened  to 
him.  No  political  ruler  could  possibly  be 
as  wickedly  selfish  and  cruel  as  the  tyrant 
of  a  private  house.  Queen  Elizabeth  was 
a  maitresse  femme;  but  she  could  have 
had  her  own  way  much  more  completely 
as  landlady  of  the  Mermaid  Tavern  than 
she  had  as  sovereign  of  England.  Because 
Nero  and  Paul  I  of  Russia  could  not  be 
made  to  understand  this,  they  were  killed 
like  mad  dogs  by  their  own  courtiers. 
But  our  petty  fireside  tyrants  are  not 
killed.  Christina  of  Sweden  would  not 
have  had  to  abdicate  if  her  realm  had 
been  a  ten-roomed  villa.  Had  Catherine 
II  reigned  over  her  husband  only,  she 
need  not  nor  could  not  have  had  him 
murdered;  but  as  Tsarina  she  was  forced 
to  liquidate  poor  Peter  very  much  against 
her  own  easy  good  nature,  which  pre- 
vented her  from  scolding  her  maids 
properly. 

Modern  Liberal  democracy  claims  un- 
limited opportunities  for  tyranny:  quali- 
fication for  rule  by  heredity  and  class 
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narrows  it  and  puts  it  in  harness  and 
blinkers.  Especially  does  such  democracy 
favor  money  rule.  It  is  in  fact  not  demo- 
cracy at  all,  but  unashamed  plutocracy. 
And  as  the  meanest  creature  can  become 
rich  if  he  devotes  his  life  to  it,  and  the 
people  with  wider  and  more  generous 
interests  become  or  remain  poor  with 
equal  certainty,  plutocracy  is  the  very 
devil  socially,  because  it  creates  a  sort  of 
Gresham  law  by  which  the  baser  human 
currency  drives  out  the  nobler  coinage. 
This  is  quite  different  from  the  survival 
of  the  fittest  in  the  contests  of  character 
and  talent  which  are  independent  of 
money.  If  Moses  is  the  only  tribesman 
capable  of  making  a  code  of  laws,  he 
inevitably  becomes  Lawgiver  to  all  the 
tribes,  and,  equally  inevitably,  is  forced 
to  add  to  what  he  can  understand  of 
divine  law  a  series  of  secular  regulations 
designed  to  maintain  his  personal  author- 
ity. If  he  finds  that  it  is  useless  to  expect 
the  tribesmen  to  obey  his  laws  as  a  matter 
of  common  sense,  he  must  persuade  them 
that  his  inspiration  is  the  result  of  direct 
and  miraculous  communication  with  their 
deity.  Moses  and  Mahomet  and  Joseph 
Smith  the  Mormon  had  to  plead  divine 
revelations  to  get  them  out  of  temporary 
and  personal  difficulties  as  well  as  out 
of  eternal  and  impersonal  ones.  As  long 
as  an  individual  of  their  calibre  remains 
the  indispensable  man  (or  woman)  doing 
things  that  the  common  man  can  neither 
do  without  nor  do  for  himself,  he  will  be, 
up  to  a  point,  the  master  of  the  common 
man  in  spite  of  all  the  democratic  fudge 
that  may  be  advanced  to  the  contrary. 

Of  course  there  are  limits.  He  cannot  go 
to  the  lengths  at  which  the  common  man 
will  believe  him  to  be  insane  or  impious: 
when  measures  of  that  complexion  are 
necessary,  as  they  very  often  are,  he  must 
either  conceal  them  or  mask  them  as 
follies  of  the  sort  the  common  man  thinks 
splendid.  If  the  ruler  thinks  it  well  to 
begin  a  world  war  he  must  persuade  his 


people  that  it  is  a  war  to  end  war,  and 
that  the  people  he  wants  them  to  kill  are 
diabolical  scoundrels;  and  if  he  is  forced 
to  suspend  hostilities  for  a  while,  and 
does  so  by  a  treaty  which  contains  the 
seeds  of  half  a  dozen  new  wars  and  is 
impossible  enough  in  its  conditions  to 
make  its  violation  certain,  he  must  create 
a  general  belief  that  it  is  a  charter  of 
eternal  peace  and  a  monument  of  retri- 
butive justice. 

In  this  way  the  most  honest  ruler  be- 
comes a  tyrant  and  a  fabricator  of  legends 
and  falsehoods,  not  out  of  any  devilment 
in  himself,  but  because  those  whom  he 
rules  do  not  understand  his  business,  and, 
if  they  did,  would  not  sacrifice  their  own 
immediate  interests  to  the  permanent  in- 
terests of  the  naiion  or  the  world.  In 
short,  a  ruler  must  not  only  make  laws, 
and  rule  from  day  to  day:  he  must,  by 
school  instruction  and  printed  propa- 
ganda, create  and  maintain  an  artificial 
mentality  which  will  endorse  his  pro- 
ceedings and  obey  his  authority.  This 
mentality  becomes  what  we  call  Con- 
servatism; and  the  revolt  against  it  when 
it  is  abused  oppressively  or  becomes 
obsolete  as  social  conditions  change,  is 
classed  as  sedition,  and  reviled  as  Radi- 
calism, Anarchism,  Bolshevism,  or  what 
you  please. 

When  a  mentality  is  created  and  a  code 
imposed,  the  born  ruler,  the  Moses  or 
Lenin,  is  no  longer  indispensable:  routine 
government  by  dunderheads  becomes 
possible  and  in  fact  preferable  as  long  as 
the  routine  is  fairly  appropriate  to  the 
current  phase  of  social  development.  The 
assumption  of  the  more  advanced  spirits 
that  revolutionists  are  always  right  is  as 
questionable  as  the  conservative  assump- 
tion that  they  are  always  wrong.  The 
industrious  dunderhead  who  always  does 
what  was  done  last  time  because  he  is 
incapable  of  conceiving  anything  better, 
makes  the  best  routineer.  This  explains 
the  enormous  part  played  by  dunderheads 
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as  such  in  the  history  of  all  nations,  pro- 
voking repeated  explanations  of  surprise 
at  the  littleness  of  the  wisdom  with  which 
the  world  is  governed. 

But  what  of  the  ambitious  usurper?  the 
person  who  has  a  capacity  for  kingship 
but  has  no  kingdom  and  must  therefore 
acquire  a  readymade  one  which  is  getting 
along  in  its  own  way  very  well  without 
him?  It  cannot  be  contended  with  any 
plausibility  that  William  the  Conqueror 
was  indispensable  in  England:  he  wanted 
England  and  grabbed  it.  He  did  this  by 
virtue  of  his  personal  qualities,  entirely 
against  the  will  of  the  people  of  England, 
who,  as  far  as  they  were  politically  con- 
scious at  all,  would  have  greatly  preferred 
Harold.  But  William  had  all  the  qualities 
that  make  an  individual  irresistible:  the 
physical  strength  and  ferocity  of  a  king 
of  beasts,  the  political  genius  of  a  king 
of  men,  the  strategic  cunning  and  tactical 
gumption  of  a  military  genius;  and  no- 
thing that  France  or  England  could  say 
or  do  prevailed  against  him.  What  are 
we  to  do  with  such  people? 

When  an  established  political  routine 
breaks  down  and  produces  political  chaos, 
a  combination  of  personal  ambition  with 
military  genius  and  political  capacity  in  a 
single  individual  gives  that  individual  his 
opportunity.  Napoleon,  if  he  had  been 
born  a  century  earlier,  would  have  had 
no  more  chance  of  becoming  emperor  of 
the  French  than  Marshal  Saxe  had  of  sup- 
planting Louis  XV.  In  spite  of  the  French 
Revolution,  he  was  a  very  ordinary  snob 
in  his  eighteenth-century  social  outlook. 
His  assumption  of  the  imperial  diadem, 
his  ridiculous  attempt  to  establish  the 
little  Buonaparte  family  on  all  the  thrones 
under  his  control,  his  remanufacture  of  a 
titular  aristocracy  to  make  a  court  for 
himself,  his  silly  insistence  on  imperial 
etiquette  when  he  was  a  dethroned  and 
moribund  prisoner  in  St  Helena,  shew 
that,  for  all  his  genius,  he  was  and  always 
had  been  behind  the  times.  But  he  was 


for  a  time  irresistible  because,  though  he 
could  fight  battles  on  academic  lines  only, 
and  was  on  that  point  a  routineer  soldier, 
he  could  play  the  war  game  on  the  estab- 
lished procedure  so  superbly  that  all  the 
armies  of  Europe  crumpled  up  before 
him.  It  was  easy  for  anti-Bonapartist 
writers,  from  Taine  to  Mr  H.  G.  Wells, 
to  disparage  him  as  a  mere  cad;  but 
Goethe,  who  could  face  facts,  and  on 
occasion  rub  them  in,  said  simply  "You 
shake  your  chains  in  vain/'  Unfortun- 
ately for  himself  and  Europe  Napoleon 
was  fundamentally  a  commonplace  human 
fool.  In  spite  of  his  early  failure  in  the 
east  he  made  a  frightful  draft  on  the  man- 
hood of  France  for  his  march  to  Moscow, 
only  to  hurry  back  leaving  his  legions 
dead  in  the  snow,  and  thereafter  go  from 
disaster  to  disaster.  Bernadotte,  the 
lawyer's  son  who  enlisted  as  a  common 
soldier  and  ended  unconquered  on  the 
throne  of  Sweden  (his  descendants  still 
hold  it),  made  a  far  better  job  of  his 
affairs.  When  for  the  first  time  Napoleon 
came  up  against  a  really  original  com- 
mander at  Waterloo,  he  still  made  all  the 
textbook  moves  he  had  learnt  at  the  mili- 
tary academy,  and  did  not  know  when 
he  was  beaten  until  it  was  too  late  to  do 
anything  but  run  away.  Instead  of  making 
for  America  at  all  hazards  he  threw  him- 
self on  the  magnanimity  of  the  Prince 
Regent,  who  obviously  could  not  have 
spared  him  even  if  he  had  wanted  to.  His 
attempt  to  wedge  himself  and  his  upstart 
family  into  the  old  dynasties  by  his 
divorce  and  his  Austrian  marriage  ended 
in  making  him  a  notorious  cuckold.  But 
the  vulgarer  fool  and  the  paltrier  snob 
you  prove  Napoleon  to  have  been,  the 
more  alarming  becomes  the  fact  that  this 
shabby-genteel  Corsican  subaltern  (and 
a  very  unsatisfactory  subaltern  at  that) 
dominated  Europe  for  years,  and  placed 
on  his  own  head  the  crown  of  Charle- 
magne. Is  there  really  nothing  to  be  done 
with  such  men  but  submit  to  them  until, 
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having  risen  by  their  specialities,  they 
ruin  themselves  by  their  vulgarities? 

It  was  easy  for  Napoleon  to  make  a 
better  job  of  restoring  order  after  the 
French  Revolution  than  Siey£s,  who  tried 
to  do  it  by  writing  paper  constitutions, 
or  than  a  plucky  bully  like  Barras,  who 
cared  for  nothing  except  feathering  his 
own  nest.  Any  tidy  and  public  spirited 
person  could  have  done  as  much  with 
the  necessary  prestige.  Napoleon  got  that 
prestige  by  feeding  the  popular  appetite 
for  military  glory.  He  could  not  create 
that  natural  appetite;  but  he  could  feed  it 
by  victories;  and  he  could  use  all  the 
devices  of  journalism  and  pageantry  and 
patriotic  braggadocio  to  make  La  Gloire 
glorious.  And  all  this  because,  like 
William  the  Conqueror,  he  had  the  group 
of  talents  that  make  a  successful  general 
and  democratic  ruler.  Had  not  the  French 
Revolution  so  completely  failed  to  pro- 
duce a  tolerable  government  to  replace 
the  monarchy  it  overthrew,  and  thereby 
reduced  itself  to  desperation,  Napoleon 
would  have  been  only  a  famous  general 
like  Saxe  or  Wellington  or  Marlborough, 
who  under  similar  circumstances  could 
and  indeed  must  have  become  kings  if 
they  had  been  ungovernable  enough  to 
desire  it.  Only  the  other  day  a  man  with- 
out any  of  the  social  advantages  of  these 
commanders  made  himself  Shah  of  Iran. 

Julius  Cassar  and  Cromwell  also 
mounted  on  the  debris  of  collapsing 
political  systems;  and  both  of  them  re- 
fused crowns.  But  no  crown  could  have 
added  to  the  power  their  military  capacity 
gave  them.  Caesar  bribed  enormously; 
but  there  were  richer  men  than  he  in  Rome 
to  play  that  game.  Only,  they  could  not 
have  won  the  battle  of  Pharsalia.  Crom- 
well proved  invincible  in  the  field — such 
as  it  was. 

It  is  not,  however,  these  much  hack- 
neyed historical  figures  that  trouble  us 
now.  Pharsalias  and  Dunbars  and  Water- 
lews  are  things  of  the  past:  battles  nowa- 


days last  several  months  and  then  peter 
out  on  barbed  wire  under  the  fire  of 
machine  guns.  Suppose  Ludendorff  had 
been  a  Napoleon,  and  Haig  a  Marlbor- 
ough, Wellington,  and  Cromwell  rolled 
into  one,  what  more  could  they  have  done 
than  either  declare  modern  war  imposs- 
ible or  else  keep  throwing  masses  of 
infantry  in  the  old  fashion  against 
slaughtering  machinery  like  pigs  in  Chi- 
cago? Napoleon's  booklearnt  tactics  and 
the  columns  that  won  so  many  battles  for 
him  would  have  no  more  chance  nowa- 
days than  the  ragged  Irish  pikemen  on 
Vinegar  Hill;  and  Wellington's  thin  red 
line  and  his  squares  would  have  vanished 
in  the  fumes  of  T.N.T.  on  the  Somme. 
"The  Nelson  touch"  landed  a  section  of 
the  British  fleet  at  the  bottom  of  the  Dar- 
danelles. And  yet  this  war,  which,  if  it 
did  not  end  civilized  war  (perhaps  it  did, 
by  the  way,  though  the  War  Office  may 
not  yet  have  realized  it)  at  least  made  an 
end  of  the  supremacy  of  the  glory  virtuoso 
who  can  play  brilliant  variations  on  the 
battle  of  Hastings,  has  been  followed  by 
such  a  group  of  upstart  autocrats  as  the 
world  had  ceased  to  suppose  possible. 
Mussolini,  Hitler,  Kemal  and  Riza  Khan 
began  in  the  ranks,  and  have  no  Marengos 
to  their  credit;  yet  there  they  are  at  the 
top! 

Here  again  the  circumstances  gave  the 
men  their  opportunity.  Neither  Mussolini 
nor  Hitler  could  have  achieved  their  pres- 
ent personal  supremacy  when  I  was  born 
in  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
because  the  prevailing  mentality  of  that 
deluded  time  was  still  hopefully  parlia- 
mentary. Democracy  was  a  dream,  an 
ideal.  Everything  would  be  well  when  all 
men  had  votes.  Everything  would  be 
better  than  well  when  all  women  had 
votes.  There  was  a  great  fear  of  public 
opinion  because  it  was  a  dumb  phantom 
which  every  statesman  could  identify 
with  his  own  conscience  and  dread  as  the 
Nemesis  of  unscrupulous  ambition.  That 
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was  the  golden  age  of  democracy:  die 
phantom  was  a  real  and  beneficent  force. 
Many  delusions  are.  In  those  days  even 
our  Conservative  rulers  agreed  that  we 
were  a  liberty  loving  people:  that,  for  in- 
stance, Englishmen  would  never  tolerate 
compulsory  military  service  as  the  slaves 
of  foreign  despots  did. 

It  was  part  of  the  democratic  dream 
that  Parliament  was  an  instrument  for 
carrying  out  the  wishes  of  the  voters, 
absurdly  called  its  constituents.  And  as, 
in  the  nineteenth  century,  it  was  still 
believed  that  British  individual  liberty 
forbad  Parliament  to  do  anything  that  it 
could  possibly  leave  to  private  enterprise, 
Parliament  was  able  to  keep  up  its  reputa- 
tion by  simply  maintaining  an  effective 
police  force  and  enforcing  private  con- 
tracts. Even  Factory  Acts  and  laws  against 
adulteration  and  sweating  were  jealously 
resisted  as  interferences  with  the  liberty 
of  free  Britons.  If  there  was  anything 
wrong,  the  remedy  was  an  extension 
of  the  franchise.  Like  Hamlet,  we  lived 
on  the  chameleon's  dish  "air,  promise 
crammed." 

But  you  cannot  create  a  mentality  out 
of  promises  without  having  to  face  oc- 
casional demands  for  their  materialization. 
The  Treasury  Bench  was  up  for  auction 
at  every  election,  the  bidding  being  in 
promises.  The  political  parties,  finding  it 
much  less  troublesome  to  give  the  people 
votes  than  to  carry  out  reforms,  at  last 
established  adult  suffrage. 

The  result  was  a  colossal  disappoint- 
ment and  disillusion.  The  phantom  of 
Democracy,  alias  Public  Opinion,  which, 
acting  as  an  artificial  political  conscience, 
had  restrained  Gladstone  and  Disraeli, 
vanished.  The  later  parliamentary  leaders 
soon  learnt  from  experience  that  they 
might  with  perfect  impunity  tell  the 
nation  one  thing  on  Tuesday  and  the 
opposite  on  Friday  without  anyone  notic- 
ing the  discrepancy.  The  donkey  had 
overtaken  the  carrots  at  last;  and  instead 


of  eating  them  he  allowed  them  to  be 
snatched  away  from  him  by  any  con- 
fidence trickster  who  told  him  to  look 
up  into  the  sky. 

The  diplomatists  immediately  indulged 
themselves  with  a  prodigiously  expensive 
war,  after  which  the  capitalist  system, 
which  had  undertaken  to  find  employ- 
ment for  everybody  at  subsistence  wages, 
and  which,  though  it  had  never  fulfilled 
that  undertaking,  had  at  least  found  em- 
ployment for  enough  of  them  to  leave  the 
rest  too  few  to  be  dangerous,  defaulted 
in  respect  of  unprecedented  millions  of 
unemployed,  who  had  to  be  bought  off 
by  doles  administered  with  a  meanness 
and  cruelty  which  revived  all  the  in- 
famies of  the  Poor  Law  of  a  century  ago 
(the  days  of  Oliver  Twist)  and  could  not 
be  administered  in  any  kinder  way  with- 
out weakening  the  willingness  of  its 
recipients  to  prefer  even  the  poorliest 
paid  job  to  its  humiliations. 

The  only  way  of  escape  was  for  the 
Government  to  organize  the  labor  of  the 
unemployed  for  the  supply  of  their  own 
needs.  But  Parliament  not  only  could  not 
do  this,  but  could  and  did  prevent  its 
being  done.  In  vain  did  the  voters  use 
their  votes  to  place  a  Labor  Government, 
with  a  Cabinet  of  Socialists,  on  the  Treas- 
ury Bench.  Parliament  took  these  men, 
who  had  been  intransigent  Socialists  and 
revolutionists  all  their  lives,  and  reduced 
them  to  a  condition  of  political  helpless- 
ness in  which  they  were  indistinguishable 
except  by  name  from  the  most  reactionary 
members  of  the  House  of  Lords  or  the 
military  clubs.  A  Socialist  Prime  Minister, 
after  trying  for  years  to  get  the  parlia- 
mentary car  into  gear  for  a  move  forward, 
and  finding  that  though  it  would  work 
easily  and  smoothly  in  neutral  the  only 
gear  that  would  engage  was  the  reverse 
gear  (popularly  called  "the  axe"  because 
it  could  do  nothing  but  cut  down  wages), 
first  formed  what  he  called  a  national 
government  by  a  coalition  of  all  parties, 
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and  then,  having  proved  by  this  experi- 
ment that  it  did  not  make  the  smallest  dif- 
ference whether  members  of  the  Cabinet 
were  the  reddest  of  Bolsheviks  or  the 
bluest  of  Tories,  made  things  easier  by 
handing  over  his  premiership  to  a  col- 
league who,  being  a  Conservative,  and 
popular  and  amiable  into  the  bargain, 
could  steal  a  horse  where  a  Socialist  dare 
not  look  over  a  hedge.  The  voters  re- 
jected him  at  the  next  election;  but  he 
retained  his  membership  of  the  Cabinet 
precisely  as  if  he  had  been  triumphantly 
returned.  Bismarck  could  have  done  no 
more. 

These  events,  helped  by  the  terrific 
moral  shock  of  the  war,  and  the  sub- 
sequent exposure  of  the  patriotic  lying  by 
which  the  workers  of  Europe  had  been 
provoked  to  slaughter  one  another,  made 
an  end  of  the  nineteenth  century  demo- 
cratic mentality.  Parliament  fell  into  con- 
tempt; ballot  papers  were  less  esteemed 
than  toilet  papers;  the  men  from  the 
trenches  had  no  patience  with  the  liberties 
that  had  not  saved  them  from  being 
driven  like  sheep  to  the  shambles. 

Of  this  change  our  parliamentarians 
and  journalists  had  no  suspicion.  Creat- 
ures of  habit,  they  went  on  as  if  nothing 
had  occurred  since  Queen  Victoria's 
death  except  a  couple  of  extensions  of 
the  franchise  and  an  epochmaking  re- 
volution in  Russia  which  they  pooh- 
poohed  as  a  transient  outburst  of  hooli- 
ganism fomented  by  a  few  bloodthirsty 
scoundrels,  exactly  as  the  American  re- 
volution and  the  French  revolution  had 
been  poohpoohed  when  they,  too,  were 
contemporary. 

Here  was  clearly  a  big  opportunity  for 
a  man  psychologist  enough  to  grasp  the 
situation  and  bold  enough  to  act  on  it. 
Such  a  man  was  Mussolini.  He  had  be- 
come known  as  a  journalist  by  champion- 
ing the  demobilized  soldiers,  who,  after 
suffering  all  the  horrors  of  the  war,  had 
returned  to  find  that  the  men  who  had 


been  kept  at  home  in  the  factories  com- 
fortably earning  good  wages,  had  seized 
those  factories  according  to  the  Syndica- 
list doctrine  of  "workers'  control",  and 
were  wrecking  them  in  their  helpless 
ignorance  of  business.  As  one  indignant 
master-Fascist  said  to  me  "They  were 
listening  to  speeches  round  red  flags  and 
leaving  the  cows  unmilked." 

The  demobilized  fell  on  the  Syndica- 
lists with  sticks  and  stones.  Some,  more 
merciful,  only  dosed  them  with  castor  oil. 
They  carried  Mussolini  to  Rome  with  a 
rush.  This  gave  him  the  chance  of  making 
an  irreparable  mistake  and  spending  the 
next  fifteen  years  in  prison.  It  seemed  just 
the  occasion  for  a  grand  appeal  for  liberty, 
for  democracy,  for  a  parliament  in  which 
the  people  were  supreme:  in  short,  for 
nineteenth  century  resurrection  pie.  Mus- 
solini did  not  make  that  mistake.  With 
inspired  precision  he  denounced  Liberty 
as  a  putrefying  corpse.  He  declared  that 
what  people  needed  was  not  liberty  but 
discipline,  the  sterner  the  better.  He  said 
that  he  would  not  tolerate  Oppositions: 
he  called  for  action  and  silence*  The 
people,  instead  of  being  shocked  like 
good  Liberals,  rose  to  him.  He  was  able 
to  organize  a  special  constabulary  who 
wore  black  shirts  and  applied  the  neces- 
sary coercion. 

Such  improvised  bodiesattracted  young 
men  of  military  tastes  and  old  soldiers, 
inevitably  including  a  percentage  of 
ruffians  and  Sadists.  This  fringe  of  un- 
desirables soon  committed  outrages  and 
a  couple  of  murders,  whereupon  all  the 
Liberal  newspapers  in  Europe  shrieked 
with  horror  as  if  nothing  else  was  happen- 
ing in  Italy.  Mussolini  refused  to  be 
turned  aside  from  his  work  like  a  parlia- 
mentary man  to  discuss  "incidents."  All 
he  said  was  "I  take  the  responsibility  for 
everything  that  has  happened.'*  When 
the  Italian  Liberals  joined  in  the  shrieking 
he  seized  the  shriekers  and  transported 
them  to  the  Lipari  Isles.  Parliament, 
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openly  flouted,  chastised,  and  humiliated, 
could  do  nothing.  The  people  were  de- 
lighted; for  that  was  just  how  they  wanted 
to  see  Parliament  treated.  The  doctrin- 
aires of  liberty  fled  to  France  and  Eng- 
land, preferring  them  to  Lipari,  and  wrote 
eloquent  letters  to  the  papers  demanding 
whether  every  vestige  of  freedom,  free- 
dom of  speech,  freedom  of  the  press,  free- 
dom of  Parliament,  was  to  be  trampled 
under  the  heel  of  a  ruthless  dictator 
merely  because  the  Italian  trains  were 
running  punctually  and  travellers  in  Italy 
could  depend  on  their  luggage  not  being 
stolen  without  actually  sitting  on  it.  The 
English  editors  gave  them  plenty  of  space, 
and  wrote  sympathetic  articles  paraphras- 
ing John  Stuart  Mill's  Essay  on  Liberty. 
Mussolini,  now  II  Duce,  never  even  looked 
round:  he  was  busy  sweeping  up  the 
elected  municipalities,  and  replacing  them 
with  efficient  commissioners  of  his  own 
choice,  who  had  to  do  their  job  or  get 
out.  The  editors  had  finally  to  accord  him 
a  sort  of  Pragmatic  Sanction  by  an  ad- 
mission that  his  plan  worked  better  than 
the  old  plan;  but  they  were  still  blind  to 
the  fact  staring  them  in  the  face  that  II 
Duce,  knowing  what  the  people  wanted 
and  giving  it  to  them,  was  responding 
to  the  real  democratic  urge  whilst  the 
cold  tealeaves  of  the  nineteenth  century 
were  making  them  sick.  It  was  evident 
that  Mussolini  was  master  of  Italy  as  far 
as  such  mastership  is  possible;  but  what 
was  not  evident  to  Englishmen  who  had 
had  their  necks  twisted  the  other  way  from 
their  childhood  was  that  even  when  he 
deliberately  spat  in  the  face  of  the  League 
of  Nations  at  Corfu,  and  defiantly  asked 
the  Powers  whether  they  had  anything 
to  say  about  it,  he  was  delighting  his  own 
people  by  the  spectacle  of  a  great  Italian 
bullying  the  world,  and  getting  away 
with  it  triumphantly.  Parliaments  are 
supposed  to  have  their  fingers  always  on 
the  people's  pulse  and  to  respond  to  its 
slightest  throb.  Mussolini  proved  that 


parliaments  have  not  the  slightest  notion 
of  how  the  people  are  feeling,  and  that  he, 
being  a  good  psychologist  and  a  man  of 
the  people  himself  to  boot,  was  a  true 
organ  of  democracy. 

I,  being  a  bit  of  a  psychologist  myself, 
also  understood  the  situation,  and  was 
immediately  denounced  by  the  refugees 
and  their  champions  as  an  anti-democrat, 
a  hero  worshipper  of  tyrants,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it. 

Hitler's  case  was  different;  but  he  had 
one  quality  in  common  with  II  Duce:  he 
knew  what  the  victorious  Allies  would 
fight  for  and  what  they  would  only  bluster 
about.  They  had  already  been  forced  to 
recognize  that  their  demands  for  plunder 
had  gone  far  beyond  Germany's  utmost 
resources.  But  there  remained  the  clauses 
of  the  Versailles  treaty  by  which  Ger- 
many was  to  be  kept  in  a  condition  of 
permanent,  decisive,  and  humiliating 
military  inferiority  to  the  other  Powers, 
and  especially  to  France.  Hitler  was  poli- 
tical psychologist  enough  to  know  that 
the  time  had  arrived  when  it  would  be 
quite  impossible  for  the  Allies  to  begin 
the  war  over  again  to  enforce  these 
clauses.  He  saw  his  opportunity  and  took 
it.  He  violated  the  clauses,  and  declared 
that  he  was  going  to  go  on  violating 
them  until  a  fully  re-armed  Germany  was 
on  equal  terms  with  the  victors.  He  did 
not  soften  his  defiance  by  any  word  of 
argument  or  diplomacy.  He  knew  that 
his  attitude  was  safe  and  sure  of  success; 
and  he  took  care  to  make  it  as  defiant  as 
that  of  Ajax  challenging  the  lightning. 
The  Powers  had  either  to  renew  the  war 
or  tear  up  the  impossible  clauses  with  a 
good  grace.  But  they  could  not  grasp  the 
situation,  and  went  on  nagging  pitifully 
about  the  wickedness  of  breaking  a  treaty. 
Hitler  said  that  if  they  mentioned  that 
subject  again  Germany  would  withdraw 
from  the  League  of  Nations  and  cut  the 
Powers  dead.  He  bullied  and  snubbed  as 
the  man  who  understands  a  situation  can 
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always  bully  and  snub  the  nincompoops 
who  are  only  whining  about  it.  He  at 
once  became  a  popular  idol,  and  had  the 
regular  executive  forces  so  completely 
devoted  to  him  that  he  was  able  to  dis- 
band the  brownshirted  constabulary  he 
had  organized  on  the  Mussolini  model. 
He  met  the  conventional  democratic 
challenge  by  plebiscites  of  ninety  per 
cent  in  his  favor.  The  myopia  of  the 
Powers  had  put  him  in  a  position  so  far 
stronger  than  Mussolini's  that  he  was 
able  to  kill  seventy-seven  of  his  most 
dangerous  opponents  at  a  blow  and  then 
justify  himself  completely  before  an  as- 
sembly fully  as  representative  as  the 
British  Parliament,  the  climax  being  his 
appointment  as  absolute  dictator  in  Ger- 
many for  life,  a  stretch  of  Caesarism  no 
nineteenth  century  Hohenzollern  would 
have  dreamt  of  demanding. 

Hitler  was  able  to  go  further  than 
Mussolini  because  he  had  a  defeated, 
plundered,  humiliated  nation  to  rescue 
and  restore,  whereas  Mussolini  had  only 
an  irritated  but  victorious  one.  He  carried 
out  a  persecution  of  the  Jews  which  went 
to  the  scandalous  length  of  outlawing, 
plundering,  and  exiling  Albert  Einstein,  a 
much  greater  man  than  any  politician, 
but  great  in  such  a  manner  that  he  was 
quite  above  the  heads  of  the  masses  and 
therefore  so  utterly  powerless  economic- 
ally and  militarily  that  he  depended  for 
his  very  existence  on  the  culture  and  con- 
science of  the  rulers  of  the  earth.  Hitler's 
throwing  Einstein  to  the  Antisemite 
wolves  was  an  appalling  breach  of  cul- 
tural faith.  It  raised  the  question  which 
is  the  root  question  of  this  preface:  to 
wit,  what  safeguard  have  the  weaponless 
great  against  the  great  who  have  myr- 
midons at  their  call?  It  is  the  most  fright- 
ful betrayal  of  civilization  for  the  rulers 
who  monopolize  physical  force  to  with- 
hold their  protection  from  the  pioneers  in 
thought.  Granted  that  they  are  some- 
times forced  to  do  it  because  intellectual 


advances  may  present  themselves  as 
quackery,  sedition,  obscenity,  or  blas- 
phemy, and  always  present  themselves  as 
heresies.  Had  Einstein  been  formally 
prosecuted  and  sentenced  by  the  German 
National  Socialist  State,  as  Galileo  was 
prosecuted  by  the  Church,  for  shaking 
the  whole  framework  of  established 
physical  science  by  denying  the  infalli- 
bility of  Newton,  introducing  fantastic 
factors  into  mathematics,  destroying 
human  faith  in  absolute  measurement, 
and  playing  an  incomprehensible  trick 
with  the  sacred  velocity  of  light,  quite  a 
strong  case  could  have  been  made  out  by 
the  public  prosecutor.  But  to  set  the 
police  on  him  because  he  was  a  Jew  could 
be  justified  only  on  the  ground  that  the 
Jews  are  the  natural  enemies  of  the  rest 
of  the  human  race,  and  that  as  a  state 
of  perpetual  war  necessarily  exists  be- 
tween them  any  Gentile  has  the  same 
reason  for  killing  any  Jew  at  sight  as  the 
Roman  soldier  had  for  killing  Archi- 
medes. 

Now  no  doubt  Jews  are  most  ob- 
noxious creatures.  Any  competent  his- 
torian or  psycho-analyst  can  bring  a  mass 
of  incontrovertible  evidence  to  prove 
that  it  would  have  been  better  for  the 
world  if  the  Jews  had  never  existed.  But 
I,  as  an  Irishman,  can,  with  patriotic 
relish,  demonstrate  the  same  of  the  Eng- 
lish. Also  of  the  Irish.  If  Herr  Hitler 
would  only  consult  the  French  and  British 
newspapers  and  magazines  of  the  latter 
half  of  1914,  he  would  learn  that  the 
Germans  are  a  race  of  savage  idolaters, 
murderers,  liars,  and  fiends  whose  as- 
sumption of  the  human  form  is  thinner 
than  that  of  the  wolf  in  Little  Red  Riding 
Hood. 

We  all  live  in  glass  houses.  Is  it  wise 
to  throw  stones  at  the  Jews?  Is  it  wise  to 
throw  stones  at  all? 

Herr  Hitler  is  not  only  an  Antisemite, 
but  a  believer  in  the  possibility  and  desir- 
ability of  a  pure  bred  German  race.  I 
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should  like  to  ask  him  why.  All  Germans 
are  not  Mozarts,  nor  even  Mendelssohns 
and  Meyerbeers,  both  of  whom,  by 
the  way,  though  exceptionally  desirable 
Germans,  were  Jews.  Surely  the  average 
German  can  be  improved.  I  am  told  that 
children  bred  from  Irish  colleens  and 
Chinese  laundrymen  are  far  superior  to 
inbred  Irish  or  Chinese.  Herr  Hitler  is 
not  a  typical  German.  I  should  not  be  at 
all  surprised  if  it  were  discovered  that  his 
very  mixed  blood  (all  our  bloods  today 
are  hopelessly  mixed)  got  fortified  some- 
where in  the  past  by  that  of  King  David. 
He  cannot  get  over  the  fact  that  the  lost 
tribes  of  Israel  expose  us  all  to  the  sus- 
picion (sometimes,  as  in  Abyssinia,  to  the 
boast)  that  we  are  those  lost  tribes,  or  at 
least  that  we  must  have  absorbed  them. 
One  of  my  guesses  in  this  matter  is  that 
Herr  Hitler  in  his  youth  was  fascinated 
by  Houston  Chamberlain's  Foundations 
of  the  XIX  Century,  an  interesting  book 
which  at  the  time  of  its  appearance  I  re- 
commended everybody  to  read.  Its  eth- 
nology was  not  wholly  imaginary.  A 
smattering  of  Mendelism  is  all  that  one 
needs  to  know  that  the  eternal  fusion  of 
races  does  not  always  blend  them.  The 
Jews  will  often  throw  up  an  apparently 
pure-bred  Hittite  or  a  pure-bred  Phili- 
stine. The  Germans  throw  up  out-and-out 
blond  beasts  side  by  side  with  dark  Satur- 
nine types  like  the  Fiihrer  himself.  I  am  a 
blond,  much  less  an  antique  Roman  than 
a  Dane.  One  of  my  sisters  was  a  brunette: 
the  other  had  hair  of  a  flaming  red  seen 
only  in  the  Scottish  Highlands,  to  which 
my  ancestry  has  been  traced.  All  these 
types  with  which  writers  like  Chamber- 
lain play:  the  Teutons  and  Latins,  the 
Apollonians  and  Dionysians,  the  Nordics 
and  Southics,  the  Dominants  and  Re- 
cessives,  have  existed  and  keep  cropping 
up  as  individuals,  and  exciting  antipathies 
or  affinities  quite  often  enough  to  give 
substance  to  theories  about  them;  but  the 
notion  that  they  can  be  segregated  as 


races  or  species  is  bosh.  We  have  nations 
with  national  characteristics  (rapidly  fad- 
ing, by  the  way),  national  languages,  and 
national  customs.  But  they  deteriorate 
without  cross  fertilization;  and  if  Herr 
Hitler  could  put  a  stop  to  cross  fertiliza- 
tion in  Germany  and  produce  a  popula- 
tion of  brainless  Bismarcks  Germany 
would  be  subjugated  by  crossfertilized 
aliens,  possibly  by  cosmopolitan  Jews. 
There  is  more  difference  between  a  Catho- 
lic Bavarian  and  a  Lutheran  Prussian, 
between  a  tall  fair  Saxon  and  a  stocky 
Baltic  Celt,  than  there  is  between  a  Frank- 
fort Jew  and  a  Frankfort  Gentile.  Even  in 
Africa,  where  pink  emigrants  struggle 
with  brown  and  black  natives  for  pos- 
session of  the  land,  and  our  Jamaican 
miscegenation  shocks  public  sentiment, 
the  sun  sterilizes  the  pinks  to  such  an 
extent  that  Cabinet  ministers  call  for 
more  emigration  to  maintain  the  pink 
population.  They  do  not  yet  venture  to 
suggest  that  the  pinks  had  better  darken 
their  skins  with  a  mixture  of  Bantu  or 
Zulu  blood;  but  that  conclusion  is  ob- 
vious. In  New  Zealand,  in  Hawaii,  there 
are  pure-bred  pinks  and  yellows;  but 
there  are  hardly  any  pure-bred  Maories 
or  South  Sea  Islanders  left.  In  Africa  the 
intelligent  pink  native  is  a  Fusionist  as 
between  Dutch  and  British  stock.  The 
intelligent  Jew  is  a  Fusionist  as  between 
Jew  and  Gentile  stock,  even  when  he  is 
also  a  bit  of  a  Zionist.  Only  the  stupidest 
or  craziest  ultra-Nationalists  believe  that 
people  corralled  within  the  same  political 
frontier  are  all  exactly  alike,  and  that  they 
improve  by  continuous  inbreeding. 

Now  Herr  Hitler  is  not  a  stupid  Ger- 
man. I  therefore  urge  upon  him  that  his 
Antisemitism  and  national  exclusiveness 
must  be  pathological:  a  craze,  a  complex, 
a  bee  in  his  bonnet,  a  hole  in  his  armor, 
a  hitch  in  his  statesmanship,  one  of  those 
lesions  which  sometimes  prove  fatal.  As 
it  has  no  logical  connection  with  Fascism 
or  National  Socialism,  and  has  no  effect 
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on  them  except  to  bring  them  into  dis- 
repute, I  doubt  whether  it  can  survive  its 
momentary  usefulness  as  an  excuse  for 
plundering  raids  and  coups  d'etat  against 
inconvenient  Liberals  or  Marxists.  A 
persecution  is  always  a  man  hunt;  and 
man  hunting  is  not  only  a  very  horrible 
sport  but  socially  a  dangerous  one,  as  it 
revives  a  primitive  instinct  incompatible 
with  civilization:  indeed  civilization  rests 
fundamentally  on  the  compact  that  it 
shall  be  dropped. 

And  here  comes  the  risk  we  run  when 
we  allow  a  dominant  individual  to  be- 
come a  despot.  There  is  a  story  told  of  a 
pious  man  who  was  sustained  through  a 
lifetime  of  crushing  misfortune  by  his 
steady  belief  that  if  he  fought  the  good 
fight  to  the  end  he  would  at  last  stand  in 
the  presence  of  his  God.  In  due  course  he 
died,  and  presented  himself  at  the  gates 
of  heaven  for  his  reward.  St  Peter,  who 
was  for  some  reason  much  worried,  hast- 
ily admitted  him  and  bade  him  go  and 
enjoy  himself.  But  the  good  man  said  that 
he  did  not  want  to  enjoy  himself:  he 
wanted  to  stand  in  the  presence  of  God. 
St  Peter  tried  to  evade  the  claim,  dwelling 
on  the  other  delights  of  heaven,  coaxing, 
bullying,  arguing.  All  in  vain:  he  could 
not  shake  the  claimant  and  could  not  deny 
his  right.  He  sent  for  St  Paul,  who  was 
as  worried  and  as  evasive  as  his  colleague; 
but  he  also  failed  to  induce  the  new- 
comer to  forgo  his  promised  privilege. 
At  last  they  took  him  by  the  arms  and  led 
him  to  a  mighty  cathedral,  where,  enter- 
ing by  the  west  door,  he  saw  the  Ancient 
of  Days  seated  in  silent  majesty  on  a 
throne  in  the  choir.  He  sprang  forward  to 
prostrate  himself  at  the  divine  feet,  but 
was  held  back  firmly  by  the  apostles.  "Be 
quiet"  said  St  Paul.  "He  has  gone  mad; 
and  we  dont  know  what  to  do."  "Dont 
tell  anybody"  added  St  Peter.  And  there 
the  story  ends. 

But  that  is  not  how  the  story  ends  on 
earth.  Make  any  common  fellow  an  auto- 


crat and  at  once  you  have  the  Beggar 
on  Horseback  riding  to  the  devil.  Even 
when,  as  the  son  of  his  father,  he  has  been 
trained  from  infancy  to  behave  well  in 
harness  and  blinkers,  he  may  go  as  mad 
sadistically  as  a  Roman  emperor  or  a 
Russian  Tsar.  But  that  is  only  the  ex- 
treme case.  Uncommon  people,  promoted 
on  their  merits,  are  by  no  means  wholly 
exempt  from  megalomania.  Morris's 
simple  and  profound  saying  that  "no 
man  is  good  enough  to  be  another  man's 
master"  holds  good  unless  both  master 
and  man  regard  themselves  as  equally  the 
fellow  servants  of  God  in  States  where 
God  still  reigns,  or,  in  States  where  God 
is  dead,  as  the  subjects  and  agents  of  a 
political  constitution  applying  humane 
principles  which  neither  of  them  may 
violate.  In  that  case  autocrats  are  no 
longer  autocrats.  Failing  any  such  re- 
ligious or  political  creed  all  autocrats  go 
more  or  less  mad.  That  is  a  plain  fact  of 
political  pathology. 

Judged  in  this  light  our  present  predica- 
ment is  lamentable.  We  no  longer  believe 
in  the  old  "sanctions"  (as  they  are  called 
nowadays)  of  heaven  and  hell;  and  ex- 
cept in  Russia  there  is  not  in  force  a  single 
political  constitution  that  enables  and  en- 
joins the  citizen  to  earn  his  own  living 
as  a  matter  of  elementary  honesty,  or  that 
does  not  exalt  vast  personal  riches  and 
the  organization  of  slaughter  and  con- 
quest above  all  other  conditions  and 
activities.  The  financier  and  the  soldier 
are  the  cocks  of  the  walk;  and  democracy 
means  that  their  parasites  and  worship- 
pers carry  all  before  them. 

Thus  when  so  many  other  tyrannies 
have  been  swept  away  by  simple  Liberal- 
ism, the  tyranny  of  the  talented  indi- 
viduals will  remain.  Again  I  ask  what  are 
we  to  do  with  them  in  self-defence?  Mere 
liquidation  would  be  disastrous,  because 
at  present  only  about  five  per  cent  of  the 
population  are  capable  of  making  de- 
cisions of  any  importance;  and  without 
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many  daily  decisions  civilization  would 
go  to  pieces.  The  problem  is  how  to  make 
sure  that  the  decisions  shall  be  made  in 
the  general  interest  and  not  solely  in  the 
immediate  personal  interest  of  the  de- 
cider. It  was  argued  by  our  classical  poli- 
tical economists  that  there  is  a  divine 
harmony  between  these  two  interests  of 
such  a  nature  that  if  every  decider  does 
the  best  for  himself  the  result  will  also  be 
the  best  for  everybody.  In  spite  of  a  cen- 
tury of  bitter  experience  of  the  adoption 
of  these  excuses  for  laziness  in  politics, 
shameless  selfishness  in  industry,  and 
glorification  of  idle  uselessness  in  the  face 
of  the  degrading  misery  of  the  masses, 
they  are  still  taught  in  our  universities, 
and,  what  is  worse,  broadcast  by  univer- 
sity professors  by  wireless,  as  authentic 
political  economy  instead  of  what  they 
really  are:  that  is,  the  special  pleading  put 
forward  in  defence  of  the  speculators, 
exploiters,  and  parasitic  property  owners 
in  whose  grossly  antisocial  interests  the 
country  is  misgoverned.  Since  Karl  Marx 
and  Friedrich  Engels  exposed  the  hor- 
rible condition  of  the  working  classes 
that  underlies  the  pursepride  and  snob- 
bery of  the  upper  middle  classes  and  the 
prestige  of  the  landed  gentry  and  peerage 
there  has  been  no  substantial  excuse  for 
believing  in  the  alleged  harmony  of  in- 
terests. Nothing  more  diabolical  can  be 
conceived  than  the  destiny  of  a  civiliza- 
tion in  which  the  material  sources  of  the 
people's  subsistence  are  privately  owned 
by  a  handful  of  persons  taught  from  child- 
hood that  every  penny  they  can  extort 
from  the  propertyless  is  an  addition  to 
the  prosperity  of  their  country  and  an 
enrichment  of  the  world  at  large. 

But  private  property  is  not  the  subject 
of  my  demonstration  in  The  Million- 
airess. Private  property  can  be  commun- 
ized.  Capitalists  and  landlords  can  be 
pressed  into  the  service  of  the  community, 
or,  if  they  are  idle  or  incorrigibly  re- 
calcitrant, handed  over  to  the  police. 


Under  such  circumstances  the  speculator 
would  find  his  occupation  gone.  With 
him  would  disappear  the  routine  ex- 
ploiter. But  the  decider,  the  dominator, 
the  organizer,  the  tactician,  the  mesmerizer 
would  remain;  and  if  they  were  still 
educated  as  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  edu- 
cated today,  and  consequently  had  the 
same  sort  of  consciences  and  ambitions, 
they  would,  if  they  had  anything  like  our 
present  proletariat  to  deal  with,  re-estab- 
lish industrial  anarchy  and  heritable 
private  property  in  land  with  all  their 
disastrous  consequences  and  Gadarene 
destiny.  And  their  rule,  being  that  of  able 
persons  and  not  of  nincompoops  born 
with  silver  spoons  in  their  mouths,  would 
at  first  produce  some  striking  improve- 
ments in  the  working  of  the  public 
services,  including  the  elimination  of  dud 
dignitaries  and  the  general  bracing  up  of 
plodders  and  slackers.  But  when  domi- 
nators  die,  and  are  succeeded  by  persons 
who  can  only  work  a  routine,  a  relapse 
is  inevitable;  and  the  destruction  by 
the  dominators  of  the  organizations  by 
which  citizens  defend  themselves  against 
oppression  (trade  unions,  for  example) 
may  be  found  to  leave  society  less  organ- 
ized than  it  was  before  the  hand  of  the 
master  had  risen  from  the  dust  to  which 
it  has  returned.  For  it  is  obvious  that  a 
business  organized  for  control  by  an 
exceptionally  omnipotent  and  omniscient 
head  will  go  to  pieces  when  that  head  is 
replaced  by  a  commonplace  numskull. 
We  need  not  go  back  to  Richard  Crom- 
well or  the  Duke  of  Reichstadt  to  illus- 
trate this.  It  is  occurring  every  day  in 
commercial  business. 

Now  the  remedy  lies,  not  in  the  ex- 
termination of  all  dominators  and  de- 
ciders, but  on  the  contrary  in  their 
multiplication  to  what  may  be  called  their 
natural  minority  limit,  which  will  destroy 
their  present  scarcity  value.  But  we  must 
also  eliminate  the  mass  of  ignorance, 
weakness,  and  timidity  which  force  them 
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to  treat  fools  according  to  their  folly. 
Armies,  fanatical  sects  and  mobs,  and  the 
blackshirts  complained  of  today  by  their 
black  and  blue  victims,  have  consisted 
hitherto  mostly  of  people  who  should  not 
exist  in  civilized  society.  Titus  Gates  and 
Lord  George  Gordon  owed  their  vogue 
to  the  London  mob.  There  should  not 
have  been  any  London  mob.  The  soldiers 
of  Marlborough  and  Wellington  were 
never-do-wells,  mental  defectives,  and 
laborers  with  the  minds  and  habits  of 
serfs.  Military  geniuses  could  hunt  with 
such  products  more  easily  than  with  a 
pack  of  hounds.  Our  public  school  and 
university  education  equips  armies  of  this 
kind  with  appropriate  staffs  of  officers. 
When  both  are  extinct  we  shall  be  able  to 
breathe  more  freely. 

Let  us  therefore  assume  that  the  soldier 
and  his  officer  as  we  know  them,  the 
Orange  and  Papist  rioters  of  Belfast,  the 
Moslem  and  Hindu  irreconcilables  of  the 
east  and  the  Ku-Klux-Klans  and  lynching 
mobs  of  the  west,  have  passed  away  as 
the  less  dangerous  prehistoric  monsters 
have  passed,  and  that  all  men  and  women 
are  meeting  on  equal  terms  as  far  as  cir- 
cumstances and  education  are  concerned. 
Let  us  suppose  that  no  man  can  starve  or 
flog  his  fellows  into  obeying  him,  or  force 
upon  them  the  alternative  of  risking  their 
lives  for  him  in  battle  or  being  shot  at 
dawn.  Let  us  take  for  granted  armies 
intelligent  enough  to  present  their  officers 
at  any  moment  with  the  alternative  of 
organizing  a  return  home  or  being  super- 
seded out  of  hand.  Let  us  narrow  the  case 
to  the  mysterious  precedence  into  which 
certain  people  get  pushed  even  when  they 
lack  ambition  and  are  far  too  intelligent  to 
believe  that  eminence  and  its  responsi- 
bilities are  luxuries.  To  be  "greatest 
among  you"  is  a  distinction  dearly  bought 
at  the  price  of  being  "servant  to  all  the 
rest."  Plato  was  quite  right  in  taking  re- 
luctance to  govern  as  a  leading  symptom 
of  supreme  fitness  for  it.  But  if  we  insisted 


on  this  qualification  in  all  cases,  we  should 
find  ourselves  as  short  of  governors  as  the 
churches  would  be  if  they  insisted  on  all 
their  parish  priests  or  rectors  being  saints. 
A  great  deal  of  the  directing  and  organ- 
izing work  of  the  world  will  still  have  to 
be  done  by  energetic  and  capable  career- 
ists who  are  by  no  means  void  of  vulgar 
ambition,  and  very  little  troubled  by  the 
responsibilities  that  attend  on  power. 
When  I  said  that  Napoleon  was  funda- 
mentally a  fool  and  a  snob  I  did  not  mean 
fora  moment  to  question  his  extraordinary 
capacity  as  a  ruler  of  men.  If  we  compare 
him  with  his  valet-secretary  Bourrienne 
we  find  that  there  were  no  external 
circumstances  to  prevent  Bourrienne  be- 
coming the  emperor  and  Napoleon  the 
valet.  They  quarrelled  and  parted  with  an 
exchange  of  epithets  unprintable  in  polite 
English.  Bourrienne  was  as  much  a  Man 
of  Destiny  as  Buonaparte.  But  it  was  his 
destiny  to  be  ruled  and  Buonaparte's  to 
rule;  and  so  Buonaparte  became  Napoleon 
Bonaparte,  First  Consul  and  Emperor,  as 
inevitably  as  Bourrienne  remained  a 
speculator,  litterateur  and  diplomatist.  I 
am  not  forgetting  that  Bourrienne  saw 
Napoleon  come  and  go,  and  had  a  much 
more  comfortable  and  finally  a  more 
successful  career  than  his  quondam 
master;  but  the  point  is  that  Napoleon 
was  master  whilst  their  personal  relations 
lasted.  And  please  note  that  Napoleon 
did  not  and  could  not  impose  on  Bour- 
rienne and  Talleyrand,  nor  even  on  the 
more  cultivated  of  his  marshals  (all  planet- 
ary Napoleons)  as  he  could  and  did  on 
the  soldiery  and  peasantry.  They  turned 
against  him  very  promptly  when  his 
fortunes  changed  and  he  could  no  longer 
be  of  any  use  to  them. 

Now  if  a  ruler  can  command  men  only 
as  long  as  he  is  efficient  and  successful  his 
rule  is  neither  a  tyranny  nor  a  calamity: 
it  is  a  very  valuable  asset.  But  suppose 
the  nation  is  made  up  for  the  most  part 
of  people  too  ignorant  to  understand 
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efficient  government,  and  taught,  as  far  as 
they  are  taught  at  all,  to  measure  great- 
ness by  pageantry  and  the  wholesale 
slaughter  called  military  glory.  It  was  this 
ignorance  and  idolatry  that  first  exalted 
Napoleon  and  then  smashed  him.  From 
Toulon  to  Austerlitz  Napoleon  did  what 
good  he  did  by  stealth,  and  had  no  occa- 
sion to  "blush  to  find  it  fame,"  as  nobody 
gave  him  the  least  credit  for  anything  but 
killing.  When  the  glory  turned  to  shame 
on  the  road  back  from  Moscow  his  good 
works  availed  him  nothing,  and  the  way 
was  open  to  St  Helena.  Catherine  of 
Russia,  when  she  was  faced  with  a  revolt 
against  the  misery  of  her  people,  said,  not 
''Let  us  relieve  their  misery  by  appro- 
priate reforms,"  but  "Let  us  give  them  a 
little  war  to  amuse  them."  Every  totter- 
ing regime  tries  to  rally  its  subjects  to  its 
support  in  the  last  resort  by  a  war.  It  was 
not  only  the  last  card  of  Napoleon  III 
before  he  lost  the  game:  it  played  a  con- 
siderable part  in  the  capitalist  support  of 
Hohenzollern  sabre  rattling  which  made 
the  desperate  onslaught  of  Germany  in 
1914  possible.  Patriotism,  roused  to  boil- 
ing point  by  an  enemy  at  the  gate,  is  not 
only  the  last  refuge  of  a  scoundrel  in  Dr. 
Johnson's  sense,  it  is  far  more  danger- 
ously the  everyday  resort  of  capitalism 
and  feudalism  as  a  red  herring  across  the 
scent  of  Communism.  Under  such  cir- 
cumstances it  is  fortunate  that  war  on  the 
modern  scale  is  so  completely  beyond  the 
capacity  of  private  capitalism  that,  as  in 
1915,  it  forces  the  belligerents  into 
national  factory  production,  public  dis- 
cipline, and  rationed  distribution:  in 
short,  into  Socialism.  Not  only  did 
national  factories  spring  up  like  mush- 
rooms, but  the  private  factories  had  to  be 
brought  up  to  the  mark  by  public  control 
of  prices  and  dictation  of  scientific  busi- 
ness methods,  involving  such  an  exposure 
of  the  obsolescence  and  inefficiency  of 
profitmongering  methods  that  it  took 
years  of  reckless  lying  from  Press  and 


platform  to  make  the  silly  public  believe 
the  contrary.  For  war  is  like  the  seven 
magic  bullets  which  the  devil  has  ready 
to  sell  for  a  human  soul.  Six  of  them  may 
hit  the  glorymonger's  mark  very  trium- 
phantly; but  the  seventh  plays  some 
unexpected  and  unintended  trick  that  up- 
sets the  gunman's  apple  cart.  It  seemed 
an  astute  stroke  of  German  imperial 
tactics  to  send  Lenin  safely  through 
Germany  to  Russia  so  that  he  might 
make  trouble  for  the  Tsar.  But  the  bullet 
was  a  number  seven:  it  killed  the  Tsar 
very  efficiently;  but  it  came  back  like  a 
boomerang  and  laid  the  Hohenzollerns 
beside  the  Romanoffs. 

Pageantry  will  lose  its  black  magic 
when  it  becomes  a  local  popular  amuse- 
ment; so  that  the  countryside  may  come 
to  know  it  from  behind  the  scenes,  when, 
though  it  will  still  please,  it  will  no  longer 
impose.  For  mere  iconoclasm  is  a  mistake: 
the  Roundhead  folly  (really  a  Thickhead 
one)  of  destroying  the  power  of  the  page- 
ant by  forbidding  all  theatrical  displays 
and  dressings-up,  and  making  everybody 
wear  ugly  clothes,  ended  in  the  flam- 
boyant profligacy  of  the  Restoration;  and 
the  attempt  to  enforce  the  second  com- 
mandment by  smashing  the  images  soon 
smashed  the  second  commandment.  Give 
away  the  secret  that  the  dressed-up 
performers  are  only  amateurs,  and  the 
images  works  of  art,  and  the  dupes  and 
worshippers  will  become  undeluded 
connoisseurs. 

Unfortunately  it  is  easier  to  produce 
a  nation  of  artistic  than  of  political 
connoisseurs.  Our  schools  and  universi- 
ties do  not  concern  themselves  with  fine 
art,  which  they  despise  as  an  unmanly 
pursuit.  It  is  possible  for  a  young  gentle- 
man to  go  through  the  whole  educational 
mill  of  preparatory  school,  public  school, 
and  university  with  the  highest  academic 
honors  without  knowing  the  difference 
between  a  chanty  and  a  symphony,  a 
tavern  sign  and  a  portrait  by  Titian,  a 


THE  MILLIONAIRESS 


493 


ballad  by  Macaulay  and  a  stanza  by  Keats. 
But  at  least  he  is  free  to  find  out  all  this 
for  himself  if  he  has  a  fancy  that  way. 

Not  so  in  political  science.  Not  so  in 
religion.  In  these  subjects  he  is  prosely- 
tized from  the  beginning  in  the  interests 
of  established  institutions  so  effectually 
that  he  remains  all  his  life  firmly  con- 
vinced that  his  greatest  contemporaries 
are  rascally  and  venal  agitators,  villainous 
blasphemers,  or  at  best  seditious  cads.  He 
will  listen  to  noodles'  orations,  read 
pompous  leading  articles,  and  worship 
the  bloodthirsty  tribal  idols  of  Noah  and 
Samuel  with  a  gravity  and  sincerity  that 
would  make  him  infinitely  pitiable  if  they 
did  not  also  make  him  infinitely  dan- 
gerous. He  will  feed  his  mind  on  empty 
phrases  as  Nebuchadnezzar  fed  his  body 
on  grass;  and  any  boss  who  has  mastered 
these  phrases  can  become  his  dictator,  his 
despot,  his  evangelist,  and  in  effect  his 
god-emperor. 

Clearly  we  shall  be  bossridden  in  one 
form  or  another  as  long  as  education 
means  being  put  through  this  process,  or 
the  best  imitation  of  it  that  our  children's 
parents  can  afford.  The  remedy  is  another 
Reformation,  now  long  and  perilously 
overdue,  in  the  direction  and  instruction 
of  our  children's  minds  politically  and  re- 
ligiously. We  should  begin  well  to  the 
left  of  Russia,  which  is  still  encumbered 
with  nineteenth  century  superstitions. 
Communism  is  the  fairy  godmother  who 
can  transform  Bosses  into  "servants  to  all 
the  rest";  but  only  a  creed  of  Creative 
Evolution  can  set  the  souls  of  the  people 
free.  Then  the  dominator  will  still  find 
himself  face  to  face  with  subordinates 
who  can  do  nothing  without  him;  but 
that  will  not  give  him  the  inside  grip.  A 
late  rich  shipowner,  engaged  in  a  quarrel 
with  his  workmen  in  which  he  assumed 
that  I  was  on  their  side,  rashly  asked  me 
what  his  men  could  do  without  him. 
Naturally  I  asked  him  what  he  could  do 
without  them,  hoping  to  open  his  eyes  to 


the  fact  that  apart  from  the  property 
rights  he  had  bought  or  borrowed  he  was 
as  dependent  on  them  as  they  on  him. 
But  I  fear  I  impressed  him  most  by  add- 
ing, quite  untruly,  that  no  gentleman 
would  have  asked  that  question. 

Save  for  my  allusion  to  the  persecution 
and  exile  of  Einstein  I  have  not  said  a 
word  here  about  the  miserable  plight  of 
the  great  men  neglected,  insulted,  starved, 
and  occasionally  put  to  death,  sometimes 
horribly,  by  the  little  ones.  Their  case  is 
helpless  because  nothing  can  defend  them 
against  the  might  of  overwhelming  num- 
bers unless  and  until  they  develop  the 
Vril  imagined  by  Bulwer-Lytton  which 
will  enable  one  person  to  destroy  a  multi- 
tude, and  thereby  make  us  more  particu- 
lar than  we  are  at  present  about  the  sort 
of  persons  we  produce.  I  am  confining 
myself  to  the  power  wielded  by  the 
moneymakers  and  military  geniuses  in 
political  life  and  by  the  dominant  person- 
alities in  private  life.  Lytton's  Vril  was  a 
fiction  only  in  respect  of  its  being  avail- 
able for  everybody,  and  therefore  an 
infallible  preventive  of  any  attempt  at 
oppression.  For  that  individuals  here  and 
there  possess  a  power  of  domination 
which  others  are  unable  to  resist  is  un- 
deniable; and  since  this  power  is  as  yet 
nameless  we  may  as  well  call  it  Vril 
as  anything  else.  It  is  the  final  reality 
of  inequality.  It  is  easy  to  equalize  the 
dominators  with  the  commonplacers 
economically:  you  just  give  one  of  them 
half-a-crown  and  the  other  two-and-six- 
pence.  Nelson  was  paid  no  more  than  any 
other  naval  captain  or  admiral;  and  the 
poverty  of  Mozart  or  Marx  was  worse 
than  the  voluntary  holy  poverty  of  the 
great  heads  of  the  religious  orders.  Dom- 
inators and  dominated  are  already  equal- 
ized before  the  law:  shall  not  I,  a  play- 
wright of  Shakesperean  eminence,  be 
hanged  if  I  commit  a  murder  precisely  as 
if  I  were  the  most  illiterate  call  boy? 
Politically  we  all  have  at  least  the  symbol 
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of  equality  in  our  votes,  useless  as  they 
are  to  us  under  political  and  economic 
institutions  made  to  encourage  William 
the  Conqueror  to  slay  Harold  and  exploit 
Hodge.  But,  I  repeat,  when  all  these  per- 
fectly feasible  equalizations  are  made  real, 
there  still  remains  Epifania,  shorn  of  her 
millions  and  unable  to  replace  them,  but 
still  as  dominant  as  Saint  Joan,  Saint 
Clare,  and  Saint  Teresa.  The  most  com- 
plete Communism  and  Democracy  can 
only  give  her  her  chance  far  more 
effectively  than  any  feudal  or  capitalist 
society. 

And  this,  I  take  it,  is  one  of  the  highest 
claims  of  Communism  and  Democracy 
to  our  consideration,  and  die  explanation 
of  the  apparently  paradoxical  fact  that  it 
is  always  the  greatest  spirits,  from  Jesus 
to  Lenin,  from  St  Thomas  More  to 
William  Morris,  who  are  communists  and 


democrats,  and  always  the  commonplace 
people  who  weary  us  with  their  blither- 
ings  about  the  impossibility  of  equality 
when  they  are  at  a  loss  for  any  better 
excuse  for  keeping  other  people  in  the 
kitchen  and  themselves  in  the  drawing 
room.  I  say  cheerfully  to  the  dominators 
"By  all  means  dominate:  it  is  up  to  us  to 
so  order  our  institutions  that  you  shall 
not  oppress  us,  nor  bequeath  any  of  your 
precedence  to  your  commonplace  child- 
ren." For  when  ambition  and  greed  and 
mere  brainless  energy  have  been  disabled, 
the  way  will  be  clear  for  inspiration  and 
aspiration  to  save  us  from  the  fatheaded 
stagnation  of  the  accursed  Victorian  snob- 
bery which  is  bringing  us  to  the  verge 
of  ruin. 

MALVERN, 

August  1935. 
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We  are  at  present  [1919]  at  a  climax 
of  national  exultation  over  the  most 
magnificent  military  triumph  in  our  long 
record  of  victory.  We  are  the  happiest 
and  proudest  of  empires.  Such  pageantry 
of  peace,  such  panoply  of  war,  has  never 
before  been  seen  by  living  men.  The 
defeat  of  the  Armada,  the  overthrow  of 
Louis  XIV,  the  conquest  of  India  and 
Canada,  the  chaining  of  Napoleon,  were 
child's  play  to  this  last  and  most  tremen- 
dous of  our  exploits.  We  have  stretched 
out  a  mighty  hand  upon  the  most  dreaded 
power  in  the  world  (except  ourselves)  and 
choked  it  until  it  lies  half  dead  at  our  feet, 
buying  its  bare  life  from  us  by  conces- 
sions so  abject  that  the  more  generous 
souls  among  us  are  ashamed  of  having  ex- 
acted so  much.  We  have  been  taken  into 
the  high  mountain  as  of  old;  and  we  have 
not  turned  our  backs  on  the  power  and 
the  glory  offered  to  us. 

But  the  splendor  of  the  end,  which  is 
the  work  of  our  imagination,  had  better 
not  blind  us  to  the  grimness  of  the  means, 
which  were  the  work  of  our  hands.  Tri- 
umphs of  this  kind  cannot  be  had  for 
nothing.  It  is  now  too  late  to  ask  whether 
this  one  was  worth  what  it  cost:  the  ques- 
tion is  not  merely  could  we  afford  another 
(our  military  authorities  are  already 
urging  us  to  prepare  for  it),  but  whether 
we  can  afford  to  push  this  one  any  further, 
or  even  to  refrain  from  undoing,  as  far  as 
possible,  a  good  deal  of  what  we  have 
done,  and  saving  as  many  lives  as  we  can 
from  the  wreck  we  have  made.  When 
Napoleon  caught  the  Russians  on  a  frozen 
lake,  he  turned  his  guns  on  the  ice  and 
broke  it.  He  then  took  extraordinary 
pains  to  rescue  the  drowning  soldiers. 
Once  they  were  defeated  he  had  no 
quarrel  with  them.  To  win  this  war,  we 


did  a  far  more  horrible  thing  than  the  ice- 
breaking.  We  starved  the  children  of  Ger- 
many, and  of  many  other  lands  as  well. 
Having  defeated  our  enemies  by  that 
means,  are  we  going  to  feed  the  starving 
children  as  Napoleon  rescued  the  drown- 
ing soldiers,  or  are  we  out,  not  merely  for 
defeat,  but  for  extermination? 

Superficially,  extermination  seems  a 
logical  procedure  both  during  the  war 
and  after  the  victory.  But  it  never  works 
smoothly.  When  soldiers  are  asked  to  do 
it  they  refuse,  because  the  fortune  of  the 
vanquished  may  be  that  of  the  victor  to- 
morrow; and  just  as  prize-fighting  would 
be  impossible  if  pugilists  were  not  pro- 
tected by  a  very  strict  limitation  of  the 
extent  to  which  the  winner  may  abuse  his 
victory,  so  war  would  be  impossible  if 
there  were  not  precisely  analogous  limits 
to  the  abuse  of  military  victories  in  the 
field.  Everyone  must  have  noticed  during 
the  war  the  contrast  between  the  ferocity 
of  our  civilians  and  the  reasonableness 
and  compunction  of  our  soldiers  from  the 
front,  even  of  the  wounded  soldiers  who 
had  suffered  personally  and  acutely  from 
the  operations  of  the  enemy.  The  civilian 
called  the  German  the  Hun,  and,  in  the 
comparative  safety  of  home,  clamored 
for  his  extermination  with  a  full  mouth. 
The  soldier  called  him  Jerry,  meaning 
"companion  in  misfortune,"  and  spoke 
no  evil  of  him  except  when  he  was  speci- 
fically ordered  to.  When  the  civilian 
mercilessly  went  on  starving  the  German 
children  after  the  armistice,  the  British 
soldier  fed  them  out  of  his  rations;  and 
it  was  from  the  army  that  the  first  protest 
came  against  the  infernal  cruelty  of  the 
continued  blockade. 

This  does  not  mean  that  the  British 
civilian  is  one  sort  of  person  and  the 
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British  soldier  another.  It  means  that  the 
civilian  neither  sees  nor  knows  what  he 
is  doing,  and  that  the  soldier  sees  it  and 
has  to  do  it.  In  Coventry  it  is  easy  to  for- 
get all  about  the  German  children,  and 
work  yourself  up  into  a  drunken  frenzy 
of  determination  that  the  Kaiser  shall  be 
hanged  to  avenge  the  victims  of  the  sub- 
marine campaign.  In  Cologne,  with  fam- 
ine-wasted children  begging  for  the  refuse 
of  your  meals,  or  mutely  watching  every 
morsel  you  eat  with  a  hungry  eye,  it  is 
impossible.  In  the  early  days  of  voluntary 
recruiting,  we  were  exhorted  from  every 
hoarding  to  remember  that  some  day  our 
children  would  ask  us  what  we  did  in  the 
great  war.  That  question  was  dropped 
when  compulsory  military  service  was  in- 
stituted. It  might  very  well  be  revived  in 
the  form,  "Daddy:  what  did  you  do  when 
the  war  was  over?"  The  man  who  can  say 
"I  shared  my  ration  with  the  poor  starv- 
ing children  in  Germany,"  will  have  a 
considerable  moral  advantage  over  the 
ardent  patriot  who  has  nothing  better  to 
say  than  "I  voted  for  hanging  the  Kaiser; 
and  he  was  not  hanged  after  all/' 

But  even  men  who  are  naturally  cruel, 
or  so  desperately  afraid  of  the  Germans 
that  no  victory  can  reassure  them,  are 
sooner  or  later  forced  to  behave  them- 
selves by  economic  considerations.  If  we 
and  the  Germans  were  two  Red  Indian 
tribes,  each  sufficient  to  itself  for  all  its 
needs,  then  one  could  exterminate  the 
other  and  feel  all  the  safer  for  it  without 
being  a  penny  the  worse,  except  for  the 
incidental  casualties.  Many  of  our  jour- 
nalists, like  the  citizens  who  accept  them 
as  their  political  instructors,  have  such 
primitive  notions  of  society  that  they  are 
unable  to  conceive  European  relations  as 
anything  more  complicated.  But  if  this 
were  so,  we  could  never  have  starved 
Germany,  and  the  war  would  still  be 
going  on  with  a  prospect  of  lasting  until 
human  nature  could  no  longer  bear  it. 
Germany  was  beaten  because  she  was  de- 


pendent for  her  very  existence  on  trade 
with  her  enemies.  But  trade  means  ex- 
change of  goods.  If  Germany  lived  by 
selling  her  products  to  us,  we  lived  equally 
by  selling  our  products  to  Germany.  Our 
blockade  cut  Germany  off  from  all  alter- 
native sources,  and  so  starved  her  out; 
but  there  were  moments  during  the  war 
when  Germany,  by  her  submarine  cam- 
paign, came  so  near  to  cutting  us  off  that 
for  some  months  we  read  the  lists  of 
sunken  ships  with  our  hearts  in  our 
mouths.  It  was  a  frightful  starving  match, 
and  for  nearly  a  year  we  were  racing  neck 
and  neck,  or  at  least  seemed  to  be;  for  we 
did  not  then  know  how  impossible  it  was 
for  Germany  to  keep  up  her  submarine 
fleet. 

However,  from  our  point  of  view  all's 
well  that  ends  well.  We  won  the  race. 
But  how  is  our  trade  with  Germany  to 
be  restored?  Our  primitives  say  that  they 
do  not  want  it  to  be  restored.  They  will 
never  shake  hands  with  a  Hun  as  long  as 
they  live.  They  will  never  buy  from  him 
or  sell  to  him.  In  other  words,  they  have 
not  sense  enough  to  understand  modern 
civilization.  In  the  very  same  breath  with 
which  they  gasp  out  these  follies,  they  de- 
clare that  Germany  must  be  made  to  pay  for 
the  war;  and  the  Peace  Treaty  has  already 
imposed  on  the  vanquished  a  colossal  tri- 
bute. How  is  that  tribute  to  be  paid  if  Ger- 
man industry  is  ruined  and  German  labor 
is  starving?  Granted  that  the  Germans  are 
to  be  our  slaves  for  the  next  fifty  years, 
must  not  slaves  be  fed  as  well  as  beaten? 
There  is  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  beating 
them  except  labor;  and  how  can  they 
labor  if  they  are  not  fed?  Stick  is  not  a 
very  productive  diet,  is  it? 

The  tribute  can  be  paid  only  if  Ger- 
many buys  things  from  us  at  more  than 
cost  price,  and  sells  things  to  us  at  less 
than  cost  price  until  her  ransom  is  paid. 
There  is  no  other  way  in  which  it  can  be 
done  under  existing  European  conditions. 
That  means  that  German  production 
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must  continue  side-by-side  with  British 
production.  If  we  are  to  have  the  spoils 
of  victory,  German  industry  must  be 
restored.  And  if  German  industry  is  to 
be  restored,  German  labor  must  be  fed. 
That  is  why,  in  starving  the  Germans,  we 
are  biting  our  noses  to  spite  our  faces.  If 
our  vengeance-mongers  cannot  divine  by 
spiritual  intuition  that  we  are  members 
one  of  another,  they  will  have  it  rubbed 
into  them  most  unsympathetically  and 
uncomfortably  by  the  hard  fact  that  there 
will  be  no  business  doing  in  many  of  their 
own  trades  until  German  demand  revives: 
that  is,  until  Germany  is  producing 
enough  to  pay  more  than  enough  for  Brit- 
ish goods. 

The  pages  which  follow  do  not  go  into 
this  economic  consideration.  They  ap- 
peal, not  to  an  elementary  knowledge  of 
international  trade  and  finance,  which 
most  of  their  readers  unfortunately  do 
not  possess,  but  simply,  like  Athenian 
tragedy,  to  pity  and  horror.  There  is  no 
literary  art  about  them:  they  just  say 
crudely  to  the  British  conqueror,  "Thus 
didst  thou."  If  he  replies  that  he  could  not 
help  it,  he  must  be  told  that  he  can  help 


it  now.  The  military  necessity  for  starva- 
tion has  passed:  it  is  now  not  only  a  vile 
revenge  on  the  innocent,  but  a  suicidal 
blunder. 

Also,  it  is  a  dangerous  precedent.  We 
were  able  to  form  an  irresistible  combina- 
tion against  the  late  German  Empire  solely 
because  it  had  made  itself  feared  through- 
out the  world,  and  because  its  military 
traditions  had  boa°ted  overmuch  of  their 
pseudo-realism  and  real  ruthlessness. 
Now  that  we  have  cast  it  down  from  that 
perilous  eminence,  we  have  left  ourselves 
in  the  position  of  the  most  dreaded  nation 
militarily.  If  we,  too,  now  set  up  a  tradi- 
tion of  the  same  spurious  realism  and 
genuine  ruthlessness,  the  Germany  we 
have  emancipated  will  find  it  quite  easy 
to  form  a  combination  against  us  which 
may  one  day  leave  us  at  the  mercy  of 
those  who  are  now  at  our  mercy.  The  old 
rule,  "Treat  your  friend  as  one  who  may 
some  day  be  your  enemy,  and  your 
enemy  as  one  who  may  some  day  be  your 
friend,"  is  hardly  the  golden  rule;  but  it 
is  a  sound  one  for  those  who  scorn  golden 
rules. 

Let  us  look  to  it  accordingly. 
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THE  INFIDEL  HALF  CENTURY 

THE   DAWN   OF  DARWINISM 

One  day  early  in  the  eighteen  hundred 
and  sixties,  I,  being  then  a  small  boy,  was 
with  my  nurse,  buying  something  in  the 
shop  of  a  petty  newsagent,  bookseller, 
and  stationer  in  Camden  Street,  Dublin, 
when  there  entered  an  elderly  man, 
weighty  and  solemn,  who  advanced  to 
the  counter,  and  said  pompously,  "Have 
you  the  works  of  the  celebrated  Buffoon?" 

My  own  works  were  at  that  time  un- 
written, or  it  is  possible  that  the  shop 
assistant  might  have  misunderstood  me 
so  far  as  to  produce  a  copy  of  Man  and 
Superman.  As  it  was,  she  knew  quite 
well  what  he  wanted;  for  this  was  before 
the  Education  Act  of  1870  had  produced 
shop  assistants  who  know  how  to  read 
and  know  nothing  else.  The  celebrated 
Buffoon  was  not  a  humorist,  but  the 
famous  naturalist  Buffon.  Every  literate 
child  at  that  time  knew  Buffon's  Natural 
History  as  well  as  Esop's  Fables.  And  no 
living  child  had  heard  the  name  that  has 
since  obliterated  Buffon's  in  the  popular 
consciousness:  the  name  of  Darwin. 

Ten  years  elapsed.  The  celebrated  Buf- 
foon was  forgotten;  I  had  doubled  my 
years  and  my  length;  and  I  had  discarded 
the  religion  of  my  forefathers.  One  day  the 
richest  and  consequently  most  dogmatic 
of  my  uncles  came  into  a  restaurant  where 
I  was  dining,  and  found  himself,  much 
against  his  will,  in  conversation  with  the 
most  questionable  of  his  nephews.  By 
way  of  making  myself  agreeable,  I  spoke 
of  modern  thought  and  Darwin.  He  said, 
"Oh,  thats  the  fellow  who  wants  to  make 
out  that  we  all  have  tails  like  monkeys." 
I  tried  to  explain  that  what  Darwin  had 


insisted  on  in  this  connection  was  that 
some  monkeys  have  no  tails.  But  my 
uncle  was  as  impervious  to  what  Darwin 
really  said  as  any  Neo-Darwinian  nowa- 
days. He  died  impenitent,  and  did  not 
mention  me  in  his  will. 

Twenty  years  elapsed,  If  my  uncle  had 
been  alive,  he  would  have  known  all  about 
Darwin,  and  known  it  all  wrong.  In 
spite  of  the  efforts  of  Grant  Allen  to  set 
him  right,  he  would  have  accepted  Dar- 
win as  the  discoverer  of  Evolution,  of 
Heredity,  and  of  modification  of  species 
by  Selection.  For  the  pre-Darwinian  age 
had  come  to  be  regarded  as  a  Dark  Age 
in  which  men  still  believed  that  the  book 
of  Genesis  was  a  standard  scientific  treat- 
ise, and  that  the  only  additions  to  it  were 
Galileo's  demonstration  of  Leonardo  da 
Vinci's  simple  remark  that  the  earth  is  a 
moon  of  the  sun,  Newton's  theory  of 
gravitation,  Sir  Humphry  Davy's  inven- 
tion of  the  safety-lamp,  the  discovery  of 
electricity,  the  application  of  steam  to  in- 
dustrial purposes,  and  the  penny  post.  It 
was  just  the  same  in  other  subjects.  Thus 
Nietzsche,  by  the  two  or  three  who  had 
come  across  his  writings,  was  supposed 
to  have  been  the  first  man  to  whom  it 
occurred  that  mere  morality  and  legality 
and  urbanity  lead  nowhere,  as  if  Bunyan 
had  never  written  Badman.  Schopenhauer 
was  credited  with  inventing  the  distinc- 
tion between  the  Covenant  of  Grace  and 
the  Covenant  of  Works  which  troubled 
Cromwell  on  his  deathbed.  People  talked 
as  if  there  had  been  no  dramatic  or 
descriptive  music  before  Wagner;  no 
impressionist  painting  before  Whistler; 
whilst  as  to  myself,  I  was  finding  that  the 
surest  way  to  produce  an  effect  of  daring 
innovation  and  originality  was  to  revive 
the  ancient  attraction  of  long  rhetorical 
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speeches;  to  stick  closely  to  the  methods 
of  Moltere;  and  to  lift  characters  bodily 
out  of  the  pages  of  Charles  Dickens. 

THE  ADVENT  OF  THE  NEO-DARWINIANS 

This  particular  sort  of  ignorance  does 
not  always  or  often  matter.  But  in  Dar- 
win's case  it  did  matter.  If  Darwin  had 
really  led  the  world  at  one  bound  from 
the  book  of  Genesis  to  Heredity,  to  Modi- 
fication of  Species  by  Selection,  and  to 
Evolution,  he  would  have  been  a  philo- 
sopher and  a  prophet  as  well  as  an  eminent 
professional  naturalist,  with  geology  as 
a  hobby.  The  delusion  that  he  had  actu- 
ally achieved  this  feat  did  no  harm  at  first, 
because  if  people's  views  are  sound, 
about  evolution  or  anything  else,  it  does 
not  make  two  straws  difference  whether 
they  call  the  revealer  of  their  views  Tom 
or  Dick.  But  later  on  such  apparently 
negligible  errors  have  awkward  conse- 
quences. Darwin  was  given  an  imposing 
reputation  as  not  only  an  Evolutionist, 
but  as  the  Evolutionist,  with  the  immense 
majority  who  never  read  his  books.  The 
few  who  never  read  any  others  were  led 
by  them  to  concentrate  exclusively  on  Cir- 
cumstantial Selection  as  the  explanation 
of  all  the  transformations  and  adapta- 
tions which  were  the  evidence  for  Evolu- 
tion. And  they  presently  found  them- 
selves so  cut  off  by  this  specialization 
from  the  majority  who  knew  Darwin 
only  by  his  spurious  reputation,  that  they 
were  obliged  to  distinguish  themselves, 
not  as  Darwinians,  but  as  Neo-Dar- 
winians. 

Before  ten  more  years  had  elapsed,  the 
Neo-Darwinians  were  practically  run- 
ning current  Science.  It  was  1906;  I  was 
fifty;  I  had  published  my  own  view  of 
evolution  in  a  play  called  Man  and  Super- 
man; and  I  found  that  most  people  were 
unable  to  understand  how  I  could  be  an 
Evolutionist  and  not  a  Neo-Darwinian, 
or  why  I  habitually  derided  Neo-Darwin- 
ism  as  a  ghastly  idiocy,  and  would  fall 


on  its  professors  slaughterously  in  public 
discussions.  It  was  in  the  hope  of  making 
me  clear  the  matter  up  that  the  Fabian 
Society,  which  was  then  organizing  a 
series  of  lectures  on  Prophets  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  asked  me  to  de- 
liver a  lecture  cri  the  prophet  Darwin. 
I  did  so;  and  scraps  of  that  lecture, 
which  was  never  published,  variegate 
these  pages. 

POLITICAL   INADEQUACY   OF   THE   HUMAN 
ANIMAL 

Ten  more  years  elapsed.  Neo-Darwin- 
ism  in  politics  had  produced  a  European 
catastrophe  of  a  magnitude  so  appalling, 
and  a  scope  so  unpredictable,  that  as  I 
write  these  lines  in  1920,  it  is  still  far  from 
certain  whether  our  civilization  will  sur- 
vive it.  The  circumstances  of  this  cata- 
strophe, the  boyish  cinema-fed  romanti- 
cism which  made  it  possible  to  impose  it 
on  the  people  as  a  crusade,  and  especially 
the  ignorance  and  errors  of  the  victors  of 
Western  Europe  when  its  violent  phase 
had  passed  and  the  time  for  reconstruc- 
tion arrived,  confirmed  a  doubt  which 
had  grown  steadily  in  my  mind  during 
my  forty  years  public  work  as  a  Social- 
ist: namely,  whether  the  human  animal, 
as  he  exists  at  present,  is  capable  of  solv- 
ing the  social  problems  raised  by  his  own 
aggregation,  or,  as  he  calls  it,  his  civil- 
ization. 

COWARDICE  OF  THE   IRRELIGIOUS 

Another  observation  I  had  made  was 
that  goodnatured  unambitious  men  are 
cowards  when  they  have  no  religion. 
They  are  dominated  and  exploited  not 
only  by  greedy  and  often  half-witted  and 
half-alive  weaklings  who  will  do  any- 
thing for  cigars,  champagne,  motor  cars, 
and  the  more  childish  and  selfish  uses  of 
money,  but  by  able  and  sound  adminis- 
trators who  can  do  nothing  else  with 
them  than  dominate  and  exploit  them. 
Government  and  exploitation  become 
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synonymous  under  such  circumstances; 
and  the  world  is  finally  ruled  by  the  child- 
ish, the  brigands,  and  the  blackguards. 
Those  who  refuse  to  stand  in  with  them 
are  persecuted  and  occasionally  executed 
when  they  give  any  trouble  to  the  ex- 
ploiters. They  fall  into  poverty  when 
they  lack  lucrative  specific  talents.  At  the 
present  moment  one  half  of  Europe,  hav- 
ing knocked  the  other  half  down,  is  try- 
ing to  kick  it  to  death,  and  may  succeed: 
a  procedure  which  is,  logically,  sound 
Neo-Darwinism.  And  the  goodnatured 
majority  are  looking  on  in  helpless  horror, 
or  allowing  themselves  to  be  persuaded 
by  the  newspapers  of  their  exploiters  that 
the  kicking  is  not  only  a  sound  commer- 
cial investment,  but  an  act  of  divine 
justice  of  which  they  are  the  ardent  in- 
struments. 

But  if  Man  is  really  incapable  of  organ- 
izing a  big  civilization,  and  cannot  organ- 
ize even  a  village  or  a  tribe  any  too  well, 
what  is  the  use  of  giving  him  a  religion? 
A  religion  may  make  him  hunger  and 
thirst  for  righteousness:  but  will  it  en- 
dow him  with  the  practical  capacity  to 
satisfy  that  appetite?  Good  intentions  do 
not  carry  with  them  a  grain  of  political 
science,  which  is  a  very  complicated  one. 
The  most  devoted  and  indefatigable,  the 
most  able  and  disinterested  students  of 
this  science  in  England,  as  far  as  I  know, 
are  my  friends  Sidney  and  Beatrice  Webb. 
It  has  taken  them  forty  years  of  prelimin- 
ary work,  in  the  course  of  which  they 
have  published  several  treatises  compar- 
able to  Adam  Smith's  Wealth  of  Nations, 
to  formulate  a  political  constitution  ade- 
quate to  existing  needs.  If  this  is  the  meas- 
ure of  what  can  be  done  in  a  lifetime  by 
extraordinary  ability,  keen  natural  apti- 
tude, exceptional  opportunities,  and  free- 
dom from  the  preoccupations  of  bread- 
winning,  what  are  we  to  expect  from  the 
parliament  man  to  whom  political  science 
is  as  remote  and  distasteful  as  the  differ- 
ential calculus,  and  to  whom  such  an  ele- 


mentary but  vital  point  as  the  law  of  eco- 
nomic rent  is  a  ports  asinorum  never  to  be 
approached,  much  less  crossed?  Or  from 
the  common  voter  who  is  mostly  so  hard 
at  work  all  day  earning  a  living  that  he 
cannot  keep  awake  for  five  minutes  over 
a  book? 

IS  THERE  ANY  HOPE   IN  EDUCATION? 

The  usual  answer  is  that  we  must  edu- 
cate our  masters:  that  is,  ourselves.  We 
must  teach  citizenship  and  political  science 
at  school.  But  must  we?  There  is  no  must 
about  it,  the  hard  fact  being  that  we  must 
not  teach  political  science  or  citizenship 
at  school.  The  schoolmaster  who  at- 
tempted it  would  soon  find  himself  penni- 
less in  the  streets  without  pupils,  if  not 
in  the  dock  pleading  to  a  pompously 
worded  indictment  for  sedition  against 
the  exploiters.  Our  schools  teach  the 
morality  of  feudalism  corrupted  by  com- 
mercialism, and  hold  up  the  military  con- 
queror, the  robber  baron,  and  the  profit- 
eer, as  models  of  the  illustrious  and  the 
successful.  In  vain  do  the  prophets  who 
see  through  this  imposture  preach  and 
teach  a  better  gospel:  the  individuals 
whom  they  convert  are  doomed  to  pass 
away  in  a  few  years;  and  the  new  genera- 
tions are  dragged  back  in  the  schools  to 
the  morality  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and 
think  themselves  Liberal  when  they  are 
defending  the  ideas  of  Henry  VII,  and 
gentlemanly  when  they  are  opposing  to 
them  the  ideas  of  Richard  III.  Thus  the 
educated  man  is  a  greater  nuisance  than  the 
uneducated  one:  indeed  it  is  the  ineffi- 
ciency and  sham  of  the  educational  side 
of  our  schools  (to  which,  except  under 
compulsion,  children  would  not  be  sent 
by  their  parents  at  all  if  they  did  not  act 
as  prisons  in  which  the  immature  are 
kept  from  worrying  the  mature)  that  save 
us  from  being  dashed  on  the  rocks  of 
false  doctrine  instead  of  drifting  down 
the  midstream  of  mere  ignorance.  There 
is  no  way  out  through  the  schoolmaster. 
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In  truth,  mankind  cannot  be  saved 
from  without,  by  schoolmasters  or  any 
other  sort  of  masters:  it  can  only  be  lamed 
and  enslaved  by  them.  It  is  said  that  if 
you  wash  a  cat  it  will  never  again  wash 
itself.  This  may  or  may  not  be  true:  what 
is  certain  is  that  if  you  teach  a  man  any- 
thing he  will  never  learn  it;  and  if  you 
cure  him  of  a  disease  he  will  be  unable  to 
cure  himself  the  next  time  it  attacks  him. 
Therefore,  if  you  want  to  see  a  cat  clean, 
you  throw  a  bucket  of  mud  over  it,  when 
it  will  immediately  take  extraordinary 
pains  to  lick  the  mud  off,  and  finally  be 
cleaner  than  it  was  before.  In  the  same 
way  doctors  who  are  up-to-date  (say 
•00005  per  cent  of  all  the  registered  prac- 
titioners, and  20  per  cent  of  the  unregis- 
tered ones),  when  they  want  to  rid  you 
of  a  disease  or  a  symptom,  inoculate  you 
with  that  disease  or  give  you  a  drug  that 
produces  that  symptom,  in  order  to  pro- 
voke you  to  resist  it  as  the  mud  provokes 
the  cat  to  wash  itself. 

Now  an  acute  person  will  ask  me 
why,  if  this  be  so,  our  false  education 
does  not  provoke  our  scholars  to  find 
out  the  truth.  My  answer  is  that  it  some- 
times does.  Voltaire  was  a  pupil  of  the 
Jesuits;  Samuel  Butler  was  the  pupil  of 
a  hopelessly  conventional  and  erroneous 
country  parson.  But  then  Voltaire  was 
Voltaire,  and  Butler  was  Butler:  that  is, 
their  minds  were  so  abnormally  strong 
that  they  could  throw  off  the  doses  of 
poison  that  paralyze  ordinary  minds. 
When  the  doctors  inoculate  you  and  the 
homeopathists  dose  you,  they  give  you 
an  infinitesimally  attenuated  dose.  If  they 
gave  you  the  virus  at  full  strength  it 
would  overcome  your  resistance  and  pro- 
duce its  direct  effect.  The  doses  of  false 
doctrine  given  at  public  schools  and  uni- 
versities are  so  big  that  they  overwhelm 
the  resistance  that  a  tiny  dose  would  pro- 
voke. The  normal  student  is  corrupted 


beyond  redemption,  and  will  drive  the 
genius  who  resists  out  of  the  country  if 
he  can.  Byron  and  Shelley  had  to  fly  to 
Italy,  whilst  Castlereagh  and  Eldon  ruled 
the  roost  at  home.  Rousseau  was  hunted 
from  frontier  to  frontier;  Karl  Marx 
starved  in  exile  in  a  Soho  lodging;  Rus- 
kin's  articles  were  refused  by  the  maga- 
zines (he  was  too  rich  to  be  otherwise 
persecuted),  whilst  mindless  forgotten 
nonentities  governed  the  land;  sent  men 
to  the  prison  or  the  gallows  for  blas- 
phemy and  sedition  (meaning  the  truth 
about  Church  and  State);  and  sedulously 
stored  up  the  social  disease  and  corrup- 
tion which  explode  from  time  to  time  in 
gigantic  boils  that  have  to  be  lanced  by  a 
million  bayonets.  This  is  the  result  of 
allopathic  education.  Homeopathic  edu- 
cation has  not  yet  been  officially  tried, 
and  would  obviously  be  a  delicate  matter 
if  it  were.  A  body  of  schoolmasters  incit- 
ing their  pupils  to  infinitesimal  peccadil- 
loes with  the  object  of  provoking  them 
to  exclaim,  "Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan," 
or  telling  them  white  lies  about  history 
for  the  sake  of  being  contradicted,  in- 
sulted, and  refuted,  would  certainly  do 
less  harm  than  our  present  educational 
allopaths  do;  but  then  nobody  will  advo- 
cate homeopathic  education.  Allopathy 
has  produced  the  poisonous  illusion  that 
it  enlightens  instead  of  darkening.  The 
suggestion  may,  however,  explain  why, 
whilst  most  people's  minds  succumb 
to  inculcation  and  environment,  a  few 
react  vigorously:  honest  and  decent 
people  coming  from  thievish  slums,  and 
sceptics  and  realists  from  country  parson- 
ages. 

THE  DIABOLICAL  EFFICIENCY  OF 
TECHNICAL  EDUCATION 

But  meanwhile — and  here  comes  the 
horror  of  it — our  technical  instruction  is 
honest  and  efficient.  The  public  school- 
boy who  is  carefully  blinded,  duped,  and 
corrupted  as  to  the  nature  of  a  society 
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based  on  profiteering,  and  is  taught  to 
honor  parasitic  idleness  and  luxury, 
learns  to  shoot  and  ride  and  keep  fit  with 
all  the  assistance  and  guidance  that  can 
be  procured  for  him  by  the  most  anxi- 
ously sincere  desire  that  he  may  do  these 
things  well,  and  if  possible  superlatively 
well.  In  the  army  he  learns  to  fly;  to  drop 
bombs;  to  use  machine-guns  to  the 
utmost  of  his  capacity.  The  discovery  of 
high  explosives  is  rewarded  and  digni- 
fied: instruction  in  the  manufacture  of 
the  weapons,  battleships,  submarines, 
and  land  batteries  by  which  they  are 
applied  destructively,  is  quite  genuine: 
the  instructors  know  their  business,  and 
really  mean  the  learners  to  succeed.  The 
result  is  that  powers  of  destruction  that 
could  hardly  without  uneasiness  be  en- 
trusted to  infinite  wisdom  and  infinite 
benevolence  are  placed  in  the  hands  of 
romantic  schoolboy  patriots  who,  how- 
ever generous  by  nature,  are  by  education 
ignoramuses,  dupes,  snobs,  and  sports- 
men to  whom  fighting  is  a  religion  and 
killing  an  accomplishment;  whilst  politi- 
cal power,  useless  under  such  circum- 
stances except  to  militarist  imperialists  in 
chronic  terror  of  invasion  and  subjuga- 
tion, pompous  tufthunting  fools,  com- 
mercial adventurers  to  whom  the  organ- 
ization by  the  nation  of  its  own  industrial 
services  would  mean  checkmate,  financial 
parasites  on  the  money  market,  and  stupid 
people  who  cling  to  the  status  quo  merely 
because  they  are  used  to  it,  is  obtained  by 
heredity,  by  simple  purchase,  by  keeping 
newspapers  and  pretending  that  they  are 
organs  of  public  opinion,  by  the  wiles  of 
seductive  women,  and  by  prostituting  am- 
bitious talent  to  the  service  of  the  pro- 
fiteers, who  call  the  tune  because,  having 
secured  all  the  spare  plunder,  they  alone 
can  afford  to  pay  the  piper.  Neither  the 
rulers  nor  the  ruled  understand  high  poli- 
tics. They  do  not  even  know  that  there 
is  such  a  branch  of  knowledge  as  political 
science;  but  between  them  they  can  coerce 


and  enslave  with  the  deadliest  efficiency, 
even  to  the  wiping  out  of  civilization,  be- 
cause their  education  as  slayers  has  been 
honestly  and  thoroughly  carried  out.  Es- 
sentially the  rulers  are  all  defectives;  and 
there  is  nothing  worse  than  government  by 
defectives  who  wield  irresistible  powers 
of  physical  coercion.  The  commonplace 
sound  people  submit,  and  compel  the 
rest  to  submit,  because  they  have  been 
taught  to  do  so  as  an  article  of  religion 
and  a  point  of  honor.  Those  in  whom 
natural  enlightenment  has  reacted  against 
artificial  education  submit  because  they 
are  compelled;  but  they  would  resist,  and 
finally  resist  effectively,  if  they  were  not 
cowards.  And  they  are  cowards  because 
they  have  neither  an  officially  accredited 
and  established  religion  nor  a  generally 
recognized  point  of  honor,  and  are  all  at 
sixes  and  sevens  with  their  various  private 
speculations,  sending  their  children  per- 
force to  the  schools  where  they  will  be 
corrupted  for  want  of  any  other  schools. 
The  rulers  are  equally  intimidated  by  the 
immense  extension  and  cheapening  of  the 
means  of  slaughter  and  destruction.  The 
British  Government  is  more  afraid  of  Ire- 
land now  that  submarines,  bombs,  and 
poison  gas  are  cheap  and  easily  made  than 
it  was  of  the  German  Empire  before  the 
war;  consequently  the  old  British  caution 
which  maintained  a  balance  of  power 
through  command  of  the  sea  is  intensified 
into  a  terror  that  sees  security  in  nothing 
short  of  absolute  military  mastery  of  the 
entire  globe:  that  is,  in  an  impossibility 
that  will  yet  seem  possible  in  detail  to 
soldiers  and  to  parochial  and  insular  patri- 
otic civilians. 

FLIMSINESS   OF  CIVILIZATION 

This  situation  has  occurred  so  often  be- 
fore, always  with  the  same  result  of  a 
collapse  of  civilization  (Professor  Flinders 
Petrie  has  let  out  the  secret  of  previous 
collapses),  that  the  rich  are  instinctively 
crying  "Let  us  eat  and  drink;  for  to- 
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morrow  we  die/*  and  the  poor,  "How 
long,  O  Lord,  how  long?"  But  the  pitiless 
reply  still  is  that  God  helps  those  who 
help  themselves.  This  does  not  mean  that 
if  Man  cannot  find  the  remedy  no  remedy 
will  be  found.  The  power  that  produced 
Man  when  the  monkey  was  not  up  to  the 
mark,  can  produce  a  higher  creature  than 
Man  if  Man  does  not  come  up  to  the  mark. 
What  it  means  is  that  if  Man  is  to  be 
saved,  Man  must  save  himself.  There 
seems  no  compelling  reason  why  he 
should  be  saved.  He  is  by  no  means  an 
ideal  creature.  At  his  present  best  many 
of  his  ways  are  so  unpleasant  that  they  are 
unmentionable  in  polite  society,  and  so 
painful  that  he  is  compelled  to  pretend 
that  pain  is  often  a  good.  Nature  holds 
no  brief  for  the  human  experiment:  it 
must  stand  or  fall  by  its  results.  If  Man 
will  not  serve,  Nature  will  try  another 
experiment. 

What  hope  is  there  then  of  human 
improvement?  According  to  the  Neo- 
Darwinists,  to  the  Mechanists,  no  hope 
whatever,  because  improvement  can  come 
only  through  some  senseless  accident 
which  must,  on  the  statistical  average  of 
accidents,  be  presently  wiped  out  by 
some  other  equally  senseless  accident. 

CREATIVE   EVOLUTION 

But  this  dismal  creed  does  not  discour- 
age those  who  believe  that  the  impulse 
that  produces  evolution  is  creative.  They 
have  observed  the  simple  fact  that  the  will 
to  do  anything  can  and  does,  at  a  certain 
pitch  of  intensity  set  up  by  conviction 
of  its  necessity,  create  and  organize  new 
tissue  to  do  it  with.  To  them  therefore 
mankind  is  by  no  means  played  out  yet. 
If  the  weight  lifter,  under  the  trivial  stimu- 
lus of  an  athletic  competition,  can  "put  up 
a  muscle,"  it  seems  reasonable  to  believe 
that  an  equally  earnest  and  convinced 
philosopher  could  "put  up  a  brain."  Both 
are  directions  of  vitality  to  a  certain 
end.  Evolution  shews  us  this  direction  of 


vitality  doing  all  sorts  of  things:  provid- 
ing the  centipede  with  a  hundred  legs,  and 
ridding  the  fish  of  any  legs  at  all;  building 
lungs  and  arms  for  the  land  and  gills  and 
fins  for  the  sea;  enabling  the  mammal  to 
gestate  its  young  inside  its  body,  and  the 
fowl  to  incubate  hers  outside  it;  offering 
us,  we  may  say,  our  choice  of  any  sort  of 
bodily  contrivance  to  maintain  our  activ- 
ity and  increase  our  resources. 

VOLUNTARY  LONGEVITY 

Among  other  matters  apparently 
changeable  at  will  is  the  duration  of  indi- 
vidual life.  Weismann,  a  very  clever  and 
suggestive  biologist  who  was  unhappily 
reduced  to  idiocy  by  Neo-Darwinism, 
pointed  out  that  death  is  not  an  eternal 
condition  of  life,  but  an  expedient  intro- 
duced to  provide  for  continual  renewal 
without  overcrowding.  Now  Circumstan- 
tial Selection  does  not  account  for  natural 
death:  it  accounts  only  for  the  survival  of 
species  in  which  the  individuals  have  sense 
enough  to  decay  and  die  on  purpose.  But 
the  individuals  do  not  seem  to  have  calcu- 
lated very  reasonably:  nobody  can  ex- 
plain why  a  parrot  should  live  ten  times 
as  long  as  a  dog,  and  a  turtle  be  almost 
immortal.  In  the  case  of  man,  the  opera- 
tion has  overshot  its  mark:  men  do  not 
live  long  enough:  they  are,  for  all  the  pur- 
poses of  high  civilization,  mere  children 
when  they  die;  and  our  Prime  Ministers, 
though  rated  as  mature,  divide  their  time 
between  the  golf  course  and  the  Treasury 
Bench  in  parliament.  Presumably,  how- 
ever, the  same  power  that  made  this  mis- 
take can  remedy  it.  If  on  opportunist 
grounds  Man  now  fixes  the  term  of  his 
life  at  three  score  and  ten  years,  he  can 
equally  fix  it  at  three  hundred,  or  three 
thousand,  or  even  at  the  genuine  Circum- 
stantial Selection  limit,  which  would  be 
until  a  sooner-or-later-inevitable  fatal  ac- 
cident makes  an  end  of  the  individual.  All 
that  is  necessary  to  make  him  extend  his 
present  span  is  that  tremendous  cata- 
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strophes  such  as  the  late  war  shall  con- 
vince him  of  the  necessity  of  at  least  out- 
living his  taste  for  golf  and  cigars  if  the 
race  is  to  be  saved.  This  is  not  fantastic 
speculation:  it  is  deductive  biology,  if 
there  is  such  a  science  as  biology.  Here, 
then,  is  a  stone  that  we  have  left  unturned, 
and  that  may  be  worth  turning.  To  make 
the  suggestion  more  entertaining  than  it 
would  be  to  most  people  in  the  form  of 
a  biological  treatise,  I  have  written  Back 
to  Methuselah  as  a  contribution  to  the 
modern  Bible. 

Many  people,  however,  can  read  treat- 
ises and  cannot  read  Bibles.  Darwin  could 
not  read  Shakespear.  Some  who  can  read 
both,  like  to  learn  the  history  of  their 
ideas.  Some  are  so  entangled  in  the  cur- 
rent confusion  of  Creative  Evolution  with 
Circumstantial  Selection  by  their  histori- 
cal ignorance  that  they  are  puzzled  by  any 
distinction  between  the  two.  For  all  their 
sakes  I  must  give  here  a  little  history  of 
the  conflict  between  the  view  of  Evolu- 
tion taken  by  the  Darwinians  (though  not 
altogether  by  Darwin  himself)  and  called 
Natural  Selection,  and  that  which  is 
emerging,  under  the  title  of  Creative 
Evolution,  as  the  genuinely  scientific  re- 
ligion for  which  all  wise  men  are  now 
anxiously  looking. 

THE  EARLY  EVOLUTIONISTS 

The  idea  of  Evolution,  or  Transforma- 
tion as  it  is  now  sometimes  called,  was 
not  first  conceived  by  Charles  Darwin, 
nor  by  Alfred  Russel  Wallace,  who  ob- 
served the  operation  of  Circumstantial  Se- 
lection simultaneously  with  Charles.  The 
celebrated  Buffoon  was  a  better  Evolu- 
tionist than  either  of  them;  and  two 
thousand  years  before  Buffon  was  born, 
the  Greek  philosopher  Empedocles  opined 
that  all  forms  of  life  are  transformations 
of  four  elements,  Fire,  Air,  Earth,  and 
Water,  effected  by  the  two  innate  forces 
of  attraction  and  repulsion,  or  love  and 
hate.  As  lately  as  1860 1  myself  was  taught 


as  a  child  that  everything  was  made  out 
of  these  four  elements.  Both  the  Em- 
pedocleans  and  the  Evolutionists  were 
opposed  to  those  who  believed  in  the 
separate  creation  of  all  forms  of  life  as 
described  in  the  book  of  Genesis.  This 
"conflict  between  religion  and  science,"  as 
the  phrase  went  then,  did  not  perplex  my 
infant  mind  in  the  least:  I  knew  perfectly 
well,  without  knowing  that  I  knew  it,  that 
the  validity  of  a  story  is  not  the  same  as 
the  occurrence  of  a  fact.  But  as  I  grew  up 
I  found  that  I  had  to  choose  between 
Evolution  and  Genesis.  If  you  believed 
that  dogs  and  cats  and  snakes  and  birds 
and  beetles  and  oysters  and  whales  and 
men  and  women  were  all  separately  de- 
signed and  made  and  named  in  Eden  gar- 
den at  the  beginning  of  things,  and  have 
since  survived  simply  by  reproducing 
their  kind,  then  you  were  not  an  Evolu- 
tionist. If  you  believed,  on  the  contrary, 
that  all  the  different  species  are  modifica- 
tions, variations,  and  elaborations  of  one 
primal  stock,  or  even  of  a  few  primal 
stocks,  then  you  were  an  Evolutionist. 
But  you  were  not  necessarily  a  Darwin- 
ian; for  you  might  have  been  a  modern 
Evolutionist  twenty  years  before  Charles 
Darwin  was  born,  and  a  whole  lifetime 
before  he  published  his  Origin  of  Species. 
For  that  matter,  when  Aristotle  grouped 
animals  with  backbones  as  blood  relations, 
he  began  the  sort  of  classification  which, 
when  extended  by  Darwin  to  monkeys 
and  men,  so  shocked  my  uncle. 

Genesis  had  held  the  field  until  the 
time  (1707-1778)  of  Linnaeus  the  famous 
botanist.  In  the  meantime  the  microscope 
had  been  invented.  It  revealed  a  new 
world  of  hitherto  invisible  creatures  called 
Infusorians,  as  common  water  was  found 
to  be  an  infusion  of  them.  In  the  eight- 
eenth century  naturalists  were  very  keen 
on  the  Infusorian  Amoebas,  and  were 
much  struck  by  the  way  in  which  the 
members  of  this  old  family  behaved  and 
developed.  But  it  was  still  possible  for 
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Linnaeus  to  begin  a  treatise  by  saying 
"There  are  just  so  many  species  as  there 
were  forms  created  in  the  beginning," 
though  there  were  hundreds  of  common- 
place Scotch  gardeners,  pigeon  fanciers, 
and  stock  breeders  then  living  who  knew 
better.  Linnaeus  himself  knew  better  be- 
fore he  died.  In  the  last  edition  of  his 
System  of  Nature,  he  began  to  wonder 
whether  the  transmutation  of  species  by 
variation  might  not  be  possible.  Then 
came  the  great  poet  who  jumped  over  the 
facts  to  the  conclusion.  Goethe  said  that 
all  the  shapes  of  creation  were  cousins; 
that  there  must  be  some  common  stock 
from  which  all  the  species  had  sprung; 
that  it  was  the  environment  of  air  that  had 
produced  the  eagle,  of  water  the  seal,  and 
of  earth  the  mole.  He  could  not  say  how 
this  happened;  but  he  divined  that  it  did 
happen.  Erasmus  Darwin,  the  grand- 
father of  Charles,  carried  the  environ- 
ment theory  much  further,  pointing  out  in- 
stance after  instance  of  modifications  made 
in  species  apparently  to  adapt  it  to  circum- 
stances and  environment:  for  instance, 
that  the  brilliant  colors  of  the  leopard, 
which  make  it  so  conspicuous  in  Regent's 
Park,  conceal  it  in  a  tropical  jungle. 
Finally  he  wrote,  as  his  declaration 
of  faith,  "The  world  has  been  evolved, 
not  created:  it  has  arisen  little  by  little 
from  a  small  beginning,  and  has  increased 
through  the  activity  of  the  elemental 
forces  embodied  in  itself,  and  so  has 
rather  grown  than  come  into  being  at  an 
almighty  word.  What  a  sublime  idea  of 
the  infinite  might  of  the  great  Architect, 
the  Cause  of  all  causes,  the  Father  of  all 
fathers,  the  Ens  Entium !  For  if  we  would 
compare  the  Infinite,  it  would  surely  re- 
quire a  greater  Infinite  to  cause  the  causes 
of  effects  than  to  produce  the  effects  them- 
selves." In  this,  published  in  the  year 
1794,  you  have  nineteenth  century  Evolu- 
tion precisely  defined.  And  Erasmus  Dar- 
win was  by  no  means  its  only  apostle.  It 
was  in  the  air  then.  A  German  biologist 


named  Treviranus,  whose  book  was  pub- 
lished in  1802,  wrote,  "In  every  living 
being  there  exists  a  capacity  for  endless 
diversity  of  form.  Each  possesses  the 
power  of  adapting  its  organization  to  the 
variations  of  the  external  world;  and  it  is 
this  power,  called  into  activity  by  cosmic 
changes,  which  has  enabled  the  simple 
zoophytes  of  the  primitive  world  to  climb 
to  higher  and  higher  stages  of  organiza- 
tion, and  has  brought  endless  variety  into 
nature."  There  you  have  your  evolution 
of  Man  from  the  amoeba  all  complete 
whilst  Nelson  was  still  alive  on  the  seas. 
And  in  1809,  before  the  battle  of  Water- 
loo, a  French  soldier  named  Lamarck, 
who  had  beaten  his  musket  into  a  micro- 
scope and  turned  zoologist,  declared  that 
species  were  an  illusion  produced  by  the 
shortness  of  our  individual  lives,  and  that 
they  were  constantly  changing  and  melt- 
ing into  one  another  and  into  new  forms 
as  surely  as  the  hand  of  a  clock  is  continu- 
ally moving,  though  it  moves  so  slowly 
that  it  looks  stationary  to  us.  We  have 
since  come  to  think  that  its  industry  is  less 
continuous:  that  the  clock  stops  for  a 
long  time,  and  then  is  suddenly  "put  on" 
by  a  mysterious  finger.  But  never  mind 
that  just  at  present. 

THE  ADVENT  OF  THE  NEO- 
LAMARCKIANS 

I  call  your  special  attention  to  La- 
marck, because  later  on  there  were  Neo- 
Lamarckians  as  well  as  Neo-Darwinians. 
I  was  a  Neo-Lamarckian.  Lamarck  passed 
on  from  the  conception  of  Evolution  as  a 
general  law  to  Charles  Darwin's  depart- 
ment of  it,  which  was  the  method  of 
Evolution.  Lamarck,  whilst  making  many 
ingenious  suggestions  as  to  the  reaction 
of  external  causes  on  life  and  habit,  such 
as  changes  of  climate,  food  supply,  geo- 
logical upheavals  and  so  forth,  really  held 
as  his  fundamental  proposition  that  living 
organisms  changed  because  they  wanted 
to.  As  he  stated  it,  the  great  factor  in 
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Evolution  is  use  and  disuse.  If  you  have 
no  eyes,  and  want  to  see,  and  keep  trying 
to  see,  you  will  finally  get  eyes.  If,  like  a 
mole  or  a  subterranean  fish,  you  have 
eyes  and  dont  want  to  see,  you  will  lose 
your  eyes.  If  you  like  eating  the  tender 
tops  of  trees  enough  to  make  you  con- 
centrate all  your  energies  on  the  stretch- 
ing of  your  neck,  you  will  finally  get  a 
long  neck,  like  the  giraffe.  This  seems 
absurd  to  inconsiderate  people  at  the  first 
blush;  but  it  is  within  the  personal  experi- 
ence of  all  of  us  that  it  is  just  by  this 
process  that  a  child  tumbling  about  the 
floor  becomes  a  boy  walking  erect;  and 
that  a  man  sprawling  on  the  road  with 
a  bruised  chin,  or  supine  on  the  ice  with  a 
bashed  occiput,  becomes  a  bicyclist  and  a 
skater.  The  process  is  not  continuous,  as 
it  would  be  if  mere  practice  had  anything 
to  do  with  it;  for  though  you  may  im- 
prove at  each  bicycling  lesson  during  the 
lesson,  when  you  begin  your  next  lesson 
you  do  not  begin  at  the  point  at  which 
you  left  off:  you  relapse  apparently  to 
the  beginning.  Finally,  you  succeed  quite 
suddenly,  and  do  not  relapse  again.  More 
miraculous  still,  you  at  once  exercise  the 
new  power  unconsciously.  Although  you 
are  adapting  your  front  wheel  to  your 
balance  so  elaborately  and  actively  that 
the  accidental  locking  of  your  handle  bars 
for  a  second  will  throw  you  off;  though 
five  minutes  before  you  could  not  do  it 
at  all,  yet  now  you  do  it  as  unconsciously 
as  you  grow  your  finger  nails.  You  have 
a  new  faculty,  and  must  have  created 
some  new  bodily  tissue  as  its  organ.  And 
you  have  done  it  solely  by  willing.  For 
here  there  can  be  no  question  of  Circum- 
stantial Selection,  or  the  survival  of  the 
fittest.  The  man  who  is  learning  how  to 
ride  a  bicycle  has  no  advantage  over  the 
non-cyclist  in  the  struggle  for  existence: 
quite  the  contrary.  He  has  acquired  a  new 
habit,  an  automatic  unconscious  habit, 
solely  because  he  wanted  to,  and  kept  try- 
ing until  it  was  added  unto  him. 


HOW  ACQUIREMENTS  ARE  INHERITED 

But  when  your  son  tries  to  skate  or  bi- 
cycle in  his  turn,  he  does  not  pick  up  the 
accomplishment  where  you  left  it,  any 
more  than  he  is  born  six  feet  high  with  a 
beard  and  a  tall  hat.  The  set-back  that  oc- 
curred between  your  lessons  occurs  again. 
The  race  learns  exactly  as  the  individual 
learns.  Your  son  relapses,  not  to  the  very 
beginning,  but  to  a  point  which  no  mortal 
method  of  measurement  can  distinguish 
from  the  beginning.  Now  this  is  odd;  for 
certain  other  habits  of  yours,  equally  ac- 
quired (to  the  Evolutionist,  of  course,  all 
habits  are  acquired),  equally  unconscious, 
equally  automatic,  are  transmitted  without 
any  perceptible  relapse.  For  instance,  the 
very  first  act  of  your  son  when  he  enters 
the  world  as  a  separate  individual  is  to  yell 
with  indignation:  that  yell  which  Shake- 
spear  thought  the  most  tragic  and  piteous 
of  all  sounds.  In  the  act  of  yelling  he 
begins  to  breathe:  another  habit,  and  not 
even  a  necessary  one,  as  the  object  of 
breathing  can  be  achieved  in  other  ways, 
as  by  deep  sea  fishes.  He  circulates  his 
blood  by  pumping  it  with  his  heart.  He 
demands  a  meal,  and  proceeds  at  once 
to  perform  the  most  elaborate  chemical 
operations  on  the  food  he  swallows.  He 
manufactures  teeth;  discards  them;  and 
replaces  them  with  fresh  ones.  Compared 
to  these  habitual  feats,  walking,  standing 
upright,  and  bicycling  are  the  merest 
trifles;  yet  it  is  only  by  going  through  the 
wanting,  trying  process  that  he  can  stand, 
walk,  or  cycle,  whereas  in  the  other  and 
far  more  difficult  and  complex  habits  he 
not  only  does  not  consciously  want  nor 
consciously  try,  but  actually  consciously 
objects  very  strongly.  Take  that  early 
habit  of  cutting  the  teeth:  would  he  do 
that  if  he  could  help  it?  Take  that  later 
habit  of  decaying  and  eliminating  himself 
by  death — equally  an  acquired  habit,  re- 
member— how  he  abhors  it !  Yet  the  habit 
has  become  so  rooted,  so  automatic,  that 
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he  must  do  it  in  spite  of  himself,  even  to 
his  own  destruction. 

We  have  here  a  routine  which,  given 
time  enough  for  it  to  operate,  will  finally 
produce  the  most  elaborate  forms  of  or- 
ganized life  on  Lamarckian  lines  without 
the  intervention  of  Circumstantial  Selec- 
tion at  all.  If  you  can  turn  a  pedestrian 
into  a  cyclist,  and  a  cyclist  into  a  pianist 
or  violinist,  without  the  intervention  of 
Circumstantial  Selection,  you  can  turn 
an  amoeba  into  a  man,  or  a  man  into  a 
superman,  without  it.  All  of  which  is 
rank  heresy  to  the  Neo-Darwinian,  who 
imagines  that  if  you  stop  Circumstantial 
Selection,  you  not  only  stop  development 
but  inaugurate  a  rapid  and  disastrous 
degeneration. 

Let  us  fix  the  Lamarckian  evolutionary 
process  well  in  our  minds.  You  are  alive; 
and  you  want  to  be  more  alive.  You  want 
an  extension  of  consciousness  and  of 
power.  You  want,  consequently,  addi- 
tional organs,  or  additional  uses  of  your 
existing  organs:  that  is,  additional  habits. 
You  get  them  because  you  want  them 
badly  enough  to  keep  trying  for  them 
until  they  come.  Nobody  knows  how: 
nobody  knows  why:  all  we  know  is  that 
the  thing  actually  takes  place.  We  relapse 
miserably  from  effort  to  effort  until  the 
old  organ  is  modified  or  the  new  one 
created,  when  suddenly  the  impossible 
becomes  possible  and  the  habit  is  formed. 
The  moment  we  form  it  we  want  to  get 
rid  of  the  consciousness  of  it  so  as  to 
economize  our  consciousness  for  fresh 
conquests  of  life;  as  all  consciousness 
means  preoccupation  and  obstruction.  If 
we  had  to  think  about  breathing  or  digest- 
ing or  circulating  our  blood  we  should 
have  no  attention  to  spare  for  anything 
else,  as  we  find  to  our  cost  when  any- 
thing goes  wrong  with  these  operations. 
We  want  to  be  unconscious  of  them  just 
as  we  wanted  to  acquire  them;  and  we 
finally  win  what  we  want.  But  we  win 
unconsciousness  of  our  habits  at  the  cost 


of  losing  our  control  of  them;  and  we  also 
build  one  habit  and  its  corresponding 
functional  modification  of  our  organs  on 
another,  and  so  become  dependent  on  our 
old  habits.  Consequently  we  have  to  per- 
sist in  them  even  when  they  hurt  us.  We 
cannot  stop  breathing  to  avoid  an  attack 
of  asthma,  or  to  escape  drowning.  We 
can  lose  a  habit  and  discard  an  organ  when 
we  no  longer  need  them,  just  as  we  ac- 
quired them;  but  this  process  is  slow  and 
broken  by  relapses;  and  relics  of  the 
organ  and  the  habit  long  survive  its 
utility.  And  if  other  and  still  indispens- 
able habits  and  modifications  have  been 
built  on  the  ones  we  wish  to  discard,  we 
must  provide  a  new  foundation  for  them 
before  we  demolish  the  old  one.  This  is 
also  a  slow  process  and  a  very  curious 
one. 

THE  MIRACLE  OF  CONDENSED 
RECAPITULATION 

The  relapses  between  the  efforts  to  ac- 
quire a  habit  are  important  because,  as  we 
have  seen,  they  recur  not  only  from  effort 
to  effort  in  the  case  of  the  individual,  but 
from  generation  to  generation  in  the  case 
of  the  race.  This  relapsing  from  genera- 
tion to  generation  is  an  invariable  char- 
acteristic of  the  evolutionary  process.  For 
instance,  Raphael,  though  descended 
from  eight  uninterrupted  generations  of 
painters,  had  to  learn  to  paint  apparently 
as  if  no  Sanzio  had  ever  handled  a  brush 
before.  But  he  had  also  to  learn  to  breathe, 
and  digest,  and  circulate  his  blood.  Al- 
though his  father  and  mother  were  fully 
grown  adults  when  he  was  conceived,  he 
was  not  conceived  or  even  born  fully 
grown:  he  had  to  go  back  and  begin  as 
a  speck  of  protoplasm,  and  to  struggle 
through  an  embryonic  lifetime,  during 
part  of  which  he  was  indistinguishable 
from  an  embryonic  dog,  and  had  neither 
a  skull  nor  a  backbone.  When  he  at  last 
acquired  these  articles,  he  was  for  some 
time  doubtful  whether  he  was  a  bird  or 
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a  fish.  He  had  to  compress  untold  cen- 
turies of  development  into  nine  months 
before  he  was  human  enough  to  break 
loose  as  an  independent  being.  And  even 
then  he  was  still  so  incomplete  that  his 
parents  might  well  have  exclaimed  "Good 
Heavens!  have  you  learnt  nothing  from 
our  experience  that  you  come  into  the 
world  in  this  ridiculously  elementary 
state?  Why  cant  you  talk  and  walk  and 
paint  and  behave  decently?"  To  that  ques- 
tion Baby  Raphael  had  no  answer.  All  he 
could  have  said  was  that  this  is  how  evolu- 
tion or  transformation  happens.  The  time 
may  come  when  the  same  force  that  com- 
pressed the  development  of  millions  of 
years  into  nine  months  may  pack  many 
more  millions  into  even  a  shorter  space; 
so  that  Raphaels  may  be  born  painters 
as  they  are  now  born  breathers  and  blood 
circulators.  But  they  will  still  begin  as 
specks  of  protoplasm,  and  acquire  the 
faculty  of  painting  in  their  mother's 
womb  at  quite  a  late  stage  of  their  em- 
bryonic life.  They  must  recapitulate  the 
history  of  mankind  in  their  own  persons, 
however  briefly  they  may  condense  it. 

Nothing  was  so  astonishing  and  signi- 
ficant in  the  discoveries  of  the  embryo- 
logists,  nor  anything  so  absurdly  little 
appreciated,  as  this  recapitulation,  as  it  is 
now  called:  this  power  of  hurrying  up 
into  months  a  process  which  was  once 
so  long  and  tedious  that  the  mere  con- 
templation of  it  is  unendurable  by  men 
whose  span  of  life  is  three-score-and-ten. 
It  widened  human  possibilities  to  the 
extent  of  enabling  us  to  hope  that  the 
most  prolonged  and  difficult  operations 
of  our  minds  may  yet  become  instantane- 
ous, or,  as  we  call  it,  instinctive.  It  also 
directed  our  attention  to  examples  of  this 
packing  up  of  centuries  into  seconds 
which  were  staring  us  in  the  face  in  all 
directions.  As  I  write  these  lines  the 
newspapers  are  occupied  by  the  exploits 
of  a  child  of  eight,  who  has  just  defeated 
twenty  adult  chess  players  in  twenty 


games  played  simultaneously,  and  has 
been  able  afterwards  to  reconstruct  all 
the  twenty  games  without  any  apparent 
effort  of  memory.  Most  people,  includ- 
ing myself,  play  chess  (when  they  play 
it  at  all)  from  hand  to  mouth,  and  can 
hardly  recall  the  last  move  but  one,  or 
foresee  the  next  but  two.  Also,  when  I 
have  to  make  an  arithmetical  calculation, 
I  have  to  do  it  step  by  step  with  pencil 
and  paper,  slowly,  reluctantly,  and  with 
so  little  confidence  in  the  result  that  I  dare 
not  act  on  it  without  "proving"  the  sum 
by  a  further  calculation  involving  more 
ciphering.  But  there  are  men  who  can 
neither  read,  write,  nor  cipher,  to  whom 
the  answer  to  such  sums  as  I  can  do  is 
instantly  obvious  without  any  conscious 
calculation  at  all;  and  the  result  is  in- 
fallible. Yet  some  of  these  natural  arith- 
meticians have  but  a  small  vocabulary; 
are  at  a  loss  when  they  have  to  find  words 
for  any  but  the  simplest  everyday  occa- 
sions; and  cannot  for  the  life  of  them  de- 
scribe mechanical  operations  which  they 
perform  daily  in  the  course  of  their  trade; 
whereas  to  me  the  whole  vocabulary  of 
English  literature,  from  Shakespear  to 
the  latest  edition  of  the  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica,  is  so  completely  and  instant- 
aneously at  my  call  that  I  have  never  had 
to  consult  even  a  thesaurus  except  once 
or  twice  when  for  some  reason  I  wanted 
a  third  or  fourth  synonym.  Again,  though 
I  have  tried  and  failed  to  draw  recogniz- 
able portraits  of  persons  I  have  seen 
every  day  for  years,  Mr  Bernard  Part- 
ridge, having  seen  a  man  once,  will,  with- 
out more  strain  than  is  involved  in  eating 
a  sandwich,  draw  him  to  the  life.  The 
keyboard  of  a  piano  is  a  device  I  have 
never  been  able  to  master;  yet  Mr  Cyril 
Scott  uses  it  exactly  as  I  use  my  own 
fingers;  and  to  Sir  Edward  Elgar  an 
orchestral  score  is  as  instantaneously 
intelligible  at  sight  as  a  page  of  Shake- 
spear  is  to  me.  One  man  cannot,  after 
trying  for  years,  finger  the  flute  fluently. 
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Another  will  take  up  a  flute  with  a  newly 
invented  arrangement  of  keys  on  it,  and 
play  it  at  once  with  hardly  a  mistake.  We 
find  people  to  whom  writing  is  so  diffi- 
cult that  they  prefer  to  sign  their  name 
with  a  mark,  and  beside  them  men  who 
master  systems  of  shorthand  and  im- 
provise new  systems  of  their  own  as 
easily  as  they  learnt  the  alphabet.  These 
contrasts  are  to  be  seen  on  all  hands,  and 
have  nothing  to  do  with  variations  in 
general  intelligence,  nor  even  in  the 
specialized  intelligence  proper  to  the 
faculty  in  question:  for  example,  no  com- 
poser or  dramatic  poet  has  ever  pretended 
to  be  able  to  perform  all  the  parts  he 
writes  for  the  singers,  actors,  and  players 
who  are  his  executants.  One  might  as 
well  expect  Napoleon  to  be  a  fencer,  or 
the  Astronomer  Royal  to  know  how 
many  beans  make  five  any  better  than 
his  bookkeeper.  Even  exceptional  com- 
mand of  language  does  not  imply  the 
possession  of  ideas  to  express:  Mezzo- 
fanti,  the  master  of  fifty-eight  languages, 
had  less  to  say  in  them  than  Shakespear 
with  his  little  Latin  and  less  Greek;  and 
public  life  is  the  paradise  of  voluble  wind- 
bags. 

All  these  examples,  which  might  be 
multiplied  by  millions,  are  cases  in  which 
a  long,  laborious,  conscious,  detailed 
process  of  acquirement  has  been  con- 
densed into  an  instinctive  and  uncon- 
scious inborn  one.  Factors  which  formerly 
had  to  be  considered  one  by  one  in  suc- 
cession are  integrated  into  what  seems 
a  single  simple  factor.  Chains  of  hardly 
soluble  problems  have  coalesced  in  one 
problem  which  solves  itself  the  moment 
it  is  raised.  What  is  more,  they  have  been 
pushed  back  (or  forward,  if  you  like) 
from  post-natal  to  pre-natal  ones.  The 
child  in  the  womb  may  take  some  time 
over  them;  but  it  is  a  miraculously 
shortened  time. 

The  time  phenomena  involved  are  curi- 
ous, and  suggest  that  we  are  either  wrong 


about  our  history  or  else  that  we  enor- 
mously exaggerate  the  periods  required 
for  the  pre-natal  acquirement  of  habits. 
In  the  nineteenth  century  we  talked  very 
glibly  about  geological  periods,  and  flung 
millions  of  eons  about  in  the  most  lordly 
manner  in  our  reaction  against  Arch- 
bishop Ussher's  chronology.  We  had  a 
craze  for  big  figures,  and  positively  liked 
to  believe  that  the  progress  made  by  the 
child  in  the  womb  in  a  month  was  repre- 
sented in  prehistoric  time  by  ages  and 
ages.  We  insisted  that  Evolution  ad- 
vanced more  slowly  than  any  snail  ever 
crawled,  and  that  Nature  does  not  pro- 
ceed by  leaps  and  bounds.  This  was  all 
very  well  as  long  as  we  were  dealing  with 
such  acquired  habits  as  breathing  or  di- 
gestion. It  was  possible  to  believe  that 
dozens  of  epochs  had  gone  to  the  slow 
building  up  of  these  habits.  But  when  we 
have  to  consider  the  case  of  a  man  born 
not  only  as  an  accomplished  metabolist, 
but  with  such  an  aptitude  for  shorthand 
and  keyboard  manipulation  that  he  is  a 
stenographer  or  pianist  at  least  five  sixths 
ready-made  as  soon  as  he  can  control 
his  hands  intelligently,  we  are  forced  to 
suspect  either  that  keyboards  and  short- 
hand are  older  inventions  than  we  sup- 
pose, or  else  that  acquirements  can  be 
assimilated  and  stored  as  congenital  quali- 
fications in  a  shorter  time  than  we  think; 
so  that,  as  between  Lyell  and  Archbishop 
Ussher,  the  laugh  may  not  be  with  Lyell 
quite  so  uproariously  as  it  seemed  fifty 
years  ago. 

HEREDITY  AN   OLD   STORY 

It  is  evident  that  the  evolutionary  pro- 
cess is  a  hereditary  one,  or,  to  put  it  less 
drily,  that  human  life  is  continuous  and 
immortal.  The  Evolutionists  took  hered- 
ity for  granted.  So  did  everybody.  The 
human  mind  has  been  soaked  in  heredity 
as  long  back  as  we  can  trace  its  thought. 
Hereditary  peers,  hereditary  monarchs, 
hereditary  castes  and  trades  and  classes 
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were  the  best  known  of  social  institutions, 
and  in  some  cases  of  public  nuisances. 
Pedigree  men  counted  pedigree  dogs  and 
pedigree  horses  among  their  most  cher- 
ished possessions.  Far  from  being  uncon- 
scious of  heredity,  or  sceptical,  men  were 
insanely  credulous  about  it:  they  not  only 
believed  in  the  transmission  of  qualities 
and  habits  from  generation  to  generation, 
but  expected  the  son  to  begin  mentally 
where  the  father  left  off. 

This  belief  in  heredity  led  naturally  to 
the  practice  of  Intentional  Selection. 
Good  blood  and  breeding  were  eagerly 
sought  after  in  human  marriage.  In  deal- 
ing with  plants  and  animals,  selection 
with  a  view  to  the  production  of  new 
varieties  and  the  improvement  and  modi- 
fication of  species  had  been  practised  ever 
since  men  began  to  cultivate  them.  My 
pre-Darwinian  uncle  knew  as  well  as  Dar- 
win that  the  race-horse  and  the  dray- 
horse  are  not  separate  creations  from  the 
Garden  of  Eden,  but  adaptations  by  de- 
liberate human  selection  of  the  medieval 
war-horse  to  modern  racing  and  indus- 
trial haulage.  He  knew  that  there  are 
nearly  two  hundred  different  sorts  of 
dogs,  all  capable  of  breeding  with  one  an- 
other and  of  producing  cross  varieties  un- 
known to  Adam.  He  knew  that  the  same 
thing  is  true  of  pigeons.  He  knew  that 
gardeners  had  spent  their  lives  trying  to 
breed  black  tulips  and  green  carnations 
and  unheard-of  orchids,  and  had  actually 
produced  flowers  just  as  strange  to  Eve. 
His  quarrel  with  the  Evolutionists  was 
not  a  quarrel  with  the  evidence  for  Evolu- 
tion: he  had  accepted  enough  of  it  to 
prove  Evolution  ten  times  over  before  he 
ever  heard  of  it.  What  he  repudiated  was 
cousinship  with  the  ape,  and  the  implied 
suspicion  of  a  rudimentary  tail,  because  it 
was  offensive  to  his  sense  of  his  own  dig- 
nity, and  because  he  thought  that  apes 
were  ridiculous,  and  tails  diabolical  when 
associated  with  the  erect  posture.  Also 
he  believed  that  Evolution  was  a  heresy 


which  involved  the  destruction  of  Ciu  is- 
tianity,  of  which,  as  a  member  of  the  Irish 
Church  (the  pseudo-Protestant  one),  he 
conceived  himself  a  pillar.  But  this  was 
only  his  ignorance;  for  a  man  may  deny 
his  descent  from  an  ape  and  be  eligible  as 
a  churchwarden  without  being  any  the 
less  a  convinced  Evolutionist. 

DISCOVERY  ANTICIPATED   BY 
DIVINATION 

What  is  more,  the  religious  folk  can 
claim  to  be  among  the  pioneers  of  Evo- 
lutionism. Weismann,  Neo-Darwinist 
though  he  was,  devoted  a  long  passage 
in  his  History  of  Evolution  to  the  Nature 
Philosophy  of  Lorenz  Oken,  published  in 
1809.  Oken  defined  natural  science  as  "the 
science  of  the  everlasting  transmutations 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  world."  His  re- 
ligion had  started  him  on  the  right  track, 
and  not  only  led  him  to  think  out  a  whole 
scheme  of  Evolution  in  abstract  terms,  but 
guided  his  aim  in  a  significantly  good 
scientific  shot  which  brought  him  within 
the  scope  of  Weismann.  He  not  only  de- 
fined the  original  substance  from  which 
all  forms  of  life  have  developed  as  proto- 
plasm, or,  as  he  called  it,  primitive  slime 
(Urschleim\  but  actually  declared  that 
this  slime  took  the  form  of  vesicles  out  of 
which  the  universe  was  built.  Here  was 
the  modern  cell  morphology  guessed  by 
a  religious  thinker  long  before  the  micro- 
scope and  the  scalpel  forced  it  on  the 
vision  of  mere  laboratory  workers  who 
could  not  think  and  had  no  religion.  They 
worked  hard  to  discover  the  vital  secrets 
of  the  glands  by  opening  up  dogs  and  cut- 
ting out  the  glands,  or  tying  up  their 
ducts,  or  severing  their  nerves,  thereby 
learning,  negatively,  that  the  governors 
of  our  vital  forces  do  not  hold  their  in- 
cessant conversations  through  the  nerves, 
an*4  positively,  how  miserably  a  horribly 
injured  dog  can  die,  leaving  us  to  infer 
that  we  shall  probably  perish  likewise  if 
we  grudge  our  guineas  to  Harley  Street. 
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Lorenz  Oken  thought  very  hard  to  find 
out  what  was  happening  to  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  thereby  made  a  contribution 
of  extraordinary  importance  to  our  un- 
derstanding of  uninjured  creatures.  The 
man  who  was  scientific  enough  to  see  that 
the  Holy  Ghost  is  a  scientific  fact  got 
easily  in  front  of  the  blockheads  who 
could  only  sin  against  it.  Hence  my  uncle 
was  turning  his  back  on  very  respectable 
company  when  he  derided  Evolution, 
and  would  probably  have  recanted  and 
apologized  at  once  had  anybody  pointed 
out  to  him  what  a  solecism  he  was  com- 
mitting. 

The  metaphysical  side  of  Evolution 
was  thus  no  novelty  when  Darwin 
arrived.  Had  Oken  never  lived,  there 
would  still  have  been  millions  of  persons 
trained  from  their  childhood  to  believe 
that  we  are  continually  urged  upwards 
by  a  force  called  the  Will  of  God.  In  1819 
Schopenhauer  published  his  treatise  on 
The  World  as  Will,  which  is  the  meta- 
physical complement  to  Lamarck's  natural 
history,  as  it  demonstrates  that  the  driv- 
ing force  behind  Evolution  is  a  will-to- 
live,  and  to  live,  as  Christ  said  long  be- 
fore, more  abundantly.  And  the  earlier 
philosophers,  from  Plato  to  Leibnitz,  had 
kept  the  human  mind  open  for  the 
thought  of  the  universe  as  one  idea 
behind  all  its  physically  apprehensible 
transformations. 

CORRECTED   DATES   FOR  THE  DISCOVERY 
OF  EVOLUTION 

All  this,  remember,  is  the  state  of 
things  in  the  pre-Darwin  period,  which 
so  many  of  us  still  think  of  as  a  pre- 
eyolutionary  period.  Evolutionism  was 
the  rage  before  Queen  Victoria  came  to 
the  throne.  To  fix  this  chronology,  let 
me  repeat  the  story  told  by  Weismann 
of  the  July  revolution  in  Paris  in  1830, 
when  the  French  got  rid  of  Charles  the 
Tenth.  Goethe  was  then  still  living;  and 
a  French  friend  of  his  called  on  him  and 


found  him  wildly  excited.  "What  do  you 
think  of  the  great  event?"  said  Goethe. 
"The  volcano  is  in  eruption;  and  all  is  in 
flames.  There  can  no  longer  be  discussion 
with  closed  doors."  The  Frenchman  re- 
plied that  no  doubt  it  was  a  terrible  busi- 
ness; but  what  could  they  expect  with 
such  a  ministry  and  such  a  king?  "Stuff!" 
said  Goethe:  "I  am  not  thinking  of  these 
people  at  all,  but  of  the  open  rupture  in 
the  French  Academy  between  Cuvier  and 
St  Hilaire.  It  is  of  the  utmost  importance 
to  science."  The  rupture  Goethe  meant 
was  about  Evolution,  Cuvier  contending 
that  there  were  four  species,  and  St 
Hilaire  that  there  was  only  one. 

From  1830,  when  Darwin  was  an  ap- 
parently unpromising  lad  of  twentyone, 
until  1859,  when  he  turned  the  world  up- 
side down  by  his  Origin  of  Species,  there 
was  a  slump  in  Evolutionism.  The  first 
generation  of  its  enthusiasts  was  ageing 
and  dying  out;  and  their  successors  were 
being  taught  from  the  Book  of  Genesis, 
just  as  Edward  VI  was  (and  Edward  VII 
too,  for  that  matter).  Nobody  who  knew 
the  theory  was  adding  anything  to  it. 
This  slump  not  only  heightened  the  im- 
pression of  entire  novelty  when  Darwin 
brought  the  subject  to  the  front  again:  it 
probably  prevented  him  from  realizing 
how  much  had  been  done  before,  even 
by  his  own  grandfather,  to  whom  he  was 
accused  of  being  unjust.  Besides,  he  was 
not  really  carrying  on  the  family  business. 
He  was  an  entirely  original  worker;  and 
he  was  on  a  new  tack,  as  we  shall  see  pre- 
sently. And  he  would  not  in  any  case  have 
thought  much,  as  a  practical  naturalist, 
of  the  more  or  less  mystical  intellectual 
speculations  of  the  Deists  of  1790-1830. 
Scientific  workers  were  very  tired  of 
Deism  just  then.  They  had  given  up  the 
riddle  of  the  Great  First  Cause  as  in- 
soluble, and  were  calling  themselves,  ac- 
cordingly, Agnostics.  They  had  turned 
from  the  inscrutable  question  of  Why 
things  existed,  to  the  spade  work  of  dis- 
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covering  What  was  really  occurring  in 
the  world  and  How  it  really  occurred. 

With  all  his  attention  bent  in  this  new 
direction,  Darwin  soon  noticed  that  a 
good  deal  was  occurring  in  an  entirely 
unmystical  and  even  unmeaning  way  of 
which  the  older  speculative  Deist-Evolu- 
tionists had  taken  little  or  no  account. 
Nowadays,  when  we  are  turning  in 
weary  disgust  and  disillusion  from  Neo- 
Darwinism  and  Mechanism  to  Vitalism 
and  Creative  Evolution,  it  is  difficult  to 
imagine  how  this  new  departure  of  Dar- 
win's could  possibly  have  appealed  to  his 
contemporaries  as  exciting,  agreeable, 
above  all  as  hopeful.  Let  me  therefore  try 
to  bring  back  something  of  the  atmo- 
sphere of  that  time  by  describing  a  scene, 
very  characteristic  of  its  superstitions,  in 
which  I  took  what  was  then  considered 
an  unspeakably  shocking  part. 

DEFYING  THE  LIGHTNING:  A  FRUSTRATED 
EXPERIMENT 

One  evening  in  1878  or  thereabouts, 
I,  being  then  in  my  earliest  twenties,  was 
at  a  bachelor  party  of  young  men  of  the 
professional  class  in  the  house  of  a  doctor 
in  the  Kensingtonian  quarter  of  London. 
They  fell  to  talking  about  religious  re- 
vivals; and  an  anecdote  was  related  of  a 
man  who,  having  incautiously  scoffed  at 
the  mission  of  Messrs  Moody  and  Sankey, 
a  then  famous  firm  of  American  evan- 
gelists, was  subsequently  carried  home  on 
a  shutter,  slain  by  divine  vengeance  as  a 
blasphemer.  A  timid  minority,  without 
quite  venturing  to  question  the  truth  of 
the  incident — for  they  naturally  did  not 
care  to  run  the  risk  of  going  home  on 
shutters  themselves — nevertheless  shewed 
a  certain  disposition  to  cavil  at  those  who 
exulted  in  it;  and  something  approaching 
to  an  argument  began.  At  last  it  was 
alleged  by  the  most  evangelical  of  the 
disputants  that  Charles  Bradlaugh,  the 
most  formidable  atheist  on  the  Secularist 
platform,  had  taken  out  his  watch  publicly 


and  challenged  the  Almighty  to  strike 
him  dead  in  five  minutes  if  he  really 
existed  and  disapproved  of  atheism.  The 
leader  of  the  cavillers,  with  great  heat, 
repudiated  this  as  a  gross  calumny,  de- 
claring that  Bradlaugh  had  repeatedly 
and  indignantly  contradicted  it,  and  im- 
plying that  the  atheist  champion  was  far 
too  pious  a  man  to  commit  such  a  blas- 
phemy. This  exquisite  confusion  of  ideas 
roused  my  sense  of  comedy.  It  was  clear 
to  me  that  the  challenge  attributed  to 
Charles  Bradlaugh  was  a  scientific  experi- 
ment of  a  quite  simple,  straightforward, 
and  proper  kind  to  ascertain  whether  the 
expression  of  atheistic  opinions  really  did 
involve  any  personal  risk.  It  was  certainly 
the  method  taught  in  the  Bible,  Elijah 
having  confuted  the  prophets  of  Baal  in 
precisely  that  way,  with  every  circum- 
stance of  bitter  mockery  of  their  god 
when  he  failed  to  send  down  fire  from 
heaven.  Accordingly  I  said  that  if  the 
question  at  issue  were  whether  the  penalty 
of  questioning  the  theology  of  Messrs 
Moody  and  Sankey  was  to  be  struck  dead 
on  the  spot  by  an  incensed  deity,  nothing 
could  effect  a  more  convincing  settlement 
of  it  than  the  very  obvious  experiment 
attributed  to  Mr  Bradlaugh,  and  that  con- 
sequently if  he  had  not  tried  it,  he  ought 
to  have  tried  it.  The  omission,  I  added, 
was  one  which  could  easily  be  remedied 
there  and  then,  as  I  happened  to  share 
Mr  Bradlaugh's  views  as  to  the  absurdity 
of  the  belief  in  these  violent  interfer- 
ences with  the  order  of  nature  by  a  short- 
tempered  and  thin-skinned  supernatural 
deity.  Therefore — and  at  that  point  I 
took  out  my  watch. 

The  effect  was  electrical.  Neither  scep- 
tics nor  devotees  were  prepared  to  abide 
the  result  of  the  experiment.  In  vain  did 
I  urge  the  pious  to  trust  in  the  accuracy 
of  their  deity's  aim  with  a  thunderbolt, 
and  the  justice  of  his  discrimination  be- 
tween the  innocent  and  the  guilty.  In  vain 
did  I  appeal  to  the  sceptics  to  accept  the 
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logical  outcome  of  their  scepticism:  it 
soon  appeared  that  when  thunderbolts 
were  in  question  there  were  no  sceptics. 
Our  host,  seeing  that  his  guests  would 
vanish  precipitately  if  the  impious  chal- 
lenge were  uttered,  leaving  him  alone 
with  a  solitary  infidel  under  sentence  of 
extermination  in  five  minutes,  interposed 
and  forbade  the  experiment,  pleading  at 
the  same  time  for  a  change  of  subject.  I 
of  course  complied,  but  could  not  refrain 
from  remarking  that  though  the  dreadful 
words  had  not  been  uttered,  yet,  as  the 
thought  had  been  formulated  in  my  mind, 
it  was  very  doubtful  whether  the  conse- 
quences could  be  averted  by  sealing  my 
lips.  However,  the  rest  appeared  to  feel 
that  the  game  would  be  played  according 
to  the  rules,  and  that  it  mattered  very 
little  what  I  thought  so  long  as  I  said 
nothing.  Only  the  leader  of  the  evangeli- 
cal party,  I  thought,  was  a  little  preoccu- 
pied until  five  minutes  had  elapsed  and 
the  weather  was  still  calm. 

IN   QUEST  OF  THE   FIRST  CAUSE 

Another  reminiscence.  In  those  days 
we  thought  in  terms  of  time  and  space,  of 
cause  and  effect,  as  we  still  do;  but  we 
do  not  now  demand  from  a  religion  that 
it  shall  explain  the  universe  completely 
in  terms  of  cause  and  effect,  and  present 
the  world  to  us  as  a  manufactured  article 
and  as  the  private  property  of  its  Manu- 
facturer. We  did  then.  We  were  invited 
to  pity  the  delusion  of  certain  heathens 
who  held  that  the  world  is  supported  by 
an  elephant  who  is  supported  by  a  tor- 
toise. Mahomet  decided  that  the  moun- 
tains are  great  weights  to  keep  the  world 
from  being  blown  away  into  space.  But 
we  refuted  these  orientals  by  asking 
triumphantly  what  the  tortoise  stands  on? 
Freethinkers  asked  which  came  first:  the 
owl  or  the  egg.  Nobody  thought  of  say- 
ing that  the  ultimate  problem  of  existence, 
being  clearly  insoluble  and  even  un- 
thinkable on  causation  lines,  could  not 


be  a  causation  problem.  To  pious  people 
this  would  have  been  flat  atheism,  be- 
cause they  assumed  that  God  must  be  a 
Cause,  and  sometimes  called  him  The 
Great  First  Cause,  or,  in  still  choicer  lan- 
guage, The  Primal  Cause.  To  the  Ration- 
alists it  would  have  been  a  renunciation 
of  reason.  Here  and  there  a  man  would 
confess  that  he  stood  as  with  a  dim  lan- 
tern in  a  dense  fog,  and  could  see  but  a 
little  way  in  any  direction  into  infinity. 
But  he  did  not  really  believe  that  infinity 
was  infinite  or  that  the  eternal  was  also 
sempiternal:  he  assumed  that  all  things, 
known  and  unknown,  were  caused. 

Hence  it  was  that  I  found  myself  one 
day  towards  the  end  of  the  eighteen- 
seventies  in  a  cell  in  the  old  Brompton 
Oratory  arguing  with  Father  Addis,  who 
had  been  called  by  one  of  his  flock  to 
attempt  my  conversion  to  Roman  Ca- 
tholicism. The  universe  exists,  said  the 
father:  somebody  must  have  made  it.  If 
that  somebody  exists,  said  I,  somebody 
must  have  made  him.  I  grant  that  for  the 
sake  of  argument,  said  the  Oratorian.  I 
grant  you  a  maker  of  God.  I  grant  you 
a  maker  of  the  maker  of  God.  I  grant  you 
as  long  a  line  of  makers  as  you  please; 
but  an  infinity  of  makers  is  unthinkable 
and  extravagant:  it  is  no  harder  to  be- 
lieve in  number  one  than  in  number  fifty 
thousand  or  fifty  million;  so  why  not 
accept  number  one  and  stop  there,  since 
no  attempt  to  get  behind  him  will  remove 
your  logical  difficulty?  By  your  leave, 
said  I,  it  is  as  easy  for  me  to  believe  that 
the  universe  made  itself  as  that  a  maker 
of  the  universe  made  himself:  in  fact  much 
easier;  for  the  universe  visibly  exists  and 
makes  itself  as  it  goes  along,  whereas  a 
maker  for  it  is  a  hypothesis.  Of  course 
we  could  get  no  further  on  these  lines. 
He  rose  and  said  that  we  were  like  two 
men  working  a  saw,  he  pushing  it  for- 
ward and  I  pushing  it  back,  and  cutting 
nothing;  but  when  we  had  dropped  the 
subject  and  were  walking  through  the 
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refectory,  he  returned  to  it  for  a  moment 
to  say  that  he  should  go  mad  if  he  lost 
his  belief.  I,  glorying  in  the  robust  cal- 
lousness of  youth  and  the  comedic  spirit, 
felt  quite  comfortable  and  said  so;  though 
I  was  touched,  too,  by  his  evident  sin- 
cerity. 

These  two  anecdotes  are  superficially 
trivial  and  even  comic;  but  there  is  an 
abyss  of  horror  beneath  them.  They 
reveal  a  condition  so  utterly  irreligious 
that  religion  means  nothing  but  belief 
in  a  nursery  bogey,  and  its  inadequacy  is 
demonstrated  by  a  toy  logical  dilemma, 
neither  the  bogey  nor  the  dilemma  hav- 
ing anything  to  do  with  religion,  or  being 
serious  enough  to  impose  on  or  confuse 
any  properly  educated  child  over  the  age 
of  six.  One  hardly  knows  which  is  the 
more  appalling:  the  abjectness  of  the 
credulity  or  the  flippancy  of  the  scepti- 
cism. The  result  was  inevitable.  All  who 
were  strongminded  enough  not  to  be 
terrified  by  the  bogey  were  left  stranded 
in  empty  contemptuous  negation,  and 
argued,  when  they  argued  at  all,  as  I 
argued  with  Father  Addis.  But  their  posi- 
tion was  not  intellectually  comfortable. 
A  member  of  parliament  expressed  their 
discomfort  when,  objecting  to  the  admis- 
sion of  Charles  Bradlaugh  into  parlia- 
ment, he  said  "Hang  it  all,  a  man  should 
believe  in  something  or  somebody."  It 
was  easy  to  throw  the  bogey  into  the 
dustbin;  but  none  the  less  the  world,  our 
corner  of  the  universe,  did  not  look  like 
a  pure  accident:  it  presented  evidences 
of  design  in  every  direction.  There  was 
mind  and  purpose  behind  it.  As  the  anti- 
Bradlaugh  member  would  have  put  it, 
there  must  be  somebody  behind  the 
something:  no  atheist  could  get  over  that. 

PALEY'S  WATCH 

Paley  had  put  the  argument  in  an 
apparently  unanswerable  form.  If  you 
found  a  watch,  full  of  mechanism  ex- 
quisitely adapted  to  produce  a  series  of 


operations  all  leading  to  the  fulfilment 
of  one  central  purpose  of  measuring  for 
mankind  the  march  of  the  day  and  night, 
could  you  believe  that  it  was  not  the 
work  of  a  cunning  artificer  who  had  de- 
signed and  contrived  it  all  to  that  end? 
And  here  was  a  far  more  wonderful  thing 
than  a  watch,  a  man  with  all  his  organs 
ingeniously  contrived,  cords  and  levers, 
girders  and  kingposts,  circulating  sys- 
tems of  pipes  and  valves,  dialysing  mem- 
branes, chemical  retorts,  carburettors, 
ventilators,  inlets  and  outlets,  telephone 
transmitters  in  his  ears,  light  recorders 
and  lenses  in  his  eyes:  was  it  conceivable 
that  this  was  the  work  of  chance?  that  no 
artificer  had  wrought  here?  that  there 
was  no  purpose  in  this,  no  design,  no 
guiding  intelligence?  The  thing  was  in- 
credible. In  vain  did  Helmholtz  declare 
that  "the  eye  has  every  possible  defect 
that  can  be  found  in  an  optical  instru- 
ment, and  even  some  peculiar  to  itself," 
and  that  "if  an  optician  tried  to  sell  me 
an  instrument  which  had  all  these  defects 
I  should  think  myself  quite  justified  in 
blaming  his  carelessness  in  the  strongest 
terms,  and  sending  him  back  his  instru- 
ment." To  discredit  the  optician's  skill 
was  not  to  get  rid  of  the  optician.  The 
eye  might  not  be  so  cleverly  made  as 
Paley  thought,  but  it  was  made  some- 
how, by  somebody. 

And  then  my  argument  with  Father 
Addis  began  all  over  again.  It  was  easy 
enough  to  say  that  every  man  makes  his 
own  eyes:  indeed  the  embryologists  had 
actually  caught  him  doing  it.  But  what 
about  the  very  evident  purpose  that 
prompted  him  to  do  it?  Why  did  he 
want  to  see,  if  not  to  extend  his  con- 
sciousness and  his  knowledge  and  his 
power?  That  purpose  was  at  work  every- 
where, and  must  be  something  bigger 
than  the  individual  eye-making  man. 
Only  the  stupidest  muckrakers  could  fail 
to  see  this,  and  even  to  know  it  as  part  of 
their  own  consciousness.  Yet  to  admit  it 
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seemed  to  involve  letting  the  bogey  come 
back,  so  inextricably  had  we  managed  to 
mix  up  belief  in  the  bogey's  existence 
with  belief  in  the  existence  of  design  in 
the  universe. 

THE  IRRESISTIBLE  CRY  OF  ORDER,  ORDER! 

Our  scornful  young  scientific  and  philo- 
sophic lions  of  today  must  not  blame  the 
Church  of  England  for  this  confusion  of 
thought.  In  1562  the  Church,  in  convoca- 
tion in  London  "for  the  avoiding  of  di- 
versities of  opinions  and  for  the  establish- 
ment of  consent  touching  true  religion," 
proclaimed  in  their  first  utterance,  and  as 
an  Article  of  Religion,  that  God  is  "with- 
out body?/ parts,  or  passions,"  or,  as  we 
say,  an  Elan  Vital  or  Life  Force.  Un- 
fortunately neither  parents,  parsons,  nor 
pedagogues  could  be  induced  to  adopt 
that  article.  St  John  might  say  that  "God 
is  spirit"  as  pointedly  as  he  pleased;  our 
Sovereign  Lady  Elizabeth  might  ratify 
the  Article  again  and  again;  serious  divines 
might  feel  as  deeply  as  they  could  that  a 
God  with  body,  parts,  and  passions  could 
be  nothing  but  an  anthropomorphic  idol: 
no  matter:  people  at  large  could  not  con- 
ceive a  God  who  was  not  anthropomor- 
phic: they  stood  by  the  Old  Testament 
legends  of  a  God  whose  parts  had  been 
seen  by  one  of  the  patriarchs,  and  finally 
set  up  as  against  the  Church  a  God  who, 
far  from  being  without  body,  parts,  or 
passions,  was  composed  of  nothing  else, 
and  of  very  evil  passions  too.  They  im- 
posed this  idol  in  practice  on  the  Church 
itself,  in  spite  of  the  First  Article,  and 
thereby  homeopathically  produced  the 
atheist,  whose  denial  of  God  was  simply 
a  denial  of  the  idol  and  a  demonstration 
against  an  unbearable  and  most  unchris- 
tian idolatry.  The  idol  was,  as  Shelley  had 
been  expelled  from  Oxford  for  pointing 
out,  an  almighty  fiend,  with  a  petty  char- 
acter and  unlimited  power,  spiteful,  cruel, 
jealous,  vindictive,  and  physically  violent. 
The  most  villainous  schoolmasters,  the 


most  tyrannical  parents,  fell  far  short  in 
their  attempts  to  imitate  it.  But  it  was  not 
its  social  vices  that  brought  it  low.  What 
made  it  scientifically  intolerable  was  that 
it  was  ready  at  a  moment's  notice  to  upset 
the  whole  order  of  the  universe  on  the 
most  trumpery  provocation,  whether  by 
stopping  the  sun  in  the  valley  of  Ajalon 
or  sending  an  atheist  home  dead  on  a 
shutter  (the  shutter  was  indispensable  be- 
cause it  marked  the  utter  unpreparedness 
of  the  atheist,  who,  unable  to  save  him- 
self by  a  deathbed  repentance,  was  subse- 
quently roasted  through  all  eternity  in 
blazing  brimstone).  It  was  this  disorderli- 
ness,  this  refusal  to  obey  its  own  laws  of 
nature,  that  created  a  scientific  need  for  its 
destruction.  Science  could  stand  a  cruel 
and  unjust  god;  for  nature  was  full  of 
suffering  and  injustice.  But  a  disorderly 
god  was  impossible.  In  the  Middle  Ages 
a  compromise  had  been  made  by  which 
two  different  orders  of  truth,  religious  and 
scientific,  had  been  recognized,  in  order 
that  a  schoolman  might  say  that  two 
and  two  make  four  without  being  burnt 
for  heresy.  But  the  nineteenth  century, 
steeped  in  a  meddling,  presumptuous, 
reading-and-writing,  socially  and  politic- 
ally powerful  ignorance  inconceivable  by 
Thomas  Aquinas  or  even  Roger  Bacon, 
was  incapable  of  so  convenient  an  ar- 
rangement; and  science  was  strangled  by 
bigoted  ignoramuses  claiming  infallibility 
for  their  interpretation  of  the  Bible,  which 
was  regarded,  not  as  a  literature  nor  even 
as  a  book,  but  partly  as  an  oracle  which 
answered  and  settled  all  questions,  and 
partly  as  a  talisman  to  be  carried  by 
soldiers  in  their  breast  pockets  or  placed 
under  the  pillows  of  persons  who  were 
afraid  of  ghosts.  The  tract  shops  ex- 
hibited in  their  windows  bullet-dinted 
testaments,  mothers'  gifts  to  their  soldier 
sons  whose  lives  had  been  saved  by  it;  for 
the  muzzle-loaders  of  those  days  could 
not  drive  a  projectile  through  so  many 
pages. 
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THE  MOMENT  AND  THE  MAN 

This  superstition  of  a  continual  caprici- 
ous disorder  in  nature,  of  a  lawgiver  who 
was  also  a  lawbreaker,  made  atheists  in  all 
directions  among  clever  and  lightminded 
people.  But  atheism  did  not  account  for 
Paley's  watch.  Atheism  accounted  for 
nothing;  and  it  was  the  business  of 
science  to  account  for  everything  that  was 
plainly  accountable.  Science  had  no  use 
for  mere  negation:  what  was  desired  by  it 
above  all  things  just  then  was  a  demon- 
stration that  the  evidences  of  design  could 
be  explained  without  resort  to  the  hypo- 
thesis of  a  personal  designer.  If  only  some 
genius,  whilst  admitting  Paley's  facts, 
could  knock  the  brains  out  of  Paley  by 
the  discovery  of  a  method  whereby 
watches  could  happen  without  watch- 
makers, that  genius  was  assured  of  such  a 
welcome  from  the  thought  of  his  day  as 
no  natural  philosopher  had  ever  enjoyed 
before. 

The  time  being  thus  ripe,  the  genius 
appeared;  and  his  name  was  Charles  Dar- 
win. And  now,  what  did  Darwin  really 
discover? 

Here,  I  am  afraid,  I  shall  require  once 
more  the  assistance  of  the  giraffe,  or,  as 
he  was  called  in  the  days  of  the  celebrated 
Buffoon,  the  camelopard  (by  children, 
cammy leopard).  I  do  not  remember  how 
this  animal  imposed  himself  illustratively 
on  the  Evolution  controversy;  but  there 
was  no  getting  away  from  him  then;  and 
I  am  old-fashioned  enough  to  be  unable 
to  get  away  from  him  now.  How  did  he 
come  by  his  long  neck?  Lamarck  would 
have  said,  by  wanting  to  get  at  the  tender 
leaves  high  up  on  the  tree,  and  trying 
until  he  succeeded  in  wishing  the  neces- 
sary length  of  neck  into  existence.  An- 
other answer  was  also  possible:  namely, 
that  some  prehistoric  stock-breeder,  wish- 
ing to  produce  a  natural  curiosity,  selected 
the  longest-necked  animals  he  could  find, 
and  bred  from  them  until  at  last  an  animal 


with  an  abnormally  long  neck  was  evolved 
by  intentional  selection,  just  as  the  race- 
horse or  the  fantail  pigeon  has  been 
evolved.  Both  these  explanations,  you 
will  observe,  involve  consciousness,  will, 
design,  purpose,  either  on  the  part  of  the 
animal  itself  or  on  the  part  of  a  superior 
intelligence  controlling  its  destiny.  Dar- 
win pointed  out — and  this  and  no  more 
was  Darwin's  famous  discovery — that  a 
third  explanation,  involving  neither  will 
nor  purpose  nor  design  either  in  the  ani- 
mal or  anyone  else,  was  on  the  cards.  If 
your  neck  is  too  short  to  reach  your  food, 
you  die.  That  may  be  the  simple  explana- 
tion of  the  fact  that  all  the  surviving  ani- 
mals that  feed  on  foliage  have  necks  or 
trunks  long  enough  to  reach  it.  So  bang 
goes  your  belief  that  the  necks  must  have 
been  designed  to  reach  the  food.  But 
Lamarck  did  not  believe  that  the  necks 
were  so  designed  in  the  beginning:  he 
believed  that  the  long  necks  were  evolved 
by  wanting  and  trying.  Not  necessarily, 
said  Darwin.  Consider  the  effect  on  the 
giraffes  of  the  natural  multiplication  of 
their  numbers,  as  insisted  on  by  Malthus. 
Suppose  the  average  height  of  the  foliage- 
eating  animals  is  four  feet,  and  that  they 
increase  in  numbers  until  a  time  comes 
when  all  the  trees  are  eaten  away  to 
within  four  feet  of  the  ground.  Then  the 
animals  who  happen  to  be  an  inch  or  two 
short  of  the  average  will  die  of  starvation. 
All  the  animals  who  happen  to  be  an  inch 
or  so  above  the  average  will  be  better  fed 
and  stronger  than  the  others.  They  will 
secure  the  strongest  and  tallest  mates;  and 
their  progeny  will  survive  whilst  the  aver- 
age ones  and  the  sub-average  ones  will 
die  out.  This  process,  by  which  the  species 
gains,  say,  an  inch  in  reach,  will  repeat 
itself  until  the  giraffe's  neck  is  so  long  that 
he  can  always  find  food  enough  within 
his  reach,  at  which  point,  of  course,  the 
selective  process  stops  and  the  length  of 
the  giraffe's  neck  stops  with  it.  Other- 
wise, he  would  grow  until  he  could  browse 
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off  the  trees  in  the  moon.  And  this,  mark 
you,  without  the  intervention  of  any 
stock-breeder,  human  or  divine,  and 
without  will,  purpose,  design,  or  even 
consciousness  beyond  the  blind  will  to 
satisfy  hunger.  It  is  true  that  this  blind 
will,  being  in  effect  a  will  to  live,  gives 
away  the  whole  case;  but  still,  as  com- 
pared to  the  open-eyed  intelligent  want- 
ing and  trying  of  Lamarck,  the  Darwinian 
process  may  be  described  as  a  chapter  of 
accidents.  As  such,  it  seems  simple,  be- 
cause you  do  not  at  first  realize  all  that  it 
involves.  But  when  its  whole  significance 
dawns  on  you,  your  heart  sinks  into  a  heap 
of  sand  within  you.  There  is  a  hideous 
fatalism  about  it,  a  ghastly  and  damnable 
reduction  of  beauty  and  intelligence,  of 
strength  and  purpose,  of  honor  and  aspira- 
tion, to  such  casually  picturesque  changes 
as  an  avalanche  may  make  in  a  mountain 
landscape,  or  a  railway  accident  in  a  human 
figure.  To  call  this  Natural  Selection  is  a 
blasphemy,  possible  to  many  for  whom 
Nature  is  nothing  but  a  casual  aggrega- 
tion of  inert  and  dead  matter,  but  etern- 
ally impossible  to  the  spirits  and  souls  of 
the  righteous.  If  it  be  no  blasphemy,  but 
a  truth  of  science,  then  the  stars  of  heaven, 
the  showers  and  dew,  the  winter  and  sum- 
mer, the  fire  and  heat,  the  mountains  and 
hills,  may  no  longer  be  called  to  exalt 
the  Lord  with  us  by  praise:  their  work  is 
to  modify  all  things  by  blindly  starving 
and  murdering  everything  that  is  not 
lucky  enough  to  survive  in  the  universal 
struggle  for  hogwash. 

THE   BRINK  OF  THE  BOTTOMLESS   PIT 

Thus  did  the  neck  of  the  giraffe  reach 
out  across  the  whole  heavens  and  make 
men  believe  that  what  they  saw  there  was 
a  gloaming  of  the  gods.  For  if  this  sort 
of  selection  could  turn  an  antelope  into 
a  giraffe,  it  could  conceivably  turn  a  pond 
full  of  amcebas  into  the  French  Academy. 
Though  Lamarck's  way,  the  way  of  life, 
will,  aspiration,  and  achievement,  re- 


mained still  possible,  this  newly  shewn 
way  of  hunger,  death,  stupidity,  delusion, 
chance,  and  bare  survival  was  also  pos- 
sible: was  indeed  most  certainly  the  way 
in  which  many  apparently  intelligently 
designed  transformations  had  actually 
come  to  pass.  Had  I  not  preluded  with 
the  apparently  idle  story  of  my  revival 
of  the  controversial  methods  of  Elijah, 
I  should  be  asked  how  it  was  that  the 
explorer  who  opened  up  this  gulf  of  de- 
spair, far  from  being  stoned  or  crucified 
as  the  destroyer  of  the  honor  of  the  race 
and  the  purpose  of  the  world,  was  hailed 
as  Deliverer,  Savior,  Prophet,  Redeemer, 
Enlightener,  Rescuer,  Hope  Giver,  and 
Epoch  Maker;  whilst  poor  Lamarck  was 
swept  aside  as  a  crude  and  exploded 
guesser  hardly  worthy  to  be  named  as  his 
erroneous  forerunner.  In  the  light  of  my 
anecdote,  the  explanation  is  obvious.  The 
first  thing  the  gulf  did  was  to  swallow  up 
Paley,  and  the  Disorderly  Designer,  and 
Shelley's  Almighty  Fiend,  and  all  the  rest 
of  the  pseudo-religious  rubbish  that  had 
blocked  every  upward  and  onward  path 
since  the  hopes  of  men  had  turned  to 
Science  as  their  true  Savior.  It  seemed 
such  a  convenient  grave  that  nobody  at 
first  noticed  that  it  was  nothing  less  than 
the  bottomless  pit,  now  become  a  very 
real  terror.  For  though  Darwin  left  a  path 
round  it  for  his  soul,  his  followers  pre- 
sently dug  it  right  across  the  whole  width 
of  the  way.  Yet  for  the  moment,  there 
was  nothing  but  wild  rejoicing:  a  sort  of 
scientific  mafficking.  We  had  been  so  op- 
pressed by  the  notion  that  everything  that 
happened  in  the  world  was  the  arbitrary 
personal  act  of  an  arbitrary  personal  god 
of  dangerously  jealous  and  cruel  personal 
character,  so  that  even  the  relief  of  the 
pains  of  childbed  and  the  operating  table 
by  chloroform  was  objected  to  as  an  in- 
terference with  his  arrangements  which 
he  would  probably  resent,  that  we  just 
jumped  at  Darwin.  When  Napoleon  was 
asked  what  would  happen  when  he  died, 
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he  said  that  Europe  would  express  its  in- 
tense relief  with  a  great  "Ouf!"  Well, 
when  Darwin  killed  the  god  who  ob- 
jected to  chloroform,  everybody  who  had 
ever  thought  about  it  said  "Ouf !"  Paley 
was  buried  fathoms  deep  with  his  watch, 
now  fully  accounted  for  without  any 
divine  artificer  at  all.  We  were  so  glad 
to  be  rid  of  both  that  we  never  gave 
a  thought  to  the  consequences.  When  a 
prisoner  sees  the  door  of  his  dungeon 
open,  he  dashes  for  it  without  stopping  to 
think  where  he  shall  get  his  dinner  out- 
sicfe.  The  moment  we  found  that  we  could 
do  without  Shelley's  almighty  fiend  in- 
tellectually, he  went  into  the  gulf  that 
see*ned  only  a  dustbin  with  a  suddenness 
that  made  our  own  lives  one  of  the  most 
'astonishing  periods  in  history.  If  I  had 
told  that  uncle  of  mine  that  within  thirty 
years  from  the  date  of  our  conversation 
I  should  be  exposing  myself  to  suspicions 
of  the  grossest  superstition  by  question- 
ing the  sufficiency  of  Darwin;  maintaining 
the  reality  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  and  declar- 
ing that  the  phenomenon  of  the  Word 
becoming  Flesh  was  occurring  daily,  he 
would  have  regarded  me  as  the  most  ex- 
travagant madman  our  family  had  ever 
produced.  Yet  it  was  so.  In  1906  I  might 
have  vituperated  Jehovah  more  heartily 
than  ever  Shelley  did  without  eliciting  a 
protest  in  any  circle  of  thinkers,  or  shock- 
ing any  public  audience  accustomed  to 
modern  discussion;  but  when  I  described 
Da%win  as  "an  intelligent  and  industrious 
pigeon  fancier,"  that  blasphemous  levity, 
as  it  seemed,  was  received  with  horror 
and  indignation.  The  tide  has  now  turned; 
and  every  puny  whipster  may  say  what 
he  likes  about  Darwin;  but  anyone  who 
wants  to  know  what  it  was  to  be  a 
Lamarckian  during  the  last  quarter  of 
the  nineteenth  century  has  only  to  read 
Mr  Testing  Jones's  memoir  of  Samuel 
Butler  to  learn  how  completely  even  a 
man  of  genius  could  isolate  himself  by 
antagonizing  Darwin  on  the  one  hand 


and  the  Church  on  the  other. 

WHY  DARWIN  CONVERTED  THL 
CROWD 

I  am  well  aware  that  in  describing  the 
effect  of  Darwin's  discovery  on  natural- 
ists and  on  persons  capable  of  serious  re- 
flection on  the  nature  and  attributes  of 
God,  I  am  leaving  the  vast  mass  of  the 
British  public  out  of  account.  I  have 
pointed  out  elsewhere  that  the  British 
nation  does  not  consist  of  atheists  and 
Plymouth  Brothers;  and  I  am  not  now 
going  to  pretend  that  it  ever  consisted  of 
Darwinians  and  Lamarckians.  The  aver- 
age citizen  is  irreligious  and  unscientific: 
you  talk  to  him  about  cricket  and  golf, 
market  prices  and  party  politics,  not  about 
evolution  and  relativity,  transubstantia- 
tion  and  predestination.  Nothing  will 
knock  into  his  head  the  fateful  distinction 
between  Evolution  as  promulgated  by 
Erasmus  Darwin,  and  Circumstantial  (so- 
called  Natural)  Selection  as  revealed  by 
his  grandson.  Yet  the  doctrine  of  Charles 
reached  him,  though  the  doctrine  of 
Erasmus  had  passed  over  his  head.  Why 
did  not  Erasmus  Darwin  popularize  the 
word  Evolution  as  effectively  as  Charles? 

The  reason  was,  I  think,  that  Circum- 
stantial Selection  is  easier  to  understand, 
more  visible  and  concrete,  than  Lamarck- 
ian evolution.  Evolution  as  a  philosophy 
and  physiology  of  the  will  is  a  mystical 
process,  which  can  be  apprehended  only 
by  a  trained,  apt,  and  comprehensive 
thinker.  Though  the  phenomena  of  use 
and  disuse,  of  wanting  and  trying,  of  the 
manufacture  of  weight  lifters  and  wrestlers 
from  men  of  ordinary  strength,  are  fami- 
liar enough  as  facts,  they  are  extremely 
puzzling  as  subjects  of  thought,  and  lead 
you  into  metaphysics  the  moment  you 
try  to  account  for  them.  But  pigeon 
fanciers,  dog  fanciers,  gardeners,  stock- 
breeders, or  stud  grooms,  can  understand 
Circumstantial  Selection,  because  it  is 
their  business  to  produce  transformation 
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by  imposing  on  flowers  and  animals  a  Se- 
lection From  Without.  All  that  Darwin 
had  to  say  to  them  was  that  the  mere 
chapter  of  accidents  is  always  doing  on  a 
huge  scale  what  they  themselves  are  doing 
on  a  very  small  scale.  There  is  hardly  a 
laborer  attached  to  an  English  country 
nouse  who  has  not  taken  a  litter  of  kittens 
or  puppies  to  the  bucket,  and  drowned 
all  of  them  except  the  one  he  thinks  the 
most  promising.  Such  a  man  has  nothing 
to  learn  about  the  survival  of  the  fittest 
except  that  it  acts  in  more  ways  than  he 
has  yet  noticed;  for  he  knows  quite  well, 
as  you  will  find  if  you  are  not  too  proud 
to  talk  to  him,  that  this  sort  of  selection 
occurs  naturally  (in  Darwin's  sense)  too: 
that,  for  instance,  a  hard  winter  will  kill 
off  a  weakly  child  as  the  bucket  kills 
off  a  weakly  puppy.  Then  there  is  the 
farm  laborer.  Shakespear's  Touchstone,  a 
court-bred  fool,  was  shocked  to  find  in 
the  shepherd  a  natural  philosopher,  and 
opined  that  he  would  be  damned  for  the 
part  he  took  in  the  sexual  selection  of 
sheep.  As  to  the  production  of  new  species 
by  the  selection  of  variations,  that  is  no 
news  to  your  gardener.  Now  if  you  are 
familiar  with  these  three  processes:  the 
survival  of  the  fittest,  sexual  selection,  and 
variation  leading  to  new  kinds,  there  is 
nothing  to  puzzle  you  in  Darwinism. 

That  was  the  secret  of  Darwin's  popu- 
larity. He  never  puzzled  anybody.  If  very 
few  of  us  have  read  The  Origin  of  Species 
from  end  to  end,  it  is  not  because  it  over- 
taxes our  mind,  but  because  we  take  in 
the  whole  case  and  are  prepared  to  accept 
it  long  before  we  have  come  to  the  end 
of  the  innumerable  instances  and  illustra- 
tions of  which  the  book  mainly  consists. 
Darwin  becomes  tedious  in  the  manner 
of  a  man  who  insists  on  continuing  to 
prove  his  innocence  after  he  has  been  ac- 
quitted. You  assure  him  that  there  is  not 
a  stain  on  his  character,  and  beg  him  to 
leave  the  court;  but  he  will  not  be  con- 
tent with  enough  evidence:  he  will  have 


you  listen  to  all  the  evidence  that  exists 
in  the  world.  Darwin's  industry  was 
enormous.  His  patience,  his  perseverance, 
his  conscientiousness  reached  the  human 
limit.  But  he  never  got  deeper  beneath  or 
higher  above  his  facts  than  an  ordinary 
man  could  follow  him.  He  was  not  con- 
scious of  having  raised  a  stupendous 
issue,  because,  though  it  arose  instantly, 
it  was  not  his  business.  He  was  conscious 
of  having  discovered  a  process  of  trans- 
formation and  modification  which  ac- 
counted for  a  great  deal  of  natural  history. 
But  he  did  not  put  it  forward  as  account- 
ing for  the  whole  of  natural  history.  He 
included  it  under  the  heading  of  Evolu- 
tion, though  it  was  only  pseudo-evolu- 
tion at  best;  but  he  revealed  it  as  a  method 
of  evolution,  not  as  the  method  of  evolu- 
tion. He  did  not  pretend  that  it  excluded 
other  methods,  or  that  it  was  the  chief 
method.  Though  he  demonstrated  that 
many  transformations  which  had  been 
taken  as  functional  adaptations  (the  cur- 
rent phrase  for  Lamarckian  evolution) 
either  certainly  were  or  conceivably 
might  be  due  to  Circumstantial  Selection, 
he  was  careful  not  to  claim  that  he  had 
superseded  Lamarck  or  disproved  Func- 
tional Adaptation.  In  short,  he  was  not  a 
Darwinian,  but  an  honest  naturalist  work- 
ing away  at  his  job  with  so  little  preoccu- 
pation with  theological  speculation  that 
he  never  quarrelled  with  the  theistic  Uni- 
tarianism  into  which  he  was  born,  and 
remained  to  the  end  the  engagingly  simple 
and  socially  easy-going  soul  he  had  been 
in  his  boyhood,  when  his  elders  doubted 
whether  he  would  ever  be  of  much  use 
in  the  world. 

HOW  WE  RUSHED  DOWN  A  STEEP 
PLACE 

Not  so  the  rest  of  us  intellectuals.  We 
all  began  going  to  the  devil  with  the  ut- 
most cheerfulness.  Everyone  who  had  a 
mind  to  change,  changed  it.  Only  Samuel 
Butler,  on  whom  Darwin  had  acted 
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homeopathically,  reacted  against  him  furi- 
ously; ran  up  the  Lamarckian  flag  to  the 
top-gallant  peak;  declared  with  penetrat- 
ing accuracy  that  Darwin  had  "banished 
mind  from  the  universe";  and  even  at- 
tacked Darwin's  personal  character,  un- 
able to  bear  the  fact  that  the  author  of  so 
abhorrent  a  doctrine  was  an  amiable  and 
upright  man.  Nobody  would  listen  to 
him.  He  was  so  completely  submerged  by 
the  flowing  tide  of  Darwinism  that  when 
Darwin  wanted  to  clear  up  the  misunder- 
standing on  which  Butler  was  basing  his 
personal  attacks,  Darwin's  friends,  very 
foolishly  and  snobbishly,  persuaded  him 
that  Butler  was  too  ill-conditioned  and 
negligible  to  be  answered.  That  they 
could  not  recognize  in  Butler  a  man  of 
genius  mattered  little:  what  did  matter 
was  that  they  could  not  understand  the 
provocation  under  which  he  was  raging. 
They  actually  regarded  the  banishment 
of  mind  from  the  universe  as  a  glori- 
ous enlightenment  and  emancipation  for 
which  he  was  ignorantly  ungrateful. 
Even  now,  when  Butler's  eminence  is  un- 
challenged, and  his  biographer,  Mr  Fest- 
ing  Jones,  is  enjoying  a  vogue  like  that  of 
Boswell  or  Lockhart,  his  memoirs  shew 
him  rather  as  a  shocking  example  of  the 
bad  controversial  manners  of  our  country 
parsonages  than  as  a  prophet  who  tried 
to  head  us  back  when  we  were  gaily  dan- 
cing to  our  damnation  across  the  rainbow 
bridge  which  Darwinism  had  thrown 
over  the  gulf  which  separates  life  and 
hope  from  death  and  despair.  We  were 
intellectually  intoxicated  with  the  idea 
that  the  world  could  make  itself  without 
design,  purpose,  skill,  or  intelligence:  in 
short,  without  life.  We  completely  over- 
looked the  difference  between  the  modi- 
fication of  species  by  adaptation  to  their 
environment  and  the  appearance  of  new 
species:  we  just  threw  in  the  word  "varia- 
tions" or  the  word  "sports"  (fancy  a  man 
of  science  talking  of  an  unknown  factor 
as  a  sport  instead  of  as  #!)  and  left  them 


to  "accumulate"  and  account  for  the  dif- 
ference between  a  cockatoo  and  a  hippo- 
potamus. Such  phrases  set  us  free  to  revel 
in  demonstrating  to  the  Vitalists  and  Bible 
worshippers  that  if  we  once  admit  the 
existence  of  any  kind  of  force,  however 
unintelligent,  and  stretch  out  the  past  to 
unlimited  time  for  such  force  to  operate 
accidentally  in,  that  force  may  conceiv- 
ably, by  the  action  of  Circumstantial 
Selection,  produce  a  world  in  which  every 
function  has  an  organ  perfectly  adapted 
to  perform  it,  and  therefore  presents  every 
appearance  of  having  been  designed,  like 
Paley's  watch,  by  a  conscious  and  intelli- 
gent artificer  for  the  purpose.  We  took  a 
perverse  pleasure  in  arguing,  without  the 
least  suspicion  that  we  were  reducing  our- 
selves to  absurdity,  that  all  the  books  in 
the  British  Museum  library  might  have 
been  written  word  for  word  as  they  stand 
on  the  shelves  if  no  human  being  had  ever 
been  conscious,  just  as  the  trees  stand  in 
the  forest  doing  wonderful  things  with- 
out consciousness. 

And  the  Darwinians  went  far  beyond 
denying  consciousness  to  trees.  Weis- 
mann  insisted  that  the  chick  breaks  out  of 
its  eggshell  automatically;  that  the  butter- 
fly, springing  into  the  air  to  avoid  the 
pounce  of  the  lizard,  "does  not  wish  to 
avoid  death;  knows  nothing  about  death," 
what  has  happened  being  simply  that  a 
flight  instinct  evolved  by  Circumstantial 
Selection  reacts  promptly  to  a  visual  im- 
pression produced  by  the  lizard's  move- 
ment. His  proof  is  that  the  butterfly  im- 
mediately settles  again  on  the  flower,  and 
repeats  the  performance  every  time  the 
lizard  springs,  thus  shewing  that  it  learns 
nothing  from  experience,  and — Weis- 
mann  concludes — is  not  conscious  of 
what  it  does. 

It  should  hardly  have  escaped  so  curi- 
ous an  observer  that  when  the  cat  jumps 
up  on  the  dinner  table,  and  you  put  it 
down,  it  instantly  jumps  up  again,  and 
finally  establishes  its  right  to  a  place  on 
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the  cloth  by  convincing  you  that  if  you 
put  it  down  a  hundred  times  it  will  jump 
up  a  hundred  and  one  times;  so  that  if  you 
desire  its  company  at  dinner  you  can  have 
it  only  on  its  own  terms.  If  Weismann 
really  thought  that  cats  act  thus  without 
any  consciousness  or  any  purpose,  im- 
mediate or  ulterior,  he  must  have  known 
very  little  about  cats.  But  a  thorough- 
going Weismannite^if  any  such  still  survive 
from  those  mad  days,  would  contend  that 
I  am  not  at  present  necessarily  conscious 
of  what  I  am  doing;  that  my  writing  of 
these  lines,  and  your  reading  of  them,  are 
effects  of  Circumstantial  Selection;  that  I 
need  know  no  more  about  Darwinism 
than  a  butterfly  knows  of  a  lizard's  appe- 
tite; and  that  the  proof  that  I  actually  am 
doing  it  unconsciously  is  that  as  I  have 
spent  forty  years  in  writing  in  this  fashion 
without,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  producing  any 
visible  effect  on  public  opinion,  I  must  be 
incapable  of  learning  from  experience,  and 
am  therefore  a  mere  automaton.  And  the 
Weismannite  demonstration  of  this  would 
of  course  be  an  equally  unconscious  effect 
of  Circumstantial  Selection. 

DARWINISM  NOT  FINALLY  REFUTABLE 

Do  not  too  hastily  say  that  this  is  in- 
conceivable. To  Circumstantial  Selection 
all  mechanical  and  chemical  reactions  are 
possible,  provided  you  accept  the  geo- 
logists' estimates  of  the  great  age  of  the 
earth,  and  therefore  allow  time  enough 
for  the  circumstances  to  operate.  It  is  true 
that  mere  survival  of  the  fittest  in  the 
struggle  for  existence  plus  sexual  selection 
fail  as  hopelessly  to  account  for  Darwin's 
own  life  work  as  for  my  conquest  of  the 
bicycle;  but  who  can  prove  that  there  are 
not  other  soulless  factors,  unnoticed  or 
undiscovered,  which  only  require  ima- 
gination enough  to  fit  them  to  the  evolu- 
tion of  an  automatic  Jesus  or  Shakespear? 
When  a  man  tells  you  that  you  are  a  pro- 
duct of  Circumstantial  Selection  solely, 
you  cannot  finally  disprove  it.  You  can 


only  tell  him  out  of  the  depths  of  your 
inner  conviction  that  he  is  a  fool  and  a 
liar.  But  as  this,  though  British,  is  un- 
civil, it  is  wiser  to  offer  him  the  counter- 
assurance  that  you  are  the  product  of 
Lamarckian  evolution,  formerly  called 
Functional  Adaptation  and  now  Creative 
Evolution,  and  challenge  him  to  disprove 
that,  which  he  can  no  more  do  than  you 
can  disprove  Circumstantial  Selection, 
both  forces  being  conceivably  able  to  pro- 
duce anything  if  you  only  give  them  rope 
enough.  You  may  also  defy  him  to  act 
for  a  single  hour  on  the  assumption  that 
he  may  safely  cross  Oxford  Street  in  a 
state  of  unconsciousness,  trusting  to  his 
dodging  reflexes  to  react  automatically 
and  promptly  enough  to  the  visual  im- 
pression produced  by  a  motor  bus,  and 
the  audible  impression  produced  by  its 
hooter.  But  if  you  allow  yourself  to  defy 
him  to  explain  any  particular  action  of 
yours  by  Circumstantial  Selection,  he 
should  always  be  able  to  find  some  ex- 
planation that  will  fit  the  case  if  only  he 
is  ingenious  enough  and  goes  far  enough 
to  find  it.  Darwin  found  several  such  ex- 
planations in  his  controversies.  Anybody 
who  really  wants  to  believe  that  the  uni- 
verse has  been  produced  by  Circumstan- 
tial Selection  co-operating  with  a  force  as 
inhuman  as  we  conceive  magnetism  to  be 
can  find  a  logical  excuse  for  his  belief  if 
he  tries  hard  enough. 

THREE  BLIND  MICE 

The  stultification  and  damnation  which 
ensued  are  illustrated  by  a  comparison  of 
the  ease  and  certainty  with  which  Butler's 
mind  moved  to  humane  and  inspiring 
conclusions  with  the  grotesque  stupidities 
and  cruelties  of  the  idle  and  silly  contro- 
versy which  arose  among  the  Darwinians 
as  to  whether  acquired  habits  can  be  trans- 
mitted from  parents  to  offspring.  Con- 
sider, for  example,  how  Weismann  set  to 
work  on  that  subject.  An  Evolutionist 
with  a  live  mind  would  first  have  dropped 
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the  popular  expression  "acquired  habits," 
because  to  an  Evolutionist  there  are  no 
other  habits  and  can  be  no  others,  a  man 
being  only  an  amoeba  with  acquirements. 
He  would  then  have  considered  carefully 
the  process  by  which  he  himself  had  ac- 
quired his  habits.  He  would  have  assumed 
that  the  habits  with  which  he  was  born 
must  have  been  acquired  by  a  similar  pro- 
cess. He  would  have  known  what  a  habit 
is:  that  is,  an  action  voluntarily  attempted 
until  it  has  become  more  or  less  automatic 
and  involuntary;  and  it  would  never  have 
occurred  to  him  that  injuries  or  accidents 
coming  from  external  sources  against  the 
will  of  the  victim  could  possibly  establish 
a  habit;  that,  for  instance,  a  family  could 
acquire  a  habit  of  being  killed  in  railway 
accidents. 

And  yet  Weismann  began  to  investi- 
gate the  point  by  behaving  like  the 
butcher's  wife  in  the  old  catch.  He  got  a 
colony  of  mice,  and  cut  off  their  tails. 
Then  he  waited  to  see  whether  their  chil- 
dren would  be  born  without  tails.  They 
were  not,  as  Butler  could  have  told  him 
beforehand.  He  then  cut  off  the  children's 
tails,  and  waited  to  see  whether  the  grand- 
children would  be  born  with  at  least  rather 
short  tails.  They  were  not,  as  I  could  have 
told  him  beforehand.  So  with  the  patience 
and  industry  on  which  men  of  science 
pride  themselves,  he  cut  off  the  grand- 
children's tails  too,  and  waited,  full  of 
hope,  for  the  birth  of  curtailed  great- 
grandchildren. But  their  tails  were  quite 
up  to  the  mark,  as  any  fool  could  have 
told  him  beforehand.  Weismann  then 
gravely  drew  the  inference  that  acquired 
habits  cannot  be  transmitted.  And  yet 
Weismann  was  not  a  born  imbecile.  He 
was  an  exceptionally  clever  and  studious 
man,  not  without  roots  of  imagination 
and  philosophy  in  him  which  Darwinism 
killed  as  weeds.  How  was  it  that  he  did 
not  see  that  he  was  not  experimenting 
with  habits  or  characteristics  at  all?  How 
had  he  overlooked  the  glaring  fact  that 


his  experiment  had  been  tried  for  many 
generations  in  China  on  the  feet  of  Chin- 
ese women  without  producing  the  small- 
est tendency  on  their  part  to  be  born  with 
abnormally  small  feet?  He  must  have 
known  about  the  bound  feet  even  if  he 
knew  nothing  of  the  mutilations,  the 
clipped  ears  and  docked  tails,  practised  by 
dog  fanciers  and  horse  breeders  on  many 
generations  of  the  unfortunate  animals 
they  deal  in.  Such  amazing  blindness  and 
stupidity  on  the  part  of  a  man  who  was 
naturally  neither  blind  nor  stupid  is  a  tell- 
ing illustration  of  what  Darwin  uninten- 
tionally did  to  the  minds  of  his  disciples 
by  turning  their  attention  so  exclusively 
towards  the  part  played  in  Evolution  by 
accident  and  violence  operating  with  en- 
tire callousness  to  suffering  and  senti- 
ment. 

A  vital  conception  of  Evolution  would 
have  taught  Weismann  that  biological 
problems  are  not  to  be  solved  by  assaults 
on  mice.  The  scientific  form  of  his  experi- 
ment would  have  been  something  like 
this.  First,  he  should  have  procured  a 
colony  of  mice  highly  susceptible  to  hyp- 
notic suggestion.  He  should  then  have 
hypnotized  them  into  an  urgent  convic- 
tion that  the  fate  of  the  musque  world  de- 
pended on  the  disappearance  of  its  tail, 
just  as  some  ancient  and  forgotten  experi- 
menter seems  to  have  convinced  the  cats 
of  the  Isle  of  Man.  Having  thus  made  the 
mice  desire  to  lose  their  tails  with  a  life- 
or-death  intensity,  he  would  very  soon 
have  seen  a  few  mice  born  with  little  or 
no  tail.  These  would  be  recognized  by 
the  other  mice  as  superior  beings,  and 
privileged  in  the  division  of  food  and 
in  sexual  selection.  Ultimately  the  tailed 
mice  would  be  put  to  death  as  monsters 
by  their  fellows,  and  the  miracle  of  the 
tailless  mouse  completely  achieved. 

The  objection  to  this  experiment  is  not 
that  it  seems  too  funny  to  be  taken  seri- 
ously, and  is  not  cruel  enough  to  over- 
awe the  mob,  but  simply  that  it  is  impos- 
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sible  because  the  human  experimenter 
cannot  get  at  the  mouse's  mind.  And  that 
is  what  is  wrong  with  all  the  barren  cruel- 
ties of  the  laboratories.  Darwin's  followers 
did  not  think  of  this.  Their  only  idea  of 
investigation  was  to  imitate  "Nature"  by 
perpetrating  violent  and  senseless  cruel- 
ties, and  watch  the  effect  of  them  with 
a  paralyzing  fatalism  which  forbade  the 
smallest  effort  to  use  their  minds  instead 
of  their  knives  and  eyes,  and  established 
an  abominable  tradition  that  the  man  who 
hesitates  to  be  as  cruel  as  Circumstantial 
Selection  itself  is  a  traitor  to  science.  For 
Weismann's  experiment  upon  the  mice 
was  a  mere  joke  compared  to  the  atroci- 
ties committed  by  other  Darwinians  in 
their  attempts  to  prove  that  mutilations 
could  not  be  transmitted.  No  doubt  the 
worst  of  these  experiments  were  not  really 
experiments  at  all,  but  cruelties  com- 
mitted by  cruel  men  who  were  attracted 
to  the  laboratory  by  the  fact  that  it  was  a 
secret  refuge  left  by  law  and  public  super- 
stition for  the  amateur  of  passionate  tor- 
ture. But  there  is  no  reason  to  suspect 
Weismann  of  Sadism.  Cutting  off  the 
tails  of  several  generations  of  mice  is  not 
voluptuous  enough  to  tempt  a  scientific 
Nero.  It  was  a  mere  piece  of  one-eyed- 
ness;  and  it  was  Darwin  who  put  out 
Weismann's  humane  and  sensible  eye.  He 
blinded  many  another  eye  and  paralyzed 
many  another  will  also.  Ever  since  he  set 
up  Circumstantial  Selection  as  the  creator 
and  ruler  of  the  universe,  the  scientific 
world  has  been  the  very  citadel  of  stupid- 
ity and  cruelty.  Fearful  as  the  tribal  god 
of  the  Hebrews  was,  nobody  ever  shud- 
dered as  they  passed  even  his  meanest  and 
narrowest  Little  Bethel  or  his  proudest 
war-consecrating  cathedral  as  we  shudder 
now  when  we  pass  a  physiological  labora- 
tory. If  we  dreaded  and  mistrusted  the 
priest,  we  could  at  least  keep  him  out  of 
the  house;  but  what  of  the  modern  Dar- 
winist surgeon  whom  we  dread  and  mis- 
trust ten  times  more,  but  into  whose  hands 


we  must  all  give  ourselves  from  time  to 
time?  Miserably  as  religion  had  been  de- 
based, it  did  at  least  still  proclaim  that  our 
relation  to  one  another  was  that  of  a 
fellowship  in  which  we  were  all  equal  and 
members  one  of  another  before  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  our  common  father.  Dar- 
winism proclaimed  that  our  true  relation 
is  that  of  competitors  and  combatants  in 
a  struggle  for  mere  survival,  and  that 
every  act  of  pity  or  loyalty  to  the  old 
fellowship  is  a  vain  and  mischievous  at- 
tempt to  lessen  the  severity  of  the  struggle 
and  preserve  inferior  varieties  from  the 
efforts  of  Nature  to  weed  them  out.  Even 
in  Socialist  Societies  which  existed  solely 
to  substitute  the  law  of  fellowship  for  the 
law  of  competition,  and  the  method  of 
providence  and  wisdom  for  the  method 
of  rushing  violently  down  a  steep  place 
into  the  sea,  I  found  myself  regarded  as  a 
blasphemer  and  an  ignorant  sentimental- 
ist because  whenever  the  Neo-Darwinian 
doctrine  was  preached  there  I  made  no 
attempt  to  conceal  my  intellectual  con- 
tempt for  its  blind  coarseness  and  shallow 
logic,  or  my  natural  abhorrence  of  ita 
sickening  inhumanity. 

THE   GREATEST   OF  THESE   IS  SELF- 
CONTROL 

As  there  is  no  place  in  Darwinism  for 
free  will,  or  any  other  sort  of  will,  the 
Neo-Darwinists  held  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  self-control.  Yet  self-control  is 
just  the  one  quality  of  survival  value 
which  Circumstantial  Selection  must  in- 
variably and  inevitably  develop  in  the 
long  run.  Uncontrolled  qualities  may  be 
selected  for  survival  and  development  for 
certain  periods  and  under  certain  circum- 
stances. For  instance,  since  it  is  the  un- 
governable gluttons  who  strive  the  hard- 
est to  get  food  and  drink,  their  efforts 
would  develop  their  strength  and  cunning 
in  a  period  of  such  scarcity  that  the  ut- 
most they  could  do  would  not  enable 
them  to  over-eat  themselves.  But  a  change: 


BACK  TO  METHUSELAH 


of  circumstances  involvinga  plentiful  sup- 
ply of  food  would  destroy  them.  We  see 
this  very  thing  happening  often  enough 
in  the  case  of  the  healthy  and  vigorous 
poor  man  who  becomes  a  millionaire  by 
one  of  the  accidents  of  our  competitive 
commerce,  and  immediately  proceeds  to 
dig  his  grave  with  his  teeth.  But  the  self- 
controlled  man  survives  all  such  changes 
of  circumstance,  because  he  adapts  him- 
self to  them,  and  eats  neither  as  much  as 
he  can  hold  nor  as  little  as  he  can  scrape 
along  on,  but  as  much  as  is  good  for  him. 
What  is  self-control?  It  is  nothing  but  a 
highly  developed  vital  sense,  dominating 
and  regulating  the  mere  appetites.  To 
overlook  the  very  existence  of  this  su- 
preme sense;  to  miss  the  obvious  infer- 
ence that  it  is  the  quality  that  distinguishes 
the  fittest  to  survive;  to  omit,  in  short, 
the  highest  moral  claim  of  Evolutionary 
Selection:  all  this,  which  the  Neo-Dar- 
winians  did  in  the  name  of  Natural  Selec- 
tion, shewed  the  most  pitiable  want  of 
mastery  of  their  own  subject,  the  dullest 
lack  of  observation  of  the  forces  upon 
which  Natural  Selection  works. 

A  SAMPLE   OF   LAMARCKO-SHAVIAN 
INVECTIVE 

The  Vitalist  philosophers  made  no  such 
mistakes.  Nietzsche,  for  example,  think- 
ing out  the  great  central  truth  of  the  Will 
to  Power  instead  of  cutting  off  mouse- 
tails,  had  no  difficulty  in  concluding  that 
the  final  objective  of  this  Will  was  power 
over  self,  and  that  the  seekers  after  power 
over  others  and  material  possessions  were 
on  a  false  scent. 

The  stultification  naturally  became 
much  worse  as  the  first  Darwinians  died 
out.  The  prestige  of  these  pioneers,  who 
had  the  older  evolutionary  culture  to 
build  on,  and  were  in  fact  no  more  Dar- 
winian in  the  modern  sense  than  Darwin 
himself,  ceased  to  dazzle  us  when  Huxley 
and  Tyndall  and  Spencer  and  Darwin 
passed  away,  and  we  were  left  with 


the  smaller  people  who  began  with  Dar- 
win and  took  in  nothing  else.  Accord- 
ingly, I  find  that  in  the  year  1906  I  in- 
dulged my  temper  by  hurling  invectives 
at  the  Neo-Darwinians  in  the  following 
terms. 

"I  really  do  not  wish  to  be  abusive; 
but  when  I  think  of  these  poor  little  dull- 
ards, with  their  precarious  hold  of  just 
that  corner  of  evolution  that  a  blackbeetle 
can  understand — with  their  retinue  of 
twopenny-halfpenny  Torquemadas  wal- 
lowing in  the  infamies  of  the  vivisector's 
laboratory,  and  solemnly  offering  us  as 
epoch-making  discoveries  their  demon- 
strations that  dogs  get  weaker  and  die  if 
you  give  them  no  food;  that  intense  pain 
makes  mice  sweat;  and  that  if  you  cut  off 
a  dog's  leg  the  three-legged  dog  will  have 
a  four-legged  puppy,  I  ask  myself  what 
spell  has  fallen  on  intelligent  and  humane 
men  that  they  allow  themselves  to  be  im- 
posed on  by  this  rabble  of  dolts,  black- 
guards, impostors,  quacks,  liars,  and, 
worst  of  all,  credulous  conscientious  fools. 
Better  a  thousand  times  Moses  and  Spur- 
geon  [a  then  famous  preacher]  back 
again.  After  all,  you  cannot  understand 
Moses  without  imagination  nor  Spurgeon 
without  metaphysics;  but  you  can  be  a 
thorough-going  Neo-Darwinian  without 
imagination,  metaphysics,  poetry,  con- 
science, or  decency.  For  'Natural  Selec- 
tion' has  no  moral  significance:  it  deals 
with  that  part  of  evolution  which  has  no 
purpose,  no  intelligence,  and  might  more 
appropriately  be  called  accidental  selec- 
tion, or  better  still,  Unnatural  Selection, 
since  nothing  is  more  unnatural  than  an 
accident.  If  it  could  be  proved  that  the 
whole  universe  had  been  produced  by 
such  Selection,  only  fools  and  rascals 
could  bear  to  live/* 

THE  HUMANITARIANS  AND  THE 
PROBLEM   OF  EVIL 

Yet  the  humanitarians  were  as  de- 
lighted as  anybody  with  Darwinism  at 
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first.  They  had  been  perplexed  by  the 
Problem  of  Evil  and  the  Cruelty  of 
Nature.  They  were  Shelleyists,  but  not 
atheists.  Those  who  believed  in  God  were 
at  a  terrible  disadvantage  with  the  atheist. 
They  could  not  deny  the  existence  of 
natural  facts  so  cruel  that  to  attribute 
them  to  the  will  of  God  is  to  make  God 
a  demon.  Belief  in  God  was  impossible  to 
any  thoughtful  person  without  belief  in 
the  Devil  as  well.  The  painted  Devil, 
with  his  horns,  his  barbed  tail,  and  his 
abode  of  burning  brimstone,  was  an  in- 
credible bogey;  but  the  evil  attributed  to 
him  was  real  enough;  and  the  atheists 
argued  that  the  author  of  evil,  if  he  exists, 
must  be  strong  enough  to  overcome  God, 
else  God  is  morally  responsible  for  every- 
thing he  permits  the  Devil  to  do.  Neither 
conclusion  delivered  us  from  the  horror 
of  attributing  the  cruelty  of  nature  to  the 
workings  of  an  evil  will,  or  could  recon- 
cile it  with  our  impulses  towards  justice, 
mercy,  and  a  higher  life. 

A  complete  deliverance  was  offered  by 
the  discovery  of  Circumstantial  Selec- 
tion: that  is  to  say,  of  a  method  by  which 
horrors  having  every  appearance  of  being 
elaborately  planned  by  some  intelligent 
contriver  are  only  accidents  without  any 
moral  significance  at  all.  Suppose  a  watcher 
from  the  stars  saw  a  frightful  accident 
produced  by  two  crowded  trains  at  full 
speed  crashing  into  one  another!  How 
could  he  conceive  that  a  catastrophe 
brought  about  by  such  elaborate  machin- 
ery, such  ingenious  preparation,  such 
skilled  direction,  such  vigilant  indus- 
try, was  quite  unintentional?  Would  he 
not  conclude  that  the  signal-men  were 
devils? 

Well,  Circumstantial  Selection  is  largely 
a  theory  of  collisions:  that  is,  a  theory  of 
the  innocence  of  much  apparently  de- 
signed devilry.  In  this  way  Darwin 
brought  intense  relief  as  well  as  an  en- 
larged knowledge  of  facts  to  the  humani- 
tarians. He  destroyed  the  omnipotence 


of  God  for  them;  but  he  also  exonerated 
God  from  a  hideous  charge  of  cruelty. 
Granted  that  the  comfort  was  shallow, 
and  that  deeper  reflection  was  bound  to 
shew  that  worse  than  all  conceivable  devil- 
deities  is  a  blind,  deaf,  dumb,  heartless, 
senseless  mob  of  forces  that  strike  as  a 
tree  does  when  it  is  blown  down  by  the 
wind,  or  as  the  tree  itself  is  struck  by 
lightning.  That  did  not  occur  to  the 
humanitarians  at  the  moment:  people  do 
not  reflect  deeply  when  they  are  in  the 
first  happiness  of  escape  from  an  intoler- 
ably oppressive  situation.  Like  Bunyan's 
pilgrim  they  could  not  see  the  wicket 
gate,  nor  the  Slough  of  Despond,  nor  the 
castle  of  Giant  Despair;  but  they  saw  the 
shining  light  at  the  end  of  the  path,  and 
so  started  gaily  towards  it  as  Evolution- 
ists. 

And  they  were  right;  for  the  problem 
of  evil  yields  very  easily  to  Creative 
Evolution.  If  the  driving  power  behind 
Evolution  is  omnipotent  only  in  the  sense 
that  there  seems  no  limit  to  its  final 
achievement;  and  if  it  must  meanwhile 
struggle  with  matter  and  circumstance  by 
the  method  of  trial  and  error,  then  the 
world  must  be  full  of  its  unsuccessful  ex- 
periments. Christ  may  meet  a  tiger,  or  a 
High  Priest  arm-in-arm  with  a  Roman 
Governor,  and  be  the  unfittest  to  survive 
under  the  circumstances.  Mozart  may 
have  a  genius  that  prevails  against  Em- 
perors and  Archbishops,  and  a  lung  that 
succumbs  to  some  obscure  and  noxious 
property  of  foul  air.  If  all  our  calamities 
are  either  accidents  or  sincerely  repented 
mistakes,  there  is  no  malice  in  the  Cruelty 
of  Nature  and  no  Problem  of  Evil  in  the 
Victorian  sense  at  all.  The  theology  of  the 
women  who  told  us  that  they  became 
atheists  when  they  sat  by  the  cradles  of 
their  children  and  saw  them  strangled  by 
the  hand  of  God  is  succeeded  by  the  theo- 
logy of  Blanco  Posnet,  with  his  "It  was 
early  days  when  He  made  the  croup,  I 
guess.  It  was  the  best  He  could  think  of 
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then;  but  when  it  turned  out  wrong  on 
His  hands  He  made  you  and  me  to  fight 
the  croup  for  Him." 

HOW    ONE   TOUCH    OF   DARWIN   MAKES 
THE  WHOLE  WORLD   KIN 

Another  humanitarian  interest  in  Dar- 
winism  was   that   Darwin   popularized 
Evolution  generally,  as  well  as  making 
his  own  special  contribution  to  it.  Now 
the  general  conception  of  Evolution  pro- 
vides the  humanitarian  with  a  scientific 
basis,  because  it  establishes  the  funda- 
mental equality  of  all  living  things.  It 
makes  the  killing  of  an  animal  murder  in 
exactly  the  same  sense  as  the  killing  of  a 
man  is  murder.  It  is  sometimes  necessary 
to  kill  men  as  it  is  always  necessary  to  kill 
tigers;  but  the  old  theoretic  distinction 
between  the  two  acts  has  been  obliterated 
by  Evolution.  When  I  was  a  child  and 
was  told  that  our  dog  and  our  parrot, 
with  whom  I  was  on  intimate  terms,  were 
not  creatures  like  myself,  but  were  brutal 
whilst  I  was  reasonable,  I  not  only  did 
not  believe  it,  but  quite  consciously  and 
intellectually  formed  the  opinion  that  the 
distinction  was  false;  so  that  afterwards, 
when  Darwin's  views  were  first  unfolded 
to  me,  I  promptly  said  that  I  had  found 
out  all  that  for  myself  before  I  was  ten 
years  old;  and  I  am  far  from  sure  that  my 
youthful  arrogance  was  not  justified;  for 
this  sense  of  the  kinship  of  all  forms  of 
life  is  all  that  is  needed  to  make  Evolu- 
tion not  only  a  conceivable  theory,  but 
an  inspiring  one.  St  Anthony  was  ripe 
for  the  Evolution  theory  when  he  preached 
to  the  fishes,  and  St  Francis  when  he 
called  the  birds  his  little  brothers.  Our 
vanity,  and  our  snobbish  conception  of 
Godhead  as  being,  like  earthly  kingship, 
a  supreme  class  distinction  instead  of  the 
rock  on  which  Equality  is  built,  had  led 
us  to  insist  on  God  offering  us  special 
terms  by  placing  us  apart  from  and  above 
all  the  rest  of  his  creatures.  Evolution 
took  that  conceit  out  of  us;  and  now, 


though  we  may  kill  a  flea  without  the 
smallest  remorse,  we  at  all  events  know 
that  we  are  killing  our  cousin.  No  doubt 
it  shocks  the  flea  when  the  creature  that 
an  almighty  Celestial  Flea  created  ex- 
pressly for  the  food  of  fleas,  destroys  the 
jumping  lord  of  creation  with  his  sharp 
and  enormous  thumbnail;  but  no  flea  will 
ever  be  so  foolish  as  to  preach  that  in 
slaying  fleas  Man  is  applying  a  method  of 
Natural  Selection  which  will  finally  evolve 
a  flea  so  swift  that  no  man  can  catch  him, 
and  so  hardy  of  constitution  that  Insect 
Powder  will  have  no  more  effect  on  him 
than  strychnine  on  an  elephant. 

WHY  DARWIN   PLEASED  THE 
SOCIALISTS 

The  Humanitarians  were  not  alone 
among  the  agitators  in  their  welcome  to 
Darwin.  He  had  the  luck  to  please  every- 
body who  had  an  axe  to  grind.  The  Mili- 
tarists were  as  enthusiastic  as  the  Humani- 
tarians, the  Socialists  as  the  Capitalists. 
The  Socialists  were  specially  encouraged 
by  Darwin's  insistence  on  the  influence 
of  environment.  Perhaps  the  strongest 
moral  bulwark  of  Capitalism  is  the  belief 
in  the  efficacy  of  individual  righteousness. 
Robert  Owen  made  desperate  efforts 
to  convince  England  that  her  criminals, 
her  drunkards,  her  ignorant  and  stupid 
masses,  were  the  victims  of  circumstance: 
that  if  we  would  only  establish  his  new 
moral  world  we  should  find  that  the 
masses  born  into  an  educated  and  moral- 
ized community  would  be  themselves 
educated  and  moralized.  The  stock  reply 
to  this  is  to  be  found  in  Lewes's  Life 
of  Goethe.  Lewes  scorned  the  notion 
that  circumstances  govern  character.  He 
pointed  to  the  variety  of  character  in 
the  governing  rich  class  to  prove  the 
contrary.  Similarity  of  circumstance  can 
hardly  be  carried  to  a  more  desolating 
dead  level  than  in  the  case  of  the  indi- 
viduals who  are  born  and  bred  in  English 
country  houses,  and  sent  first  to  Eton  or 
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Harrow,  and  then  to  Oxford  or  Cam- 
bridge, to  have  their  minds  and  habits 
formed.  Such  a  routine  would  destroy  in- 
dividuality if  anything  could.  Yet  indi- 
viduals come  out  from  it  as  different  as 
Pitt  from  Fox,  as  Lord  Russell  from  Lord 
Curzon,  as  Mr  Winston  Churchill  from 
Lord  Robert  Cecil.  This  acceptance  of 
the  congenital  character  of  the  individual 
as  the  determining  factor  in  his  destiny 
had  been  reinforced  by  the  Lamarckian 
view  of  Evolution.  If  the  giraffe  can  de- 
velop his  neck  by  wanting  and  trying,  a 
man  can  develop  his  character  in  the  same 
way.  The  old  saying,  "Where  there  is  a 
will,  there  is  away,"  condenses  Lamarck's 
theory  of  functional  adaptation  into  a  pro- 
verb. This  felt  bracingly  moral  to  strong 
minds,  and  reassuringly  pious  to  feeble 
ones.  There  was  no  more  effective  retort 
to  the  Socialist  than  to  tell  him  to  reform 
himself  before  he  pretends  to  reform  so- 
ciety. If  you  were  rich,  how  pleasant  it 
was  to  feel  that  you  owed  your  riches  to 
the  superiority  of  your  own  character! 
The  industrial  revolution  had  turned 
numbers  of  greedy  dullards  into  mon- 
strously rich  men.  Nothing  could  be 
more  humiliating  and  threatening  to 
them  than  the  view  that  the  falling  of  a 
shower  of  gold  into  their  pockets  was  as 
pure  an  accident  as  the  falling  of  a  shower 
of  hail  on  their  umbrellas,  and  happened 
alike  to  the  just  and  unjust.  Nothing 
could  be  more  flattering  and  fortifying  to 
them  than  the  assumption  that  they  were 
rich  because  they  were  virtuous. 

Now  Darwinism  made  a  clean  sweep 
of  all  such  self-righteousness.  It  more 
than  justified  Robert  Owen  by  discover- 
ing in  the  environment  of  an  organism  an 
influence  on  it  more  potent  than  Owen 
had  ever  claimed.  It  implied  that  street 
arabs  are  produced  by  slums  and  not  by 
original  sin:  that  prostitutes  are  produced 
by  starvation  wages  and  not  by  feminine 
concupiscence.  It  threw  the  authority  of 
science  on  the  side  of  the  Socialist  who 


said  that  he  who  would  reform  himself 
must  first  reform  society.  It  suggested 
that  if  we  want  healthy  and  wealthy  citi- 
zens we  must  have  healthy  and  wealthy 
towns;  and  that  these  can  exist  only  in 
healthy  and  wealthy  countries.  It  could 
be  led  to  the  conclusion  that  the  type  of 
character  which  remains  indifferent  to  the 
welfare  of  its  neighbors  as  long  as  its  own 
personal  appetite  is  satisfied  is  the  disas- 
trous type,  and  the  type  which  is  deeply 
concerned  about  its  environment  the  only 
possible  type  for  a  permanently  prosper- 
ous community.  It  shewed  that  the  sur- 
prising changes  which  Robert  Owen  had 
produced  in  factory  children  by  a  change 
in  their  circumstances  which  does  not 
seem  any  too  generous  to  us  nowadays 
were  as  nothing  to  the  changes — changes 
not  only  of  habits  but  of  species,  not  only 
of  species  but  of  orders — which  might 
conceivably  be  the  work  of  environment 
acting  on  individuals  without  any  char- 
acter or  intellectual  consciousness  what- 
ever. No  wonder  the  Socialists  received 
Darwin  with  open  arms. 

DARWIN  AND   KARL  MARX 

Besides,  the  Socialists  had  an  evolu- 
tionary prophet  of  their  own,  who  had 
discredited  Manchester  as  Darwin  dis- 
credited the  Garden  of  Eden.  Karl  Marx 
had  proclaimed  in  his  Communist  Mani- 
festo of  1848  (now  enjoying  Scriptural 
authority  in  Russia)  that  civilization  is  an 
organism  evolving  irresistibly  by  circum- 
stantial selection;  and  he  published  the 
first  volume  of  his  Das  Kapital  in  1867. 
The  revolt  against  anthropomorphic  idol- 
atry, which  was,  as  we  have  seen,  the 
secret  of  Darwin's  success,  had  been  ac- 
companied by  a  revolt  against  the  con- 
ventional respectability  which  covered 
not  only  the  brigandage  and  piracy  of  the 
feudal  barons,  but  the  hypocrisy,  inhum- 
anity, snobbery,  and  greed  of  the  bour- 
geoisie, who  were  utterly  corrupted  by  aa 
essentially  diabolical  identification  of  sue- 
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cess  in  life  with  big  profits.  The  moment 
Marx  shewed  that  the  relation  of  the  bour- 
geoisie to  society  was  grossly  immoral 
and  disastrous,  and  that  the  whited  wall 
of  starched  shirt  fronts  concealed  and  de- 
fended the  most  infamous  of  all  tyrannies 
and  the  basest  of  all  robberies,  he  became 
an  inspired  prophet  in  the  mind  of  every 
generous  soul  whom  his  book  reached. 
He  had  said  and  proved  what  they  wanted 
to  have  proved;  and  they  would  hear 
nothing  against  him.  Now  Marx  was  by 
no  means  infallible:  his  economics,  half 
borrowed,  and  half  home-made  by  a  liter- 
ary amateur,  were  not,  when  strictly  fol- 
lowed up,  even  favorable  to  Socialism. 
His  theory  of  civilization  had  been  pro- 
mulgated already  in  Buckle's  History  of 
Civilization,  a  book  as  epoch-making  in 
the  minds  of  its  readers  as  Das  Kapital. 
There  was  nothing  about  Socialism  in  the 
widely  read  first  volume  of  Das  Kapital: 
every  reference  it  made  to  workers  and 
capitalists  shewed  that  Marx  had  never 
breathed  industrial  air,  and  had  dug  his 
case  out  of  bluebooks  in  the  British  Mus- 
eum. Compared  to  Darwin,  he  seemed  to 
have  no  power  of  observation:  there  was 
not  a  fact  in  Das  Kapital  that  had  not 
been  taken  out  of  a  book,  nor  a  discus- 
sion that  had  not  been  opened  by  some- 
body else's  pamphlet.  No  matter:  he  ex- 
posed the  bourgeoisie  and  made  an  end 
of  its  moral  prestige.  That  was  enough: 
like  Darwin  he  had  for  the  moment  the 
World  Will  by  the  ear.  Marx  had,  too, 
what  Darwin  had  not:  implacability  and 
a  fine  Jewish  literary  gift,  with  terrible 
powers  of  hatred,  invective,  irony,  and 
all  the  bitter  qualities  bred,  first  in  the 
oppression  of  a  rather  pampered  young 
genius  (Marx  was  the  spoilt  child  of  a 
well-to-do  family)  by  a  social  system 
utterly  uncongenial  to  him,  and  later  on  by 
exile  and  poverty.  Thus  Marx  and  Darwin 
between  them  toppled  over  two  closely 
related  idols,  and  became  the  prophets  of 
two  new  creeds. 


WHY  DARWIN  PLEASED  THE  PROFIT- 
EERS ALSO 

But  how,  at  this  rate,  did  Darwin  suc- 
ceed with  the  capitalists  too?  It  is  not  easy 
to  make  the  best  of  both  worlds  when  one 
of  the  worlds  is  preaching  a  Class  War, 
and  the  other  vigorously  practising  it. 
The  explanation  is  that  Darwinism  was 
so  closely  related  to  Capitalism  that  Marx 
regarded  it  as  an  economic  product  rather 
than  as  a  biological  theory.  Darwin  got 
his  main  postulate,  the  pressure  of  popu- 
lation on  the  available  means  of  subsist- 
ence, from  the  treatise  of  Malthus  on 
Population,  just  as  he  got  his  other  postu- 
late of  a  practically  unlimited  time  for 
that  pressure  to  operate  from  the  geologist 
Lyell,  who  made  an  end  of  Archbishop 
Ussher's  Biblical  estimate  of  the  age  of 
the  earth  as  4004  B.C.  plus  A.D.  The  treat- 
ises of  the  Ricardian  economists  on  the 
Law  of  Diminishing  Return,  which  was 
only  the  Manchester  School's  version  of 
the  giraffe  and  the  trees,  were  all  very 
fiercely  discussed  when  Darwin  was  a 
young  man.  In  fact  the  discovery  in  the 
eighteenth  century  by  the  French  Physio- 
crats of  the  economic  effects  of  Commer- 
cial Selection  in  soils  and  sites,  and  by 
Malthus  of  a  competition  for  subsistence 
which  he  attributed  to  pressure  of  popula- 
tion on  available  subsistence,  had  already 
brought  political  science  into  that  un- 
breakable atmosphere  of  fatalism  which 
is  the  characteristic  blight  of  Darwinism. 
Long  before  Darwin  published  a  line,  the 
Ricardo  -  Malthusian  economists  were 
preaching  the  fatalistic  Wages  Fund  doc- 
trine, and  assuring  the  workers  that  Trade 
Unionism  is  a  vain  defiance  of  the  inexor- 
able laws  of  political  economy,  just  as  the 
Neo-Darwinians  were  presently  assuring 
us  that  Temperance  Legislation  is  a  vain 
defiance  of  Natural  Selection,  and  that  the 
true  way  to  deal  with  drunkenness  is  to 
flood  the  country  with  cheap  gin  and  let 
the  fittest  survive.  Cobdenism  is,  after  all> 
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nothing  but  the  abandonment  of  trade  to 
Circumstantial  Selection. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  exaggerate  the 
importance  of  this  preparation  for  Dar- 
winism by  a  vast  political  and  clerical 
propaganda  of  its  moral  atmosphere. 
Never  in  history,  as  far  as  we  know,  had 
there  been  such  a  determined,  richly  sub- 
sidized, politically  organized  attempt  to 
persuade  the  human  race  that  all  progress, 
all  prosperity,  all  salvation,  individual  and 
social,  depend  on  an  unrestrained  conflict 
for  food  and  money,  on  the  suppression 
and  elimination  of  the  weak  by  the  strong, 
on  Free  Trade,  Free  Contract,  Free  Com- 
petition, Natural  Liberty,  Laisser-faire:  in 
short,  on  "doing  the  other  fellow  down" 
with  impunity,  all  interference  by  a  guid- 
ing government,  all  organization  except 
police  organization  to  protect  legalized 
fraud  against  fisticuffs,  all  attempt  to  in- 
troduce human  purpose  and  design  and 
forethought  into  the  industrial  welter, 
being  "contrary  to  the  laws  of  political 
economy/'  Even  the  proletariat  sym- 
pathized, though  to  them  Capitalist  liberty 
meant  only  wage  slavery  without  the 
legal  safeguards  of  chattel  slavery.  People 
were  tired  of  governments  and  kings  and 
priests  and  providences,  and  wanted  to 
find  out  how  Nature  would  arrange 
matters  if  she  were  let  alone.  And  they 
found  it  out  to  their  cost  in  the  days  when 
Lancashire  used  up  nine  generations  of 
wage  slaves  in  one  generation  of  their 
masters.  But  their  masters,  becoming 
richer  and  richer,  were  very  well  satisfied, 
and  Bastiat  proved  convincingly  that 
Nature  had  arranged  Economic  Har- 
monies which  would  settle  social  ques- 
tions far  better  than  theocracies  or  aristo- 
cracies or  mobocracies,  the  real  deus  ex 
machina  being  unrestrained  plutocracy. 

THE   POETRY  AND   PURITY  OF 
MATERIALISM 

Thus  the  stars  in  their  courses  fought 
for  Darwin.  Every  faction  drew  a  moral 


from  him;  every  catholic  hater  of  faction 
founded  a  hope  on  him;  every  blackguard 
felt  justified  by  him;  and  every  saint  felt 
encouraged  by  him.  The  notion  that  any 
harm  could  come  of  so  splendid  an  en- 
lightenment seemed  as  silly  as  the  notion 
that  the  atheists  would  steal  all  our  spoons. 
The  physicists  went  further  than  the  Dar- 
winians. Tyndall  declared  that  he  saw  in 
Matter  the  promise  and  potency  of  all 
forms  of  life,  and  with  his  Irish  graphic 
lucidity  made  a  picture  of  a  world  of 
magnetic  atoms,  each  atom  with  a  posi- 
tive and  a  negative  pole,  arranging  itself 
by  attraction  and  repulsion  in  orderly 
crystalline  structure.  Such  a  picture  is 
dangerously  fascinating  to  thinkers  op- 
pressed by  the  bloody  disorders  of  the 
living  world.  Craving  for  purer  subjects 
of  thought,  they  find  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  crystals  and  magnets  a  happiness 
more  dramatic  and  less  childish  than  the 
happiness  found  by  the  mathematicians  in 
abstract  numbers,  because  they  see  in  the 
crystals  beauty  and  movement  without 
the  corrupting  appetites  of  fleshly  vitality. 
In  such  Materialism  as  that  of  Lucretius 
and  Tyndall  there  is  a  nobility  which  pro- 
duces poetry:  John  Davidson  found  his 
highest  inspiration  in  it.  Even  its  pessi- 
mism as  it  faces  the  cooling  of  the  sun 
and  the  return  of  the  ice-caps  does  not 
degrade  the  pessimist:  for  example,  the 
Quincy  Adamses,  with  their  insistence  on 
modern  democratic  degradation  as  an  in- 
evitable result  of  solar  shrinkage,  are  not 
dehumanized  as  the  vivisectionists  are. 
Perhaps  nobody  is  at  heart  fool  enough 
to  believe  that  life  is  at  the  mercy  of 
temperature:  Dante  was  not  troubled 
by  the  objection  that  Brunetto  could  not 
have  lived  in  the  fire  nor  Ugolino  in  the 


ice. 


But  the  physicists  found  their  intellec- 
tual vision  of  the  world  incommunicable 
to  those  who  were  not  born  with  it.  It 
came  to  the  public  simply  as  Materialism; 
and  Materialism  lost  its  peculiar  purity 
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and  dignity  when  it  entered  into  the  Dar- 
winian reaction  against  Bible  fetichism. 
Between  the  two  of  them  religion  was 
knocked  to  pieces;  and  where  there  had 
been  a  god,  a  cause,  a  faith  that  the  uni- 
verse was  ordered  however  inexplicable 
by  us  its  order  might  be,  and  therefore  a 
sense  of  moral  responsibility  as  part  of 
that  order,  there  was  now  an  utter  void. 
Chaos  had  come  again.  The  first  effect 
was  exhilarating:  we  had  the  runaway 
child's  sense  of  freedom  before  it  gets 
hungry  and  lonely  and  frightened.  In  this 
phase  we  did  not  desire  our  God  back 
again.  We  printed  the  verses  in  which 
William  Blake,  the  most  religious  of  our 
great  poets,  called  the  anthropomorphic 
idol  Old  Nobodaddy,  and  gibed  at  him 
in  terms  which  the  printer  had  to  leave  us 
to  guess  from  his  blank  spaces.  We  had 
heard  the  parson  droning  that  God  is  not 
mocked;  and  it  was  great  fun  to  mock 
Him  to  our  hearts'  content  and  not  be  a 
penny  the  worse.  It  did  not  occur  to  us 
that  Old  Nobodaddy,  instead  of  being  a 
ridiculous  fiction,  might  be  only  an  im- 
postor, and  that  the  exposure  of  this  Koe- 
penik  Captain  of  the  heavens,  far  from 
proving  that  there  was  no  real  captain, 
rather  proved  the  contrary:  that,  in  short, 
Nobodaddy  could  not  have  impersonated 
anybody  if  there  had  not  been  Somebo- 
daddy  to  impersonate.  We  did  not  see  the 
significance  of  the  fact  that  on  the  last  oc- 
casion on  which  God  had  been  "expelled 
with  a  pitchfork,"  men  so  different  as 
Voltaire  and  Robespierre  had  said,  the 
one  that  if  God  did  not  exist  it  would  be 
necessary  to  invent  him,  and  the  other 
that  after  an  honest  attempt  to  dispense 
with  a  Supreme  Being  in  practical  politics, 
some  such  hypothesis  had  been  found 
quite  indispensable,  and  could  not  be  re- 
placed by  a  mere  Goddess  of  Reason.  If 
these  two  opinions  were  quoted  at  all, 
they  were  quoted  as  jokes  at  the  expense 
of  Nobodaddy.  We  were  quite  sure  for 
the  moment  that  whatever  lingering 


superstition  might  have  daunted  these  men 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  we  Darwinians 
could  do  without  God,  and  had  made  a 
good  riddance  of  Him. 

THE  VICEROYS   OF  THE   KING   OF 
KINGS 

Now  in  politics  it  is  much  easier  to  do 
without  God  than  to  do  without  his  vice- 
roys and  vicars  and  lieutenants;  and  we 
begin  to  miss  the  lieutenants  long  before 
we  begin  to  miss  their  principal.  Roman 
Catholics  do  what  their  confessors  advise 
without  troubling  God;  and  Royalists  are 
content  to  worship  the  King  and  ask  the 
policeman.  But  God's  trustiest  lieuten- 
ants often  lack  official  credentials.  They 
may  be  professed  atheists  who  are  also 
men  of  honor  and  high  public  spirit.  The 
old  belief  that  it  matters  dreadfully  to  God 
whether  a  man  thinks  himself  an  atheist 
or  not,  and  that  the  extent  to  which  it 
matters  can  be  stated  with  exactness  as 
one  single  damn,  was  an  error:  for  the 
divinity  is  in  the  honor  and  public  spirit, 
not  in  the  mouthed  credo  or  non  credo. 
The  consequences  of  this  error  became 
grave  when  the  fitness  of  a  man  for  public 
trust  was  tested,  not  by  his  honor  and  pub- 
lic spirit,  but  by  asking  him  whether  he 
believed  in  Nobodaddy  or  not.  If  he  said 
yes,  he  was  held  fit  to  be  a  Prime  Minister, 
though,  as  our  ablest  Churchman  has  said, 
the  real  implication  was  that  he  was  either 
a  fool,  a  bigot,  or  a  liar.  Darwin  destroyed 
this  test;  but  when  it  was  only  thought- 
lessly dropped,  there  was  no  test  at  all; 
and  the  door  to  public  trust  was  open  to 
the  man  who  had  no  sense  of  God  be- 
cause he  had  no  sense  of  anything  beyond 
his  own  business  interests  and  personal 
appetites  and  ambitions.  As  a  result,  the 
people  who  did  not  feel  in  the  least  incon- 
venienced by  being  no  longer  governed 
by  Nobodaddy  soon  found  themselves 
very  acutely  inconvenienced  by  being 
governed  by  fools  and  commercial  ad- 
venturers. They  had  forgotten  not  only 
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God  but  Goldsmith,  who  had  warned 
them  that  "honor  sinks  where  commerce 
long  prevails." 

The  lieutenants  of  God  are  not  always 
persons:  some  of  them  are  legal  and  parlia- 
mentary fictions.  One  of  them  is  Public 
Opinion.  The  pre-Darwinian  statesmen 
and  publicists  were  not  restrained  di- 
rectly by  God;  but  they  restrained  them- 
selves by  setting  up  an  image  of  a  Public 
Opinion  which  would  not  tolerate  any 
attempt  to  tamper  with  British  liberties. 
Their  favorite  way  of  putting  it  was  that 
any  Government  which  proposed  such 
and  such  an  infringement  of  such  and  such 
a  British  liberty  would  be  hurled  from 
office  in  a  week.  This  was  not  true:  there 
was  no  such  public  opinion,  no  limit  to 
what  the  British  people  would  put  up 
with  in  the  abstract,  and  no  hardship 
short  of  immediate  and  sudden  starvation 
that  it  would  not  and  did  not  put  up  with 
in  the  concrete.  But  this  very  helplessness 
of  the  people  had  forced  their  rulers  to 
pretend  that  they  were  not  helpless,  and 
that  the  certainty  of  a  sturdy  and  uncon- 
querable popular  resistance  forbade  any 
trifling  with  Magna  Carta  or  the  Petition 
of  Rights  or  the  authority  of  parliament. 
Now  the  reality  behind  this  fiction  was 
the  divine  sense  that  liberty  is  a  need  vital 
to  human  growth.  Accordingly,  though 
it  was  difficult  enough  to  effect  a  political 
reform,  yet,  once  parliament  had  passed 
it,  its  wildest  opponent  had  no  hope  that 
the  Government  would  cancel  it,  or  shelve 
it,  or  be  bought  off  from  executing  it. 
From  Walpole  to  Campbell-Bannerman 
there  was  no  Prime  Minister  to  whom 
such  renagueing  or  trafficking  would  ever 
have  occurred,  though  there  were  plenty 
who  employed  corruption  unsparingly  to 
procure  the  votes  of  members  of  parlia- 
ment for  their  policy. 

POLITICAL   OPPORTUNISM   IN  EXCELSIS 

The  moment  Nobodaddy  was  slain  by 
Darwin,  Public  Opinion,  as  divine  de- 


puty, lost  its  sanctity.  Politicians  no 
longer  told  themselves  that  the  British 
public  would  never  suffer  this  or  that: 
they  allowed  themselves  to  know  that  for 
their  own  personal  purposes,  which  are 
limited  to  their  ten  or  twenty  years  on 
the  front  benches  in  parliament,  the  Brit- 
ish Public  can  be  humbugged  and  coerced 
into  believing  and  suffering  everything 
that  it  pays  to  impose  on  them,  and  that 
any  false  excuse  for  an  unpopular  step  will 
serve  if  it  can  be  kept  in  countenance  for 
a  fortnight:  that  is,  until  the  terms  of  the 
excuse  are  forgotten.  The  people,  un- 
taught or  mistaught,  are  so  ignorant  and 
incapable  politically  that  this  in  itself 
would  not  greatly  matter;  for  a  statesman 
who  told  them  the  truth  would  not  be 
understood,  and  would  in  effect  mislead 
them  more  completely  than  if  he  dealt 
with  them  according  to  their  blindness  in- 
stead of  to  his  own  wisdom.  But  though 
there  is  no  difference  in  this  respect  be- 
tween the  best  demagogue  and  the  worst, 
both  of  them  having  to  present  their  cases 
equally  in  terms  cf  melodrama,  there  is  all 
the  difference  in  the  world  between  the 
statesman  who  is  humbugging  the  people 
into  allowing  him  to  do  the  will  of  God, 
in  whatever  disguise  it  may  come  to  him, 
and  one  who  is  humbugging  them  into 
furthering  his  personal  ambition  and  the 
commercial  interests  of  the  plutocrats 
who  own  the  newspapers  and  support 
him  on  reciprocal  terms.  And  there  is 
almost  as  great  a  difference  between  the 
statesman  who  does  this  naively  and  auto- 
matically, or  even  does  it  telling  himself 
that  he  is  ambitious  and  selfish  and  un- 
scrupulous, and  the  one  who  does  it  on 
principle,  believing  that  if  everyone  takes 
the  line  of  least  material  resistance  the  re- 
sult will  be  the  survival  of  the  fittest  in  a 
perfectly  harmonious  universe.  Once  pro- 
duce an  atmosphere  of  fatalism  on  prin- 
ciple, and  it  matters  little  what  the  opinions 
or  superstitions  of  the  individual  states- 
men concerned  may  be.  A  Kaiser  who  is 
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a  devout  reader  of  sermons,  a  Prime 
Minister  who  is  an  emotional  singer  of 
hymns,  and  a  General  who  is  a  bigoted 
Roman  Catholic  may  be  the  executants 
of  the  policy;  but  the  policy  itself  will 
be  one  of  unprincipled  opportunism; 
and  all  the  Governments  will  be  like 
the  tramp  who  walks  always  with  the 
wind  and  ends  as  a  pauper,  or  the  stone 
that  rolls  down  the  hill  and  ends  as  an 
avalanche:  their  way  is  the  way  to  de- 
struction. 

THE  BETRAYAL   OF  WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 

Within  sixty  years  from  the  publica- 
tion of  Darwin's  Origin  of  Species  politi- 
cal opportunism  had  brought  parliaments 
into  contempt;  created  a  popular  demand 
for  direct  action  by  the  organized  indus- 
tries ("Syndicalism");  and  wrecked  the 
centre  of  Europe  in  a  paroxysm  of  that 
chronic  terror  of  one  another,  that  cow- 
ardice of  the  irreligious,  which,  masked 
in  the  bravado  of  militarist  patriotism, 
had  ridden  the  Powers  like  a  nightmare 
since  the  Franco-Prussian  war  of  1870- 
1871.  The  sturdy  old  cosmopolitan  Liber- 
alism vanished  almost  unnoticed.  At  the 
present  moment  all  the  new  ordinances 
for  the  government  of  our  Crown  Colo- 
nies contain,  as  a  matter  of  course,  prohi- 
bitions of  all  criticism,  spoken  or  written, 
of  their  ruling  officials,  which  would 
have  scandalized  George  III  and  elicited 
Liberal  pamphlets  from  Catherine  II. 
Statesmen  are  afraid  of  the  suburbs,  of  the 
newspapers,  of  the  profiteers,  of  the  diplo- 
matists, of  the  militarists,  of  the  country 
houses,  of  the  trade  unions,  of  everything 
ephemeral  on  earth  except  the  revolutions 
they  are  provoking;  and  they  would  be 
afraid  of  these  if  they  were  not  too  ignor- 
ant of  society  and  history  to  appreciate 
the  risk,  and  to  know  that  a  revolution 
always  seems  hopeless  and  impossible  the 
day  before  it  breaks  out,  and  indeed  never 
does  break  out  until  it  seems  hopeless  and 


impossible;  for  rulers  who  think  it  possible 
take  care  to  insure  the  risk  by  ruling 
reasonably.  This  brings  about  a  condition 
fatal  to  all  political  stability:  namely,  that 
you  never  know  where  to  have  the  politi- 
cians. If  the  fear  of  God  was  in  them  it 
might  be  possible  to  come  to  some  general 
understanding  as  to  what  God  disap- 
proves of;  and  Europe  might  pull  to- 
gether on  that  basis.  But  the  present  panic, 
in  which  Prime  Ministers  drift  from  elec- 
tion to  election,  either  fighting  or  running 
away  from  everybody  who  shakes  a  fist 
at  them,  makes  a  European  civilization 
impossible.  Such  peace  and  prosperity  as 
we  enjoyed  before  the  war  depended  on 
the  loyalty  of  the  Western  States  to  their 
own  civilization.  That  loyalty  could  find 
practical  expression  only  in  an  alliance 
of  the  highly  civilized  Western  Powers 
against  the  primitive  tyrannies  of  the  East. 
Britain,  Germany,  France,  and  the  United 
States  of  America  could  have  imposed 
peace  on  the  world,  and  nursed  modern 
civilization  in  Russia,  Turkey,  and  the 
Balkans.  Every  meaner  consideration 
should  have  given  way  to  this  need  for 
the  solidarity  of  the  higher  civilization. 
What  actually  happened  was  that  France 
and  England,  through  their  clerks  the 
diplomatists,  made  an  alliance  with  Russia 
to  defend  themselves  against  Germany; 
Germany  made  an  alliance  with  Turkey 
to  defend  herself  against  the  three;  and 
the  two  unnatural  and  suicidal  combina- 
tions fell  on  one  another  in  a  war  that 
came  nearer  to  being  a  war  of  extermina- 
tion than  any  wars  since  those  of  Timur 
the  Tartar;  whilst  the  United  States  held 
aloof  as  long  as  they  could,  and  the  other 
States  either  did  the  same  or  joined  in  the 
fray  through  compulsion,  bribery,  or  their 
judgment  as  to  which  side  their  bread  was 
buttered.  And  at  the  present  moment, 
though  the  main  fighting  has  ceased 
through  the  surrender  of  Germany  on 
terms  which  the  victors  have  never 
dreamt  of  observing,  the  extermination 
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by  blockade  and  famine,  which  was  what 
forced  Germany  to  surrender,  still  con- 
tinues, although  it  is  certain  that  if  the 
vanquished  starve  the  victors  will  starve 
too,  and  Europe  will  liquidate  its  affairs 
by  going,  not  into  bankruptcy,  but  into 
chaos. 

Now  all  this,  it  will  be  noticed,  was 
fundamentally  nothing  but  an  idiotic  at- 
tempt on  the  part  of  each  belligerent  State 
to  secure  for  itself  the  advantage  of  the 
survival  of  the  fittest  through  Circum- 
stantial Selection.  If  the  Western  Powers 
had  selected  their  allies  in  the  Lamarckian 
manner  intelligently,  purposely,  and  vit- 
ally, ad  majorem  Dei  gloriam^  as  what 
Nietzsche  called  good  Europeans,  there 
would  have  been  a  League  of  Nations  and 
no  war.  But  because  the  selection  relied 
on  was  purely  circumstantial  opportunist 
selection,  so  that  the  alliances  were  mere 
marriages  of  convenience,  they  have 
turned  out,  not  merely  as  badly  as  might 
have  been  expected,  but  far  worse  than 
the  blackest  pessimist  had  ever  imagined 
possible. 

CIRCUMSTANTIAL   SELECTION   IN 
FINANCE 

How  it  will  all  end  we  do  not  yet  know. 
When  wolves  combine  to  kill  a  horse,  the 
death  of  the  horse  only  sets  them  fighting 
one  another  for  the  choicest  morsels.  Men 
are  no  better  than  wolves  if  they  have  no 
better  principles:  accordingly,  we  find 
that  the  Armistice  and  the  Treaty  have 
not  extricated  us  from  the  war.  A  handful 
of  Serbian  regicides  flung  us  into  it  as  a 
sporting  navvy  throws  a  bull  pup  at  a  cat; 
but  the  Supreme  Council,  with  all  its  vic- 
torious legions  and  all  its  prestige,  cannot 
get  us  out  of  it,  though  we  are  heartily 
sick  and  tired  of  the  whole  business,  and 
know  now  very  well  that  it  should  never 
have  been  allowed  to  happen.  But  we 
are  helpless  before  a  slate  scrawled  with 
figures  of  National  Debts.  As  there  is 
no  money  to  pay  them  because  it  was  all 


spent  on  the  war  (wars  have  to  be  paid 
for  on  the  nail)  the  sensible  thing  to  do 
is  to  wipe  the  slate  and  let  the  wrangling 
States  distribute  what  they  can  spare,  on 
the  sound  communist  principle  of  from 
each  according  to  his  ability,  to  each  ac- 
cording to  his  need.  But  no:  we  have  no 
principles  left,  not  even  commercial  ones; 
for  what  sane  commercialist  would  decree 
that  France  must  not  pay  for  her  failure 
to  defend  her  own  soil;  that  Germany 
must  pay  for  her  success  in  carrying  the 
war  into  the  enemy's  country;  and  that  as 
Germany  has  not  the  money  to  pay,  and 
under  our  commercial  system  can  make  it 
only  by  becoming  once  more  a  commer- 
cial competitor  of  England  and  France, 
which  neither  of  them  will  allow,  she 
must  borrow  the  money  from  England, 
or  America,  or  even  from  France:  an  ar- 
rangement by  which  the  victorious  credit- 
ors will  pay  one  another,  and  wait  to  get 
their  money  back  until  Germany  is  either 
strong  enough  to  refuse  to  pay  or  ruined 
beyond  the  possibility  of  paying?  Mean- 
while Russia,  reduced  to  a  scrap  of  fish 
and  a  pint  of  cabbage  soup  a  day,  has 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  rulers  who  per- 
ceive that  Materialist  Communism  is  at 
all  events  more  effective  than  Materialist 
Nihilism,  and  are  attempting  to  move  in 
an  intelligent  and  ordered  manner,  prac- 
tising a  very  strenuous  Intentional  Selec- 
tion of  workers  as  fitter  to  survive  than 
idlers;  whilst  the  Western  Powers  are 
drifting  and  colliding  and  running  on  the 
rocks,  in  the  hope  that  if  they  continue 
to  do  their  worst  they  will  get  Naturally 
Selected  for  survival  without  the  trouble 
of  thinking  about  it. 

THE   HOMEOPATHIC   REACTION  AGAINST 
DARWINISM 

When,  like  the  Russians,  our  Nihilists 
have  it  urgently  borne  in  on  them,  by  the 
brute  force  of  rising  wages  that  never 
overtake  rising  prices,  that  they  are  being 
Naturally  Selected  for  destruction,  they 
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will  perhaps  remember  that  "Dont  Care 
came  to  a  bad  end,"  and  begin  to  look 
round  for  a  religion.  And  the  whole  pur- 
pose of  this  book  is  to  shew  them  where 
to  look.  For,  throughout  all  the  godless 
welter  of  the  infidel  half-century,  Dar- 
winism has  been  acting  not  only  directly 
but  homeopathically,  its  poison  rallying 
our  vital  forces  not  only  to  resist  it  and 
cast  it  out,  but  to  achieve  a  new  Reforma- 
tion and  put  a  credible  and  healthy  re- 
ligion in  its  place.  Samuel  Butler  was  the 
pioneer  of  the  reaction  as  far  as  the  casting 
out  was  concerned;  but  the  issue  was  con- 
fused by  the  physiologists,  who  were  di- 
vided on  the  question  into  Mechanists  and 
Vitalists.  The  Mechanists  said  that  life  is 
nothing  but  physical  and  chemical  action; 
that  they  have  demonstrated  this  in  many 
cases  of  so-called  vital  phenomena;  and 
that  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  with 
improved  methods  they  will  presently  be 
able  to  demonstrate  it  in  all  of  them.  The 
Vitalists  said  that  a  dead  body  and  a  live 
one  are  physically  and  chemically  identi- 
cal, and  that  the  difference  can  be  ac- 
counted for  only  by  the  existence  of  a 
Vital  Force.  This  seems  simple;  but  the 
Anti-Mechanists  objected  to  be  called  Vit- 
alists (obviously  the  right  name  for  them) 
on  two  contradictory  grounds.  First,  that 
vitality  is  scientifically  inadmissible,  be- 
cause it  cannot  be  isolated  and  experi- 
mented with  in  the  laboratory.  Second, 
that  force,  being  by  definition  anything 
that  can  alter  the  speed  or  direction  of 
matter  in  motion  (briefly,  that  can  over- 
come inertia)  is  essentially  a  mechanistic 
conception.  Here  we  had  the  New  Vitalist 
only  half  extricated  from  the  Old  Mech- 
anist, objecting  to  be  called  either,  and 
unable  to  give  a  clear  lead  in  the  new 
direction.  And  there  was  a  deeper  antag- 
onism. The  Old  Vitalists,  in  postulating  a 
Vital  Force,  were  setting  up  a  compara- 
tively mechanical  conception  as  against 
the  divine  idea  of  the  life  breathed  into 
the  clay  nostrils  of  Adam,  whereby  he 


became  a  living  soul.  The  New  Vitalists, 
filled  by  their  laboratory  researches  with 
a  sense  of  the  miraculousness  of  life  that 
went  far  beyond  the  comparatively  unin- 
formed imaginations  of  the  authors  of  the 
Book  of  Genesis,  regarded  the  Old  Vital- 
ists as  Mechanists  who  had  tried  to  fill 
up  the  gulf  between  life  and  death  with 
an  empty  phrase  denoting  an  imaginary 
physical  force. 

These  professional  faction  fights  are 
ephemeral,  and  need  not  trouble  us  here. 
The  Old  Vitalist,  who  was  essentially  a 
Materialist,  has  evolved  into  the  New  Vit- 
alist, who  is,  as  every  genuine  scientist 
must  be,  finally  a  metaphysician.  And  as 
the  New  Vitalist  turns  from  the  disputes 
of  his  youth  to  the  future  of  his  science, 
he  will  cease  to  boggle  at  the  name  Vit- 
alist, or  at  the  inevitable,  ancient,  popular, 
and  quite  correct  use  of  the  term  Force 
to  denote  metaphysical  as  well  as  physical 
overcomers  of  inertia. 

Since  the  discovery  of  Evolution  as  the 
method  of  the  Life  Force,  the  religion  of 
metaphysical  Vitalism  has  been  gaining 
the  definiteness  and  concreteness  needed 
to  make  it  assimilable  by  the  educated 
critical  man.  But  it  has  always  been  with 
us.  The  popular  religions,  disgraced  by 
their  Opportunist  cardinals  and  bishops, 
have  been  kept  in  credit  by  canonized 
saints  whose  secret  was  their  conception 
of  themselves  as  the  instruments  and 
vehicles  of  divine  power  and  aspiration: 
a  conception  which  at  moments  becomes 
an  actual  experience  of  ecstatic  possession 
by  that  power.  And  above  and  below  all 
have  been  millions  of  humble  and  obscure 
persons,  sometimes  totally  illiterate,  some- 
times unconscious  of  having  any  religion 
at  all,  sometimes  believing  in  their  sim- 
plicity that  the  gods  and  temples  and 
priests  of  their  district  stood  for  their  in- 
stinctive righteousness,  who  have  kept 
sweet  the  tradition  that  good  people  fol- 
low a  light  that  shines  within  and  above 
and  ahead  of  them,  that  bad  people  care 
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only  for  themselves,  and  that  the  good 
are  saved  and  blessed  and  the  bad  damned 
and  miserable.  Protestantism  was  a  move- 
ment towards  the  pursuit  of  a  light  called 
an  inner  light  because  every  man  must  see 
it  with  his  own  eyes  and  not  take  any 
priest's  word  for  it  or  any  Church's  ac- 
count of  it.  In  short,  there  is  no  question 
of  a  new  religion,  but  rather  of  redistilling 
the  eternal  spirit  of  religion  and  thus  ex- 
tricating it  from  the  sludgy  residue  of 
temporalities  and  legends  that  are  making 
belief  impossible,  though  they  are  the 
stock-in-trade  of  all  the  Churches  and  all 
the  Schools. 

RELIGION  AND  ROMANCE 

It  is  the  adulteration  of  religion  by  the 
romance  of  miracles  and  paradises  and 
torture  chambers  that  makes  it  reel  at  the 
impact  of  every  advance  in  science,  in- 
stead of  being  clarified  by  it.  If  you  take 
an  English  village  lad,  and  teach  him  that 
religion  means  believing  that  the  stories 
of  Noah's  Ark  and  the  Garden  of  Eden 
are  literally  true  on  the  authority  of  God 
himself,  and  if  that  boy  becomes  an  arti- 
san and  goes  into  the  town  among  the 
sceptical  city  proletariat,  then,  when  the 
jibes  of  his  mates  set  him  thinking,  and 
he  sees  that  these  stories  cannot  be  liter- 
ally true,  and  learns  that  no  candid  prelate 
now  pretends  to  believe  them,  he  does  not 
make  any  fine  distinctions:  he  declares  at 
once  that  religion  is  a  fraud,  and  parsons 
and  teachers  hypocrites  and  liars.  He  be- 
comes indifferent  to  religion  if  he  has  little 
conscience,  and  indignantly  hostile  to  it 
if  he  has  a  good  deal. 

The  same  revolt  against  wantonly  false 
teaching  is  happening  daily  in  the  profes- 
sional classes  whose  recreation  is  reading 
and  whose  intellectual  sport  is  contro- 
versy. They  banish  the  Bible  from  their 
houses,  and  sometimes  put  into  the  hands 
of  their  unfortunate  children  Ethical  and 
Rationalist  tracts  of  the  deadliest  dullness, 
compelling  these  wretched  infants  to  sit 


out  the  discourses  of  Secularist  lecturers 
(I  have  delivered  some  of  them  myself), 
who  bore  them  at  a  length  now  forbidden 
by  custom  in  the  established  pulpit.  Our 
minds  have  reacted  so  violently  towards 
provable  logical  theorems  and  demon- 
strable mechanical  or  chemical  facts  that 
we  have  become  incapable  of  metaphysi- 
cal truth,  and  try  to  cast  out  incredible 
and  silly  lies  by  credible  and  clever  ones, 
calling  in  Satan  to  cast  out  Satan,  and  get- 
ting more  into  his  clutches  than  ever  in 
the  process.  Thus  the  world  is  kept  sane 
less  by  the  saints  than  by  the  vast  mass 
of  the  indifferent,  who  neither  act  nor 
react  in  the  matter.  Butler's  preaching  of 
the  gospel  of  Laodicea  was  a  piece  of 
common  sense  founded  on  his  observa- 
tion of  this. 

But  indifference  will  not  guide  nations 
through  civilization  to  the  establishment 
of  the  perfect  city  of  God.  An  indifferent 
statesman  is  a  contradiction  in  terms;  and 
a  statesman  who  is  indifferent  on  prin- 
ciple, a  Laisser-faire  or  Muddle-Through 
doctrinaire,  plays  the  deuce  with  us  in  the 
long  run.  Our  statesmen  must  get  a  re- 
ligion by  hook  or  crook;  and  as  we  are 
committed  to  Adult  Suffrage  it  must  be 
a  religion  capable  of  vulgarization.  The 
thought  first  put  into  words  by  the  Mills 
when  they  said  'There  is  no  God;  but 
this  is  a  family  secret,"  and  long  held 
unspoken  by  aristocratic  statesmen  and 
diplomatists,  will  not  serve  now;  for  the 
revival  of  civilization  after  the  war  cannot 
be  effected  by  artificial  breathing:  the 
driving  force  of  an  undeluded  popular 
consent  is  indispensable,  and  will  be  im- 
possible until  the  statesman  can  appeal  to 
the  vital  instincts  of  the  people  in  terms 
of  a  common  religion.  The  success  of  the 
Hang  the  Kaiser  cry  at  the  last  General 
Election  shews  us  very  terrifyingly  how  a 
common  irreligion  can  be  used  by  myopic 
demagogy;  and  common  irreligion  will 
destroy  civilization  unless  it  is  countered 
by  common  religion. 
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THE   DANGER  OF   REACTION 

And  here  arises  the  danger  that  when 
we  realize  this  we  shall  do  just  what  we 
did  half  a  century  ago,  and  what  Pliable 
did  in  The  Pilgrim's  Progress  when  Chris- 
tian landed  him  in  the  Slough  of  Despond: 
that  is,  run  back  in  terror  to  our  old  super- 
stitions. We  jumped  out  of  the  frying- 
pan  into  the  fire;  and  we  are  just  as  likely 
to  jump  back  again,  now  that  we  feel 
hotter  than  ever.  History  records  very 
little  in  the  way  of  mental  activity  on  the 
part  of  the  mass  of  mankind  except  a  series 
of  stampedes  from  affirmative  errors  into 
negative  ones  and  back  again.  It  must 
therefore  be  said  very  precisely  and  clearly 
that  the  bankruptcy  of  Darwinism  does 
not  mean  that  Nobodaddy  was  Somebo- 
daddy  with  "body,  parts,  and  passions" 
after  all;  that  the  world  was  made  in  the 
year  4004  B.C.;  that  damnation  means  an 
eternity  of  blazing  brimstone;  that  the  Im- 
maculate Conception  means  that  sex  is  sin- 
ful and  that  Christ  was  parthenogenetic- 
ally  brought  forth  by  a  virgin  descended 
in  like  manner  from  a  line  of  virgins  right 
back  to  Eve;  that  the  Trinity  is  an  an- 
thropomorphic monster  with  three  heads 
which  are  yet  only  one  head;  that  in  Rome 
the  bread  and  wine  on  the  altar  become 
flesh  and  blood,  and  in  England,  in  a  still 
more  mystical  manner,  they  do  and  they 
do  not;  that  the  Bible  is  an  infallible  scien- 
tific manual,  an  accurate  historical  chron- 
icle, and  a  complete  guide  to  conduct; 
that  we  may  lie  and  cheat  and  murder  and 
then  wash  ourselves  innocent  in  the  blood 
of  the  lamb  on  Sunday  at  the  cost  of  a 
credo  and  a  penny  in  the  plate,  and  so  on 
and  so  forth.  Civilization  cannot  be  saved 
by  people  not  only  crude  enough  to  be- 
lieve these  things,  but  irreligious  enough 
to  believe  that  such  belief  constitutes  a 
religion.  The  education  of  children  cannot 
safely  be  left  in  their  hands.  If  dwindling 
sects  like  the  Church  of  England,  the 
Church  of  Rome,  the  Greek  Church,  and 


the  rest,  persist  in  trying  to  cramp  the 
human  mind  within  the  limits  of  these 
grotesque  perversions  of  natural  truths 
and  poetic  metaphors,  then  they  must  be 
ruthlessly  banished  from  the  schools  until 
they  either  perish  in  general  contempt  or 
discover  the  soul  that  is  hidden  in  every 
dogma.  The  real  Class  War  will  be  a  war 
of  intellectual  classes;  and  its  conquest 
will  be  the  souls  of  the  children. 

A  TOUCHSTONE   FOR  DOGMA 

The  test  of  a  dogma  is  its  universality. 
As  long  as  the  Church  of  England 
preaches  a  single  doctrine  that  the  Brah- 
man, the  Buddhist,  the  Mussulman,  the 
Parsee,  and  all  the  other  sectarians  who 
are  British  subjects  cannot  accept,  it  has 
no  legitimate  place  in  the  counsels  of  the 
British  Commonwealth,  and  will  remain 
what  it  is  at  present,  a  corrupter  of  youth, 
a  danger  to  the  State,  and  an  obstruction 
to  the  fellowship  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  This 
has  never  been  more  strongly  felt  than  at 
present,  after  a  war  in  which  the  Church 
failed  grossly  in  the  courage  of  its  pro- 
fession, and  sold  its  lilies  for  the  laurels 
of  the  soldiers  of  the  Victoria  Cross.  All 
the  cocks  in  Christendom  have  been 
crowing  shame  on  it  ever  since;  and  it  will 
not  be  spared  for  the  sake  of  the  two  or 
three  faithful  who  were  found  even  among 
the  bishops.  Let  the  Church  take  it  on 
authority,  even  my  authority  (as  a  pro- 
fessional legend  maker)  if  it  cannot  see 
the  truth  by  its  own  light:  no  dogma  can 
be  a  legend.  A  legend  can  pass  an  ethnical 
frontier  as  a  legend,  but  not  as  a  truth; 
whilst  the  only  frontier  to  the  currency 
of  a  sound  dogma  as  such  is  the  frontier 
of  capacity  for  understanding  it. 

This  does  not  mean  that  we  should 
throw  away  legend  and  parableand  drama: 
they  are  the  natural  vehicles  of  dogma; 
but  woe  to  the  Churches  and  rulers 
who  substitute  the  legend  for  the  dogma, 
the  parable  for  the  history,  the  drama 
for  the  religion!  Better  by  far  declare  the 
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throne  of  God  empty  than  set  a  liar  and 
a  fool  on  it.  What  are  called  wars  of  re- 
ligion are  always  wars  to  destroy  religion 
by  affirming  the  historical  truth  or  ma- 
terial substantiality  of  some  legend,  and 
killing  those  who  refuse  to  accept  it  as 
historical  or  substantial.  But  who  has  ever 
refused  to  accept  a  good  legend  with  de- 
light as  a  legend?  The  legends,  the  par- 
ables, the  dramas,  are  among  the  choicest 
treasures  of  mankind.  No  one  is  ever 
tired  of  stories  of  miracles.  In  vain  did 
Mahomet  repudiate  the  miracles  ascribed 
to  him:  in  vain  did  Christ  furiously  scold 
those  who  asked  him  to  give  them  an  ex- 
hibition as  a  conjuror:  in  vain  did  the 
saints  declare  that  God  chose  them  not 
for  their  powers  but  for  their  weaknesses; 
that  the  humble  might  be  exalted,  and  the 
proud  rebuked.  People  will  have  their 
miracles,  their  stories,  their  heroes  and 
heroines  and  saints  and  martyrs  and  divin- 
ities to  exercise  their  gifts  of  affection,  ad- 
miration, wonder,  and  worship,  and  their 
Judases  and  devils  to  enable  them  to  be 
angry  and  yet  feel  that  they  do  well  to  be 
angry.  Every  one  of  these  legends  is  the 
common  heritage  of  the  human  race;  and 
there  is  only  one  inexorable  condition  at- 
tached to  their  healthy  enjoyment,  which 
is  that  no  one  shall  believe  them  literally. 
The  reading  of  stories  and  delighting  in 
them  made  Don  Quixote  a  gentleman: 
the  believing  them  literally  made  him  a 
madman  who  slew  lambs  instead  of  feed- 
ing them.  In  England  today  good  books 
of  Eastern  religious  legends  are  read 
eagerly;  and  Protestants  and  Atheists  read 
Roman  Catholic  legends  of  the  Saints  with 
pleasure.  But  such  fare  is  shirked  by  In- 
dians and  Roman  Catholics.  Freethinkers 
read  the  Bible:  indeed  they  seem  to  be 
its  only  readers  now  except  the  reluctant 
parsons  at  the  church  lecterns,  who  com- 
municate their  discomfort  to  the  congre- 
gation by  gargling  the  words  in  their 
throats  in  an  unnatural  manner  that  is  as 
repulsive  as  it  is  unintelligible.  And  this 


is  because  the  imposition  of  the  legends 
as  literal  truths  at  once  changes  them  from 
parables  into  falsehoods.  The  feeling 
against  the  Bible  has  become  so  strong 
at  last  that  educated  people  not  only  refuse 
to  outrage  their  intellectual  consciences 
by  reading  the  legend  of  Noah's  Ark,  with 
its  funny  beginning  about  the  animals  and 
its  exquisite  end  about  the  birds:  they  will 
not  read  even  the  chronicles  of  King  David, 
which  may  very  well  be  true,  and  are  cer- 
tainly more  candid  than  the  official  bio- 
graphies of  our  contemporary  monarchs. 

WHAT  TO  DO  WITH  THE  LEGENDS 

What  we  should  do,  then,  is  to  pool 
our  legends  and  make  a  delightful  stock  of 
religious  folk-lore  on  an  honest  basis  for 
all  mankind.  With  our  minds  freed  from 
pretence  and  falsehood  we  could  enter 
into  the  heritage  of  all  the  faiths.  China 
would  share  her  sages  with  Spain,  and 
Spain  her  saints  with  China.  The  Ulster 
man  who  now  gives  his  son  an  unmerci- 
ful thrashing  if  the  boy  is  so  tactless  as  to 
ask  how  the  evening  and  the  morning 
could  be  the  first  day  before  the  sun  was 
created,  or  to  betray  an  innocent  calf-love 
for  the  Virgin  Mary,  would  buy  him  a 
bookful  of  legends  of  the  creation  and  of 
mothers  of  God  from  all  parts  of  the 
world,  and  be  very  glad  to  find  his  laddie 
as  interested  in  such  things  as  in  marbles 
or  Police  and  Robbers.  That  would  be 
better  than  beating  all  good  feeling  to- 
wards religion  out  of  the  child,  and  black- 
ening his  mind  by  teaching  him  that  the 
worshippers  of  the  holy  virgins,  whether 
of  the  Parthenon  or  St  Peter's,  are  fire- 
doomed  heathens  and  idolaters.  All  the 
sweetness  of  religion  is  conveyed  to  the 
world  by  the  hands  of  story-tellers  and 
image-makers.  Without  their  fictions  the 
truths  of  religion  would  for  the  multitude 
be  neither  intelligible  nor  even  apprehen- 
sible; and  the  prophets  would  prophesy 
and  the  teachers  teach  in  vain.  And  no- 
thing stands  between  the  people  and  the 
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fictions  except  the  silly  falsehood  that  the 
fictions  are  literal  truths,  and  that  there  is 
nothing  in  religion  but  fiction. 

A  LESSON   FROM   SCIENCE  TO   THE 
CHURCHES 

Let  the  Churches  ask  themselves  why 
there  is  no  revolt  against  the  dogmas  of 
mathematics  though  there  is  one  against 
the  dogmas  of  religion.  It  is  not  that  the 
mathematical  dogmas  are  more  compre- 
hensible. The  law  of  inverse  squares  is  as 
incomprehensible  to  the  common  man  as 
the  Athanasian  creed.  It  is  not  that  science 
is  free  from  legends,  witchcraft,  miracles, 
biographic  boostings  of  quacks  as  heroes 
and  saints,  and  of  barren  scoundrels  as  ex- 
plorers and  discoverers.  On  the  contrary, 
the  iconography  and  hagiology  of  Scient- 
ism  are  as  copious  as  they  are  mostly 
squalid.  But  no  student  of  science  has  yet 
been  taught  that  specific  gravity  consists 
in  the  belief  that  Archimedes  jumped 
out  of  his  bath  and  ran  naked  through 
the  streets  of  Syracuse  shouting  Eureka, 
Eureka,  or  that  the  law  of  inverse  squares 
must  be  discarded  if  anyone  can  prove 
that  Newton  was  never  in  an  orchard  in 
his  life.  When  some  unusually  conscien- 
tious or  enterprising  bacteriologist  reads 
the  pamphlets  of  Jenner,  and  discovers 
that  they  might  have  been  written  by 
an  ignorant  but  curious  and  observant 
nurserymaid,  and  could  not  possibly  have 
been  written  by  any  person  with  a  scienti- 
fically trained  mind,  he  does  not  feel  that 
the  whole  edifice  of  science  has  collapsed 
and  crumbled,  and  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  smallpox.  It  may  come  to  that 
yet;  for  hygiene,  as  it  forces  its  way  into 
our  schools,  is  being  taught  as  falsely  as  re- 
ligion is  taught  there;  but  in  mathematics 
and  physics  the  faith  is  still  kept  pure,  and 
you  may  take  the  law  and  leave  the  legends 
without  suspicion  of  heresy.  Accordingly, 
the  tower  of  the  mathematician  stands 
unshaken  whilst  the  temple  of  the  priest 
rocks  to  its  foundation. 


THE  RELIGIOUS    ART   OF  THE  TWENTIETH 
CENTURY 

Creative  Evolution  is  already  a  re- 
ligion, and  is  indeed  now  unmistakeably 
the  religion  of  the  twentieth  century, 
newly  arisen  from  the  ashes  of  pseudo- 
Christianity,  of  mere  scepticism,  and  of 
the  soulless  affirmations  and  blind  nega- 
tions of  the  Mechanists  and  Neo-Darwin- 
ians.  But  it  cannot  become  a  popular  re- 
ligion until  it  has  its  legends,  its  parables, 
its  miracles.  And  when  I  say  popular  I  do 
not  mean  apprehensible  by  villagers  only. 
I  mean  apprehensible  by  Cabinet  Ministers 
as  well.  It  is  unreasonable  to  look  to  the 
professional  politician  and  administrator 
for  light  and  leading  in  religion.  He  is 
neither  a  philosopher  nor  a  prophet:  if  he 
were,  he  would  be  philosophizing  and  pro- 
phesying, and  not  neglecting  both  for  the 
drudgery  of  practical  government.  So- 
crates and  Coleridge  did  not  remain  sol- 
diers, nor  could  John  Stuart  Mill  remain 
the  representative  of  Westminster  in  the 
House  of  Commons  even  when  he  was 
willing.  The  Westminster  electors  ad- 
mired Mill  for  telling  them  that  much  of 
the  difficulty  of  dealing  with  them  arose 
from  their  being  inveterate  liars.  But  they 
would  not  vote  a  second  time  for  the  man 
who  was  not  afraid  to  break  die  crust  of 
mendacity  on  which  they  were  all  dan- 
cing; for  it  seemed  to  them  that  there  was 
a  volcanic  abyss  beneath,  not  having  his 
philosophic  conviction  that  the  truth  is 
the  solidest  standing  ground  in  the  end. 
Your  front  bench  man  will  always  be  an 
exploiter  of  the  popular  religion  or  irre- 
ligion.  Not  being  an  expert,  he  must  take 
it  as  he  finds  it;  and  before  he  can  take 
it,  he  must  have  been  told  stories  about  it 
in  his  childhood  and  had  before  him  all 
his  life  an  elaborate  iconography  of  it 
produced  by  writers,  painters,  sculptors, 
temple  architects,  and  artists  of  all  the 
higher  sorts.  Even  if,  as  sometimes  hap- 
pens, he  is  a  bit  of  an  amateur  in  meta- 
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physics  as  well  as  a  professional  politician, 
he  must  still  govern  according  to  the  popu- 
lar iconography,  and  not  according  to  his 
own  personal  interpretations  if  these  hap- 
pen to  be  heterodox. 

It  will  be  seen  then  that  the  revival  of 
religion  on  a  scientific  basis  does  not 
mean  the  death  of  art,  but  a  glorious  re- 
birth of  it.  Indeed  art  has  never  been  great 
when  it  was  not  providing  an  icono- 
graphy for  a  live  religion.  And  it  has  never 
been  quite  contemptible  except  when  imi- 
tating the  iconography  after  the  religion 
had  become  a  superstition.  Italian  paint- 
ing from  Giotto  to  Carpaccio  is  all  re- 
ligious painting;  and  it  moves  us  deeply 
and  has  real  greatness.  Compare  with  it 
the  attempts  of  our  painters  a  century  ago 
to  achieve  the  effects  of  the  old  masters 
by  imitation  when  they  should  have  been 
illustrating  a  faith  of  their  own.  Contem- 
plate, if  you  can  bear  it,  the  dull  daubs  of 
Hilton  and  Haydon,  who  knew  so  much 
more  about  drawing  and  scumbling  and 
glazing  and  perspective  and  anatomy  and 
"marvellous  foreshortening"  than  Giotto, 
the  latchet  of  whose  shoe  they  were  never- 
theless not  worthy  to  unloose.  Compare 
Mozart's  Magic  Flute,  Beethoven's  Ninth 
Symphony,  Wagner's  Ring,  all  of  them 
reachings-forward  to  the  new  Vitalist  art, 
with  the  dreary  pseudo-sacred  oratorios 
and  cantatas  which  were  produced  for  no 
better  reason  than  that  Handel  had  form- 
erly made  splendid  thunder  in  that  way, 
and  with  the  stale  confectionery,  mostly 
too  would-be  pious  to  be  even  cheerfully 
toothsome,  of  Spohr  and  Mendelssohn, 
Stainer  and  Parry,  which  spread  indiges- 
tion at  our  musical  festivals  until  I  pub- 
licly told  Parry  the  bludgeoning  truth 
about  his  Job  and  woke  him  to  conviction 
of  sin.  Compare  Flaxman  and  Thorwald- 
sen  and  Gibson  with  Phidias  and  Praxi- 
teles, Stevens  with  Michael  Angelo, 
Bouguereau's  Virgin  with  Cimabue's,  or 
the  best  operatic  Christs  of  SchefFer  and 
Mtiller  with  the  worst  Christs  that  the 


worst  painters  could  paint  before  the  end 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  you  must  feel 
that  until  we  have  a  great  religious  move- 
ment we  cannot  hope  for  a  great  artistic 
one.  The  disillusioned  Raphael  could 
paint  a  mother  and  child,  but  not  a  queen 
of  Heaven  as  much  less  skilful  men  had 
done  in  the  days  of  his  great-grandfather; 
yet  he  could  reach  forward  to  the  twen- 
tieth century  and  paint  a  Transfiguration 
of  the  Son  of  Man  as  they  could  not.  Also, 
please  note,  he  could  decorate  a  house  of 
pleasure  for  a  cardinal  very  beautifully 
with  voluptuous  pictures  of  Cupid  and 
Psyche;  for  this  simple  sort  of  Vitalism 
is  always  with  us,  and,  like  portrait  paint- 
ing, keeps  the  artist  supplied  with  subject 
matter  in  the  intervals  between  the  ages 
of  faith;  so  that  your  sceptical  Rem- 
brandts  and  Velasquezs  are  at  least  not 
compelled  to  paint  shop  fronts  for  want 
of  anything  else  to  paint  in  which  they 
can  really  believe. 

THE   ARTIST-PROPHETS 

And  there  are  always  certain  rare  but  in- 
tensely interesting  anticipations.  Michael 
Angelo  could  not  very  well  believe  in 
Julius  II  or  Leo  X,  or  in  much  that  they 
believed  in;  but  he  could  paint  the  Super- 
man three  hundred  years  before  Nietzsche 
wrote  Also  Sprach  Zarathustra  and  Strauss 
set  it  to  music.  Michael  Angelo  won  the 
primacy  among  all  modern  painters  and 
sculptors  solely  by  his  power  of  shewing 
us  superhuman  persons.  On  the  strength 
of  his  decoration  and  color  alone  he 
would  hardly  have  survived  his  own  death 
twenty  years;  and  even  his  design  would 
have  had  only  an  academic  interest;  but 
as  a  painter  of  prophets  and  sibyls  he  is 
greatest  among  the  very  greatest  in  his 
craft,  because  we  aspire  to  a  world  of  pro- 
phets and  sibyls.  Beethoven  never  heard 
of  radio-activity  nor  of  electrons  dancing 
in  vortices  of  inconceivable  energy;  but 
pray  can  anyone  explain  the  last  move- 
ment of  his  Hammerklavier  Sonata,  Opus 
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106,  otherwise  than  as  a  musical  picture 
of  these  whirling  electrons?  His  contem- 
poraries said  he  was  mad,  partly  perhaps 
because  the  movement  was  so  hard  to 
play;  but  we,  who  can  make  a  pianola 
play  it  to  us  over  and  over  until  it  is  as 
familiar  as  Pop  Goes  the  Weasel,  know 
that  it  is  sane  and  methodical.  As  such, 
it  must  represent  something;  and  as  all 
Beethoven's  serious  compositions  repre- 
sent some  process  within  himself,  some 
nerve  storm  or  soul  storm,  and  the  storm 
here  is  clearly  one  of  physical  movement, 
I  should  much  like  to  know  what  other 
storm  than  the  atomic  storm  could  have 
driven  him  to  this  oddest  of  all  those 
many  expressions  of  cyclonic  energy 
which  have  given  him  the  same  distinc- 
tion among  musicians  that  Michael  An- 
gelo  has  among  draughtsmen. 

In  Beethoven's  day  the  business  of  art 
was  held  to  be  "the  sublime  and  beauti- 
ful." In  our  day  it  has  fallen  to  be  the 
imitative  and  voluptuous.  In  both  periods 
the  word  passionate  has  been  freely  em- 
ployed; but  in  the  eighteenth  century  pas- 
sion meant  irresistible  impulse  of  the 
loftiest  kind:  for  example,  a  passion  for 
astronomy  or  for  truth.  For  us  it  has  come 
to  mean  concupiscence  and  nothing  else. 
One  might  say  to  the  art  of  Europe  what 
Antony  said  to  the  corpse  of  Caesar:  "Are 
all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
shrunk  to  this  little  measure?"  But  in  fact 
it  is  the  mind  of  Europe  that  has  shrunk, 
being,  as  we  have  seen,  wholly  preoccu- 
pied with  a  busy  spring-cleaning  to  get 
rid  of  its  superstitions  before  readjusting 
itself  to  the  new  conception  of  Evolution. 

EVOLUTION   IN  THE   THEATRE 

On  the  stage  (and  here  I  come  at  last 
to  my  own  particular  function  in  the 
matter),  Comedy,  as  a  destructive,  deris- 
ory, critical,  negative  art,  kept  the  theatre 
open  when  sublime  tragedy  perished. 
From  Moli£re  to  Oscar  Wilde  we  had  a 
line  of  comedic  playwrights  who,  if  they 


had  nothing  fundamentally  positive  to 
say,  were  at  least  in  revolt  against  false- 
hood and  imposture,  and  were  not  only, 
as  they  claimed,  "chastening  morals  by 
ridicule,"  but,  in  Johnson's  phrase,  clear- 
ing our  minds  of  cant,  and  thereby  shew- 
ing an  uneasiness  in  the  presence  of  error 
which  is  the  surest  symptom  of  intel- 
lectual vitality.  Meanwhile  the  name  of 
Tragedy  was  assumed  by  plays  in  which 
everyone  was  killed  in  the  last  act,  just  as, 
in  spite  of  Moliere,  plays  in  which  every- 
one was  married  in  the  last  act  called 
themselves  comedies.  Now  neither  tra- 
gedies nor  comedies  can  be  produced  ac- 
cording to  a  prescription  which  gives  only 
the  last  moments  of  the  last  act.  Shake- 
spear  did  not  make  Hamlet  out  of  its  final 
butchery,  nor  Twelfth  Night  out  of  its 
final  matrimony.  And  he  could  not  be- 
come the  conscious  iconographer  of  a 
religion  because  he  had  no  conscious  re- 
ligion. He  had  therefore  to  exercise  his 
extraordinary  natural  gifts  in  the  very 
entertaining  art  of  mimicry,  giving  us  the 
famous  "delineation  of  character"  which 
makes  his  plays,  like  the  novels  of  Scott, 
Dumas,  and  Dickens,  so  delightful.  Also, 
he  developed  that  curious  and  question- 
able art  of  building  us  a  refuge  from  de- 
spair by  disguising  the  cruelties  of  Nature 
as  jokes.  But  with  all  his  gifts,  the  fact 
remains  that  he  never  found  the  inspira- 
tion to  write  an  original  play.  He  fur- 
bished up  old  plays,  and  adapted  popular 
stories,  and  chapters  of  history  from  Hoi- 
inshed's  Chronicle  and  Plutarch's  bio- 
graphies, to  the  stage.  All  this  he  did  (or 
did  not;  for  there  are  minus  quantities  in 
the  algebra  of  art)  with  a  recklessness 
which  shewed  that  his  trade  lay  far  from 
his  conscience.  It  is  true  that  he  never 
takes  his  characters  from  the  borrowed 
story,  because  it  was  less  trouble  and  more 
fun  to  him  to  create  them  afresh;  but  none 
the  less  he  heaps  the  murders  and  villainies 
of  the  borrowed  story  on  his  own  essenti- 
ally gentle  creations  without  scruple,  no 
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matter  how  incongruous  they  may  be. 
And  all  the  time  his  vital  need  for  a  philo- 
sophy drives  him  to  seek  one  by  the 
quaint  professional  method  of  introdu- 
cing philosophers  as  characters  into  his 
plays,  and  even  of  making  his  heroes 
philosophers;  but  when  they  come  on  the 
stage  they  have  no  philosophy  to  ex- 
pound: they  are  only  pessimists  and  railers; 
and  their  occasional  would-be  philoso- 
phic speeches,  such  as  The  Seven  Ages  of 
Man  and  The  Soliloquy  on  Suicide,  shew 
how  deeply  in  the  dark  Shakespear  was 
as  to  what  philosophy  means.  He  forced 
himself  in  among  the  greatest  of  play- 
wrights without  having  once  entered  that 
region  in  which  Michael  Angelo,  Beet- 
hoven, Goethe,  and  the  antique  Athenian 
stage  poets  are  great.  He  would  really  not 
be  great  at  all  if  it  were  not  that  he  had 
religion  enough  to  be  aware  that  his  re- 
ligionless  condition  was  one  of  despair. 
His  towering  King  Lear  would  be  only  a 
melodrama  were  it  not  for  its  express  ad- 
mission that  if  there  is  nothing  more  to 
be  said  of  the  universe  than  Hamlet  has  to 
say,  then  "as  flies  to  wanton  boys  are  we 
to  the  gods:  they  kill  us  for  their  sport." 

Ever  since  Shakespear,  playwrights 
have  been  struggling  with  the  same  lack 
of  religion;  and  many  of  them  were  forced 
to  become  mere  panders  and  sensation- 
mongers  because,  though  they  had  higher 
ambitions,  they  could  find  no  better  sub- 
ject matter.  From  Congreve  to  Sheridan 
they  were  so  sterile  in  spite  of  their  wit 
that  they  did  not  achieve  between  them 
the  output  of  Moliere's  single  lifetime; 
and  they  were  all  (not  without  reason) 
ashamed  of  their  profession,  and  preferred 
to  be  regarded  as  mere  men  of  fashion 
with  a  rakish  hobby.  Goldsmith's  was  the 
only  saved  soul  in  that  pandemonium. 

The  leaders  among  my  own  contem- 
poraries (now  veterans)  snatched  at  minor 
social  problems  rather  than  write  entirely 
without  any  wider  purpose  than  to  win 
money  and  fame.  One  of  them  expressed 


to  me  his  envy  of  the  ancient  Greek  play- 
wrights because  the  Athenians  asked 
them,  not  for  some  "new  and  original" 
disguise  of  the  half-dozen  threadbare 
plots  of  the  modern  theatre,  but  for  the 
deepest  lesson  they  could  draw  from  the 
familiar  and  sacred  legends  of  their 
country.  "Let  us  all,"  he  said,  "write  an 
Electra,  an  Antigone,  an  Agamemnon, 
and  shew  what  we  can  do  with  it."  But 
he  did  not  write  any  of  them,  because 
these  legends  are  no  longer  religious: 
Aphrodite  and  Artemis  and  Poseidon  are 
deader  than  their  statues.  Another,  with  a 
commanding  position  and  every  trick  of 
British  farce  and  Parisian  drama  at  his 
fingers'  ends,  finally  could  not  write  with- 
out a  sermon  to  preach,  and  yet  could  not 
find  texts  more  fundamental  than  the 
hypocrisies  of  sham  Puritanism,  or  the 
matrimonial  speculation  which  makes  our 
young  actresses  as  careful  of  their  reputa- 
tions as  of  their  complexions.  A  third,  too 
tender-hearted  to  break  our  spirits  with 
the  realities  of  a  bitter  experience,  coaxed 
a  wistful  pathos  and  a  dainty  fun  out  of 
the  fairy  cloudland  that  lay  between  him 
and  the  empty  heavens.  The  giants  of  the 
theatre  of  our  time,  Ibsen  and  Strindberg, 
had  no  greater  comfort  for  the  world  than 
we:  indeed  much  less;  for  they  refused  us 
even  the  Shakespearian-Dickensian  con- 
solation of  laughter  at  mischief,  accur- 
ately called  comic  relief.  Our  emancipated 
young  successors  scorn  us,  very  properly. 
But  they  will  be  able  to  do  no  better 
whilst  the  drama  remains  pre-Evolution- 
ist.  Let  them  consider  the  great  excep- 
tion of  Goethe.  He,  no  richer  than  Shake- 
spear, Ibsen,  or  Strindberg  in  specific 
talent  as  a  playwright,  is  in  the  empyrean 
whilst  they  are  gnashing  their  teeth  in 
impotent  fury  in  the  mud,  or  at  best  find- 
ing an  acid  enjoyment  in  the  irony  of  their 
predicament.  Goethe  is  Olympian:  the 
other  giants  are  infernal  in  everything  but 
their  veracity  and  their  repudiation  of  the 
irreligion  of  their  time:  that  is,  they  are 
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bitter  and  hopeless.  It  is  not  a  question 
of  mtre  dates.  Goethe  was  an  Evolution- 
ist in  1830:  many  playwrights,  even  young 
ones,  are  still  untouched  by  Creative 
Evolution  in  1920.  Ibsen  was  Darwinized 
to  the  extent  of  exploiting  heredity  on  the 
stage  much  as  the  ancient  Athenian  play- 
wrights exploited  the  Eumenides;  but 
there  is  no  trace  in  his  plays  of  any  faith 
in  or  knowledge  of  Creative  Evolution 
as  a  modern  scientific  fact.  True,  the 
poetic  aspiration  is  plain  enough  in  his 
Emperor  or  Galilean;  but  it  is  one  of  Ib- 
sen's distinctions  that  nothing  was  valid 
for  him  but  science;  and  he  left  that  vision 
of  the  future  which  his  Roman  seer  calls 
"the  third  Empire"  behind  him  as  a  Uto- 
pian dream  when  he  settled  down  to  his 
serious  grapple  with  realities  in  those 
plays  of  modern  life  with  which  he  over- 
came Europe,  and  broke  the  dusty  win- 
dows of  every  dry-rotten  theatre  in  it 
from  Moscow  to  Manchester. 

MY   OWN   PART   IN  THE   MATTER 

In  my  own  activities  as  a  playwright  I 
found  this  state  of  things  intolerable.  The 
fashionable  theatre  prescribed  one  serious 
subject:  clandestine  adultery:  the  dullest 
of  all  subjects  for  a  serious  author,  what- 
ever it  may  be  for  audiences  who  read  the 
police  intelligence  and  skip  the  reviews 
and  leading  articles.  I  tried  slum-land- 
lordism, doctrinaire  Free  Love  (pseudo- 
Ibsenism),  prostitution,  militarism,  mar- 
riage, history,  current  politics,  natural 
Christianity,  national  and  individual  char- 
acter, paradoxes  of  conventional  society, 
husband  -  hunting,  questions  of  con- 
science, professional  delusions  and  impos- 
tures, all  worked  into  a  series  of  comedies 
of  manners  in  the  classic  fashion,  which 
was  then  very  much  out  of  fashion,  the 
mechanical  tricks  of  Parisian  "construc- 
tion" being  de  rigueur  in  the  theatre.  But 
this,  though  it  occupied  me  and  estab- 
lished me  professionally,  did  not  consti- 
tute me  an  iconographer  of  the  religion 


of  my  time,  and  thus  fulfil  my  natural 
function  as  an  artist.  I  was  quite  conscious 
o/  this;  for  I  had  always  known  that  civil- 
ization needs  a  religion  as  a  matter  of  life 
or  death;  and  as  the  conception  of  Creative 
Evolution  developed  I  saw  that  we  were 
at  last  within  reach  of  a  faith  which  com- 
plied with  the  first  condition  of  all  the 
religions  that  have  ever  taken  hold  of 
humanity:  namely,  that  it  must  be,  first 
and  fundamentally,  a  science  of  metabio- 
logy.  This  was  a  crucial  point  with  me; 
for  I  had  seen  Bible  fetichism,  after  stand- 
ing up  to  all  the  rationalistic  batteries  of 
Hume,  Voltaire,  and  the  rest,  collapse  be- 
fore the  onslaught  of  much  less  gifted 
Evolutionists,  solely  because  they  discred- 
ited it  as  a  biological  document;  so  that 
from  that  moment  it  lost  its  hold,  and  left 
literate  Christendom  faithless.  My  own 
Irish  eignteenth-centuryism  made  it  im- 
possible for  me  to  believe  anything  until 
I  could  conceive  it  as  a  scientific  hypo- 
thesis, even  though  the  abominations, 
quackeries,  impostures,  venalities,  credu- 
lities, and  delusions  of  the  camp  followers 
of  science,  and  the  brazen  lies  and  priestly 
pretensions  of  the  pseudo-scientific  cure- 
mongers,  all  sedulously  inculcated  by 
modern  "secondary  education/'  were  so 
monstrous  that  I  was  sometimes  forced  to 
make  a  verbal  distinction  between  science 
and  knowledge  lest  I  should  mislead  my 
readers.  But  I  never  forgot  that  without 
knowledge  even  wisdom  is  more  danger- 
ous than  mere  opportunist  ignorance, 
and  that  somebody  must  take  the  Garden 
of  Eden  in  hand  and  weed  it  properly. 

Accordingly,  in  1901, 1  took  the  legend 
of  Don  Juan  in  its  Mozartian  form  and 
made  it  a  dramatic  parable  of  Creative 
Evolution.  But  being  then  at  the  height 
of  my  invention  and  comedic  talent,  I  de- 
corated it  too  brilliantly  and  lavishly.  I 
surrounded  it  with  a  comedy  of  which  it 
formed  only  one  act,  and  that  act  was  so 
completely  episodical  (it  was  a  dream 
which  did  not  affect  the  action  of  the  piece) 
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that  the  comedy  could  be  detached  and 
played  by  itself:  indeed  it  could  hardly  be 
played  at  full  length  owing  to  the  enorm- 
ous length  of  the  entire  work,  though 
that  feat  has  been  performed  a  few  times 
in  Scotland  by  Mr  Esme  Percy,  who  led 
one  of  the  forlorn  hopes  of  the  advanced 
drama  at  that  time.  Also  I  supplied  the 
published  work  with  an  imposing  frame- 
work consisting  of  a  preface,  an  appendix 
called  The  Revolutionist's  Handbook, 
and  a  final  display  of  aphoristic  fireworks. 
The  effect  was  so  vertiginous,  apparently, 
that  nobody  noticed  the  new  religion  in 
the  centre  of  the  intellectual  whirlpool. 
Now  I  protest  I  did  not  cut  these  cerebral 
capers  in  mere  inconsiderate  exuberance. 
I  did  it  because  the  worst  convention  of 
the  criticism  of  the  theatre  current  at  that 
time  was  that  intellectual  seriousness  is 
out  of  place  on  the  stage;  that  the  theatre 
is  a  place  of  shallow  amusement;  that 
people  go  there  to  be  soothed  after  the 
enormous  intellectual  strain  of  a  day  in 
the  city:  in  short,  that  a  playwright  is  a 
person  whose  business  it  is  to  make  un- 
wholesome confectionery  out  of  cheap 
emotions.  My  answer  to  this  was  to  put 
all  my  intellectual  goods  in  the  shop 
window  under  the  sign  of  Man  and  Super- 
man. That  part  of  my  design  succeeded. 
By  good  luck  and  acting,  the  comedy 
triumphed  on  the  stage;  and  the  book  was 
a  good  deal  discussed.  Since  then  the 
sweet-shop  view  of  the  theatre  has  been 
out  of  countenance;  and  its  critical  ex- 
ponents have  been  driven  to  take  an  intel- 


lectual pose  which,  though  often  more 
trying  than  their  old  intellectually  nihil- 
istic vulgarity,  at  least  concedes  the  dig- 
nity of  the  theatre,  not  to  mention  the 
usefulness  of  those  who  live  by  criticizing 
it.  And  the  younger  playwrights  are  not 
only  taking  their  art  seriously,  but  being 
taken  seriously  themselves.  The  critic  who 
ought  to  be  a  newsboy  is  now  compara- 
tively rare. 

I  now  find  myself  inspired  to  make 
a  second  legend  of  Creative  Evolution 
without  distractions  and  embellishments. 
My  sands  are  running  out;  the  exuber- 
ance of  1901  has  aged  into  the  garrulity  of 
1920;  and  the  war  has  been  a  stern  intima- 
tion that  the  matter  is  not  one  to  be  trifled 
with.  I  abandon  the  legend  of  Don  Juan 
with  its  erotic  associations,  and  go  back 
to  the  legend  of  the  Garden  of  Eden.  I 
exploit  the  eternal  interest  of  the  philo- 
sopher's stone  which  enables  men  to  live 
for  ever.  I  am  not,  I  hope,  under  more 
illusion  than  is  humanly  inevitable  as  to 
the  crudity  of  this  my  beginning  of  a 
Bible  for  Creative  Evolution.  I  am  doing 
the  best  I  can  at  my  age.  My  powers  are 
waning;  but  so  much  the  better  for  those 
who  found  me  unbearably  brilliant  when 
I  was  in  my  prime.  It  is  my  hope  that  a 
hundred  apter  and  more  elegant  parables 
by  younger  hands  will  soon  leave  mine 
as  far  behind  as  the  religious  pictures  of 
the  fifteenth  century  left  behind  the  first 
attempts  of  the  early  Christians  at  icono- 
graphy. In  that  hope  I  withdraw  and  ring 
up  the  curtain. 
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ANDROCLES  AND  THE  LION 
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ON  THE  PROSPECTS  OF 
CHRISTIANITY 

WHY  NOT   GIVE  CHRISTIANITY  A  TRIAL? 

The  question  seems  a  hopeless  one 
after  2000  years  of  resolute  adherence  to 
the  old  cry  of  "Not  this  man,  but  Barab- 
bas." Yet  it  is  beginning  to  look  as  if 
Barabbas  was  a  failure,  in  spite  of  his 
strong  right  hand,  his  victories,  his  em- 
pires, his  millions  of  money,  and  his 
moralities  and  churches  and  political 
constitutions.  "This  man"  has  not  been 
a  failure  yet;  for  nobody  has  ever  been 
sane  enough  to  try  his  way.  But  he  has 
had  one  quaint  triumph.  Barabbas  has 
stolen  his  name  and  taken  his  cross  as  a 
standard.  There  is  a  sort  of  compliment 
in  that.  There  is  even  a  sort  of  loyalty  in 
it,  like  that  of  the  brigand  who  breaks 
every  law  and  yet  claims  to  be  a  patriotic 
subject  of  the  king  who  makes  them.  We 
have  always  had  a  curious  feeling  that 
though  we  crucified  Christ  on  a  stick,  he 
somehow  managed  to  get  hold  of  the 
right  end  of  it,  and  that  if  we  were  better 
men  we  might  try  his  plan.  There  have 
been  one  or  two  grotesque  attempts  at  it 
by  inadequate  people,  such  as  the  King- 
dom of  God  in  Munster,  which  was 
ended  by  a  crucifixion  so  much  more 
atrocious  than  the  one  on  Calvary  that 
the  bishop  who  took  the  part  of  Annas 
went  home  and  died  of  horror.  But 
responsible  people  have  never  made  such 
attempts.  The  moneyed,  respectable, 
capable  world  has  been  steadily  anti- 
Christian  and  Barabbasque  since  the 
crucifixion;  and  the  specific  doctrine  of 
Jesus  has  not  in  all  that  time  been  put 
into  political  or  general  social  practice.  I 
am  no  more  a  Christian  than  Pilate  was, 


or  you,  gentle  reader;  and  yet,  like  Pilate, 
I  greatly  prefer  Jesus  to  Annas  and  Caia- 
phas;  and  I  am  ready  to  admit  that  after 
contemplating  the  world  and  human 
nature  for  nearly  sixty  years,  I  see  no  way 
out  of  the  world's  misery  but  the  way 
which  would  have  been  found  by  Christ's 
will  if  he  had  undertaken  the  work  of  a 
modern  practical  statesman. 

Pray  do  not  at  this  early  point  lose 
patience  with  me  and  shut  the  book.  I 
assure  you  I  am  as  sceptical  and  scientific 
and  modern  a  thinker  as  you  will  find 
anywhere.  I  grant  you  I  know  a  great 
deal  more  about  economics  and  politics 
than  Jesus  did,  and  can  do  things  he 
could  not  do.  I  am  by  all  Barabbasque 
standards  a  person  of  much  better  char- 
acter and  standing,  and  greater  practical 
sense.  I  have  no  sympathy  with  vaga- 
bonds and  talkers  who  try  to  reform 
society  by  taking  men  away  from  their 
regular  productive  work  and  making 
vagabonds  and  talkers  of  them  too;  and 
if  I  had  been  Pilate  I  should  have  recog- 
nized as  plainly  as  he  the  necessity  for 
suppressing  attacks  on  the  existing  social 
order,  however  corrupt  that  order  might 
be,  by  people  with  no  knowledge  of 
government  and  no  power  to  construct 
political  machinery  to  carry  out  their 
views,  acting  on  the  very  dangerous  delu- 
sion that  the  end  of  the  world  was  at 
hand.  I  make  no  defence  of  such  Chris- 
tians as  Savonarola  and  John  of  Leyden: 
they  were  scuttling  the  ship  before  they 
had  learned  how  to  build  a  raft;  and  it 
became  necessary  to  throw  them  over- 
board to  save  the  crew.  I  say  this  to  set 
myself  right  with  respectable  society;  but 
I  must  still  insist  that  if  Jesus  could  have 
worked  out  the  practical  problems  of  a 
Communist  constitution,  an  admitted  ob- 
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ligation  to  deal  with  crime  without  revenge 
or  punishment,  and  a  full  assumption  by 
humanity  of  divine  responsibilities,  he 
would  have  conferred  an  incalculable 
benefit  on  mankind,  because  these  distinct- 
ive demands  of  his  are  now  turning  out 
to  be  good  sense  and  sound  economics. 
I  say  distinctive,  because  his  common 
humanity  and  his  subjection  to  time  and 
space  (that  is,  to  the  Syrian  life  of  his 
period)  involved  his  belief  in  many 
things,  true  and  false,  that  in  no  way  dis- 
tinguish him  from  other  Syrians  of  that 
time.  But  such  common  beliefs  do  not 
constitute  specific  Christianity  any  more 
than  wearing  a  beard,  working  in  a  car- 
penter's shop,  or  believing  that  the  earth 
is  flat  and  that  the  stars  could  drop  on  it 
from  heaven  like  hailstones.  Christianity 
interests  practical  statesmen  now  because 
of  the  doctrines  that  distinguished  Christ 
from  the  Jews  and  the  Barabbasques 
generally,  including  ourselves. 

WHY  JESUS  MORE  THAN  ANOTHER? 

I  do  not  imply,  however,  that  these 
doctrines  were  peculiar  to  Christ.  A  doc- 
trine peculiar  to  one  man  would  be  only 
a  craze,  unless  its  comprehension  de- 
pended on  a  development  of  human 
faculty  so  rare  that  only  one  exceptionally 
gifted  man  possessed  it.  But  even  in  this 
case  it  would  be  useless,  because  incap- 
able of  spreading.  Christianity  is  a  step  in 
moral  evolution  which  is  independent  of 
any  individual  preacher.  If  Jesus  had 
never  existed  (and  that  he  ever  existed 
in  any  other  sense  than  that  in  which 
Shakespear's  Hamlet  existed  has  been 
vigorously  questioned)  Tolstoy  would 
have  thought  and  taught  and  quarrelled 
with  the  Greek  Church  all  the  same. 
Their  creed  has  been  fragmentarily  prac- 
tised to  a  considerable  extent  in  spite  of 
the  fact  that  the  laws  of  all  countries  treat 
it,  in  effect,  as  criminal.  Many  of  its  advo- 
cates have  been  militant  atheists.  But  for 
some  reason  the  imagination  of  white 


mankind  has  picked  out  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
as  the  Christ,  and  attributed  all  the  Chris- 
tian doctrines  to  him;  and  as  it  is  the 
doctrine  and  not  the  man  that  matters, 
and  as,  besides,  one  symbol  is  as  good 
as  another  provided  everyone  attaches 
the  same  meaning  to  it,  I  raise,  for  the 
moment,  no  question  as  to  how  far  the 
gospels  are  original,  and  how  far  they 
consist  of  Greek  and  Chinese  interpola- 
tions. The  record  that  Jesus  said  certain 
things  is  not  invalidated  by  a  demonstra- 
tion that  Confucius  said  them  before 
him.  Those  who  claim  a  literal  divine 
paternity  for  him  cannot  be  silenced  by 
the  discovery  that  the  same  claim  was 
made  for  Alexander  and  Augustus.  And 
I  am  not  just  now  concerned  with  the 
credibility  of  the  gospels  as  records  of 
fact;  for  I  am  not  acting  as  a  detective, 
but  turning  our  modern  lights  on  to  cer- 
tain ideas  and  doctrines  in  them  which 
disentangle  themselves  from  the  rest  be- 
cause they  are  flatly  contrary  to  common 
practice,  common  sense,  and  common 
belief,  and  yet  have,  in  the  teeth  of  dogged 
incredulity  and  recalcitrance,  produced  an 
irresistible  impression  that  Christ,  though 
rejected  by  his  posterity  as  an  unpractical 
dreamer,  and  executed  by  his  contem- 
poraries as  a  dangerous  anarchist  and 
blasphemous  madman,  was  greater  than 
his  judges, 

WAS  JESUS  A  COWARD? 

I  know  quite  well  that  this  impression 
of  superiority  is  not  produced  on  every- 
one, even  of  those  who  profess  extreme 
susceptibility  to  it.  Setting  aside  the  huge 
mass  of  inculcated  Christ- worship  which 
has  no  real  significance  because  it  has  no 
intelligence,  there  is,  among  people  who 
are  really  free  to  think  for  themselves  on 
the  subject,  a  great  deal  of  hearty  dislike 
of  Jesus  and  of  contempt  for  his  failure 
to  save  himself  and  overcome  his  enemies 
by  personal  bravery  and  cunning  as 
Mahomet  did.  I  have  heard  this  feeling 
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expressed  far  more  impatiently  by  per- 
sons brought  up  in  England  as  Christians 
than  by  Mahometans,  who  are,  like  their 
prophet,  very  civil  to  Jesus,  and  allow 
him  a  place  in  their  esteem  and  venera- 
tion at  least  as  high  as  we  accord  to  John 
the  Baptist.  But  this  British  bulldog  con- 
tempt is  founded  on  a  complete  miscon- 
ception of  his  reasons  for  submitting 
voluntarily  to  an  ordeal  of  torment  and 
death.  The  modern  Secularist  is  often  so 
determined  to  regard  Jesus  as  a  man  like 
himself  and  nothing  more,  that  he  slips 
unconsciously  into  the  error  of  assuming 
that  Jesus  shared  that  view.  But  it  is  quite 
clear  from  the  New  Testament  writers 
(the  chief  authorities  for  believing  that 
Jesus  ever  existed)  that  Jesus  at  the  time 
of  his  death  believed  himself  to  be  the 
Christ,  a  divine  personage.  It  is  therefore 
absurd  to  criticize  his  conduct  before 
Pilate  as  if  he  were  Colonel  Roosevelt  or 
Admiral  von  Tirpitz  or  even  Mahomet. 
Whether  you  accept  his  belief  in  his 
divinity  as  fully  as  Simon  Peter  did,  or 
reject  it  as  a  delusion  which  led  him  to 
submit  to  torture  and  sacrifice  his  life 
without  resistance  in  the  conviction  that 
he  would  presently  rise  again  in  glory, 
you  are  equally  bound  to  admit  that,  far 
from  behaving  like  a  coward  or  a  sheep, 
he  shewed  considerable  physical  forti- 
tude in  going  through  a  cruel  ordeal 
against  which  he  could  have  defended 
himself  as  effectually  as  he  cleared  the 
money-changers  out  of  the  temple. 
"Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild"  is  a 
snivelling  modern  invention,  with  no 
warrant  in  the  gospels.  St  Matthew  would 
as  soon  have  thought  of  applying  such 
adjectives  to  Judas  Maccabeus  as  to 
Jesus;  and  even  St  Luke,  who  makes 
Jesus  polite  and  gracious,  does  not  make 
him  meek.  The  picture  of  him  as  an  Eng- 
lish curate  of  the  farcical  comedy  type, 
too  meek  to  fight  a  policeman,  and  every- 
body's butt,  may  be  useful  in  the  nursery 
to  soften  children;  but  that  such  a  figure 


could  ever  have  become  a  centre  of  the 
world's  attention  is  too  absurd  for  dis- 
cussion: grown  men  and  women  may 
speak  kindly  of  a  harmless  creature  who 
utters  amiable  sentiments  and  is  a  help- 
less nincompoop  when  he  is  called  on  to 
defend  them;  but  they  will  not  follow  him, 
nor  do  what  he  tells  them,  because  they  do 
not  wish  to  share  his  defeat  and  disgrace. 

WAS  JESUS  A  MARTYR? 

It  is  important  therefore  that  we  should 
clear  our  minds  of  the  notion  that  Jesus 
died,  as  some  of  us  are  in  the  habit  of 
declaring,  for  his  social  and  political 
opinions.  There  have  been  many  martyrs 
to  those  opinions;  but  he  was  not  one 
of  them,  nor,  as  his  words  shew,  did  he 
see  any  more  sense  in  martyrdom  than 
Galileo  did.  He  was  executed  by  the  Jews 
for  the  blasphemy  of  claiming  to  be  a 
God;  and  Pilate,  to  whom  this  was  a  mere 
piece  of  superstitious  nonsense,  let  them 
execute  him  as  the  cheapest  way  of  keep- 
ing them  quiet,  on  the  formal  plea  that 
he  had  committed  treason  against  Rome 
by  saying  that  he  was  the  King  of  the 
Jews.  He  was  not  falsely  accused,  nor 
denied  full  opportunities  of  defending 
himself.  The  proceedings  were  quite 
straightforward  and  regular;  and  Pilate, 
to  whom  the  appeal  lay,  favored  him  and 
despised  his  judges,  and  was  evidently 
willing  enough  to  be  conciliated.  But 
instead  of  denying  the  charge,  Jesus  re- 
peated the  offence.  He  knew  what  he  was 
doing:  he  had  alienated  numbers  of  his 
own  disciples  and  been  stoned  in  the 
streets  for  doing  it  before.  He  was  not 
lying:  he  believed  literally  what  he  said. 
The  horror  of  the  High  Priest  was  per- 
fectly natural:  he  was  a  Primate  con- 
fronted with  a  heterodox  street  preacher 
uttering  what  seemed  to  him  an  appalling 
and  impudent  blasphemy.  The  fact  that 
the  blasphemy  was  to  Jesus  a  simple 
statement  of  fact,  and  that  it  has  since 
been  accepted  as  such  by  all  western 
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nations,  does  not  invalidate  the  proceed- 
ings, nor  give  us  the  right  to  regard  Annas 
and  Caiaphas  as  worse  men  than  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  the  Head 
Master  of  Eton.  If  Jesus  had  been  indicted 
in  a  modern  court,  he  would  have  been 
examined  by  two  doctors;  found  to  be 
obsessed  by  a  delusion;  declared  incap- 
able of  pleading;  and  sent  to  an  asylum: 
that  is  the  whole  difference.  But  please 
note  that  when  a  man  is  charged  before 
a  modern  tribunal  (to  take  a  case  that 
happened  the  other  day)  of  having  as- 
serted and  maintained  that  he  was  an 
officer  returned  from  the  front  to  receive 
the  Victoria  Cross  at  the  hands  of  the 
King,  although  he  was  in  fact  a  mechanic, 
nobody  thinks  of  treating  him  as  afflicted 
with  a  delusion.  He  is  punished  for  false 
pretences,  because  his  assertion  is  credible 
and  therefore  misleading.  Just  so,  the 
claim  to  divinity  made  by  Jesus  was  to 
the  High  Priest,  who  looked  forward  to 
the  coming  of  a  Messiah,  one  that  might 
conceivably  have  been  true,  and  might 
therefore  have  misled  the  people  in  a  very 
dangerous  way.  That  was  why  he  treated 
Jesus  as  an  impostor  and  a  blasphemer 
where  we  should  have  treated  him  as  a 
madman. 

THE   GOSPELS  WITHOUT  PREJUDICE 

fAll  this  will  become  clear  if  we  read 
the  gospels  without  prejudice.  When  I 
was  young  it  was  impossible  to  read  them 
without  fantastic  confusion  of  thought. 
The  confusion  was  so  utterly  confounded 
that  it  was  called  the  proper  spirit  to  read 
the  Bible  in.  Jesus  was  a  baby;  and  he  was 
older  than  creation.  He  was  a  man  who 
could  be  persecuted,  stoned,  scourged, 
and  killed;  and  he  was  a  god,  immortal 
and  all-powerful,  able  to  raise  the  dead 
and  call  millions  of  angels  to  his  aid.  It 
was  a  sin  to  doubt  either  view  of  him: 
that  is,  it  was  a  sin  to  reason  about  him; 
and  the  end  was  that  you  did  not  reason 
about  him,  and  read  about  him  only  when 


you  were  compelled.  When  you  heard  the 
gospel  stories  read  in  church,  or  learnt 
them  from  painters  and  poets,  you  came 
out  with  an  impression  of  their  contents 
that  would  have  astonished  a  Chinaman 
who  had  read  the  story  without  pre- 
possession. Even  sceptics  who  were 
specially  on  their  guard,  put  the  Bible  in 
the  dock,  and  read  the  gospels  with  the 
object  of  detecting  discrepancies  in  the 
four  narratives  to  shew  that  the  writers 
were  as  subject  to  error  as  the  writers  of 
yesterday's  newspaper. 

All  this  has  changed  greatly  within  two 
generations.  Today  the  Bible  is  so  little 
read  that  the  language  of  the  Authorized 
Version  is  rapidly  becoming  obsolete; 
so  that  even  in  the  United  States,  where 
the  old  tradition  of  the  verbal  infallibility 
of  "the  book  of  books"  lingers  more 
strongly  than  anywhere  else  except  per- 
haps in  Ulster,  retranslations  into  modern 
English  have  been  introduced  perforce  to 
save  its  bare  intelligibility.  It  is  quite  easy 
today  to  find  cultivated  persons  who  have 
never  read  the  New  Testament,  and  on 
whom  therefore  it  is  possible  to  try  the 
experiment  of  asking  them  to  read  the 
gospels  and  state  what  they  have  gathered 
as  to  the  history  and  views  and  character 
of  Christ. 

THE   GOSPELS   NOW  UNINTELLIGIBLE 
TO   NOVICES 

But  it  will  not  do  to  read  the  gospels 
with  a  mind  furnished  only  for  the  recep- 
tion of,  say,  a  biography  of  Goethe.  You 
will  not  make  sense  of  them,  nor  even 
be  able  without  impatient  weariness  to 
persevere  in  the  task  of  going  steadily 
through  them,  unless  you  know  some- 
thing of  the  history  of  the  human  imagin- 
ation as  applied  to  religion.  Not  long 
ago  I  asked  a  writer  of  distinguished 
intellectual  competence  whether  he  had 
made  a  study  of  the  gospels  since  his 
childhood.  His  reply  was  that  he  had 
lately  tried,  but  "found  it  all  such  non- 
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sense  that  I  could  not  stick  it."  As  I  do 
not  want  to  send  anyone  to  the  gospels 
with  this  result,  I  had  better  here  give  a 
brief  exposition  of  how  much  of  the 
history  of  religion  is  needed  to  make  the 
gospels  and  the  conduct  and  ultimate  fate 
of  Jesus  intelligible  and  interesting. 

WORLDLINESS   OF  THE  MAJORITY 

The  first  common  mistake  to  get  rid  of 
is  that  mankind  consists  of  a  great  mass 
of  religious  people  and  a  few  eccentric 
atheists.  It  consists  of  a  huge  mass  of 
worldly  people,  and  a  small  percentage  of 
persons  deeply  interested  in  religion  and 
concerned  about  their  own  souls  and 
other  people's;  and  this  section  consists 
mostly  of  those  who  are  passionately 
affirming  the  established  religion  and 
those  who  are  passionately  attacking  it, 
the  genuine  philosophers  being  very  few. 
Thus  you  never  have  a  nation  of  millions 
of  Wesleys  and  one  Tom  Paine.  You 
have  a  million  Mr  Worldly  Wisemans, 
one  Wesley,  with  his  small  congregation, 
and  one  Tom  Paine,  with  his  smaller 
congregation.  The  passionately  religious 
are  a  people  apart;  and  if  they  were  not 
hopelessly  outnumbered  by  the  worldly, 
they  would  turn  the  world  upside  down, 
as  St  Paul  was  reproached,  quite  justly, 
for  wanting  to  do.  Few  people  can  num- 
ber among  their  personal  acquaintances 
a  single  atheist  or  a  single  Plymouth 
Brother.  Unless  a  religious  turn  in  our- 
selves has  led  us  to  seek  the  little  Societies 
to  which  these  rare  birds  belong,  we  pass 
our  lives  among  people  who,  whatever 
creeds  they  may  repeat,  and  in  whatever 
temples  they  may  avouch  their  respect- 
ability and  wear  their  Sunday  clothes, 
have  robust  consciences,  and  hunger  and 
thirst,  not  for  righteousness,  but  for  rich 
feeding  and  comfort  and  social  position 
and  attractive  mates  and  ease  and  pleasure 
and  respect  and  consideration:  in  short, 
for  love  and  money.  To  these  people  one 
morality  is  as  good  as  another  provided 


they  are  used  to  it  and  can  put  up  with  its 
restrictions  without  unhappiness;  and  in 
the  maintenance  of  this  morality  they  will 
fight  and  punish  and  coerce  without 
scruple.  They  may  not  be  the  salt  of  the 
earth,  these  Philistines;  but  they  are  the 
substance  of  civilization;  and  they  save 
society  from  ruin  by  criminals  and  con- 
querors as  well  as  by  Savonarolas  and 
Knipperdollings.  And  as  they  know,  very 
sensibly,  that  a  little  religion  is  good  for 
children  and  serves  morality,  keeping  the 
poor  in  goodhumor  or  in  awe  by  promis- 
ing rewards  in  heaven  or  threatening 
torments  in  hell,  they  encourage  the 
religious  people  up  to  a  certain  point:  for 
instance,  if  Savonarola  only  tells  the 
ladies  of  Florence  that  they  ought  to  tear 
off  their  jewels  and  finery  and  sacrifice 
them  to  God,  they  offer  him  a  cardinal's 
hat,  and  praise  him  as  a  saint;  but  if  he 
induces  them  to  actually  do  it,  they  burn 
him  as  a  public  nuisance. 

RELIGION   OF  THE  MINORITY. 
SALVATIONISM 

The  religion  of  the  tolerated  religious 
minority  has  always  been  essentially  the 
same  religion:  that  is  why  its  changes  of 
name  and  form  have  made  so  little  differ- 
ence. That  is  why,  also,  a  nation  so 
civilized  as  the  English  can  convert 
negroes  to  their  faith  with  great  ease,  but 
cannot  convert  Mahometans  or  Jews.  The 
negro  finds  in  civilized  Salvationism  an 
unspeakably  more  comforting  version  of 
his  crude  creed;  but  neither  Saracen  nor 
Jew  sees  any  advantage  in  it  over  his  own 
version.  The  Crusader  was  surprised  to 
find  the  Saracen  quite  as  religious  and 
moral  as  himself,  and  rather  more  than 
less  civilized.  The  Latin  Christian  has 
nothing  to  offer  the  Greek  Christian  that 
Greek  Christianity  has  not  already  pro- 
vided. They  are  all,  at  root,  Salvationists. 

Let  us  trace  this  religion  of  Salvation 
from  its  beginnings.  So  many  things  that 
man  does  not  himself  contrive  or  desire 
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are  always  happening:  death,  plagues, 
tempests,  blights,  floods,  sunrise  and  sun- 
set, growths  and  harvests  and  decay,  and 
Kant's  two  wonders  of  the  starry  heavens 
above  us  and  the  moral  law  within  us, 
that  we  conclude  that  somebody  must  be 
doing  it  all,  or  that  somebody  is  doing 
the  good  and  somebody  else  doing  the 
evil,  or  that  armies  of  invisible  persons, 
beneficent  and  malevolent,  are  doing  it; 
hence  you  postulate  gods  and  devils, 
angels  and  demons.  You  propitiate  these 
powers  with  presents,  called  sacrifices, 
and  flatteries,  called  praises.  Then  the 
Kantian  moral  law  within  you  makes  you 
conceive   your   god   as   a   judge;   and 
straightway  you  try  to  corrupt  him,  also 
with  presents  and  flatteries.  This  seems 
shocking  to  us;  but  our  objection  to  it  is 
quite  a  recent  development:  no  longer 
ago  than  Shakespear's  time  it  was  thought 
quite  natural  that  litigants  should  give 
presents  to  human  judges;  and  the  buying 
off  of  divine  wrath  by  actual  money  pay- 
ments to  priests,  or,  in  the  reformed 
churches  which  discountenance  this,  by 
subscriptions   to   charities   and   church 
building  and  the  like,  is  still  in  full  swing. 
Its  practical  disadvantage  is  that  though 
it  makes  matters  very  easy  for  the  rich,  it 
cuts  off  the  poor  from  all  hope  of  divine 
favor.  And  this  quickens  the  moral  criti- 
cism of  the  poor  to  such  an  extent,  that 
they  soon  find  the  moral  law  within  them 
revolting  against  the  idea  of  buying  off 
the  deity  with  gold  and  gifts,  though  they 
are  still  quite  ready  to  buy  him  off  with 
the  paper  money  of  praise  and  professions 
of  repentance.  Accordingly,  you  will  find 
that  though  a  religion  may  last  unchanged 
for  many  centuries  in  primitive  com- 
munities where  the  conditions  of  life 
leave  no  room  for  poverty  and  riches, 
and  the  process  of  propitiating  the  super- 
natural powers  is  as  well  within  the 
means  of  the  least  of  the  members  as 
within  those  of  the  headman,  yet  when 
commercial  civilization  arrives,  and  capi- 


talism divides  the  people  into  a  few  rich 
and  a  great  many  so  poor  that  they  can 
barely  live,  a  movement  for  religious 
reform  will  arise  among  the  poor,  and 
will  be  essentially  a  movement  for  cheap 
or  entirely  gratuitous  salvation. 

To  understand  what  the  poor  mean  by 
propitiation,  we  must  examine  for  a 
moment  what  they  mean  by  justice. 

THE  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  ATONE- 
MENT AND  PUNISHMENT 

The  primitive  idea  of  justice  is  partly 
legalized  revenge  and  partly  expiation  by 
sacrifice.  It  works  out  from  both  sides  in 
the  notion  that  two  blacks  make  a  white, 
and  that  when  a  wrong  has  been  done, 
it  should  be  paid  for  by  an  equivalent 
suffering.  It  seems  to  the  Philistine  major- 
ity a  matter  of  course  that  this  compen- 
sating suffering  should  be  inflicted  on  the 
wrongdoer  for  the  sake  of  its  deterrent 
effect  on  other  would-be  wrongdoers; 
but  a  moment's  reflection  will  shew  that 
this  utilitarian  application  corrupts  the 
whole  transaction.  For  example,  the 
shedding  of  innocent  blood  cannot  be 
balanced  by  the  shedding  of  guilty  blood. 
Sacrificing  a  criminal  to  propitiate  God 
for  the  murder  of  one  of  his  righteous 
servants  is  like  sacrificing  a  mangy  sheep 
or  an  ox  with  the  rinderpest:  it  calls  down 
divine  wrath  instead  of  appeasing  it.  In 
doing  it  we  offer  God  as  a  sacrifice  the 
gratification  of  our  own  revenge  and  the 
protection  of  our  own  lives  without  cost 
to  ourselves;  and  cost  to  ourselves  is  the 
essence  of  sacrifice  and  expiation.  How- 
ever much  the  Philistines  have  succeeded 
in  confusing  these  things  in  practice,  they 
are  to  the  Salvationist  sense  distinct  and 
even  contrary.  The  Baronet's  cousin  in 
Dickens's  novel,  who,  perplexed  by  the 
failure  of  the  police  to  discover  the  mur- 
derer of  the  baronet's  solicitor,  said  "Far 
better  hang  wrong  fellow  than  no  fellow,'* 
was  not  only  expressing  a  very  common 
sentiment,  but  trembling  on  the  brink  of 
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the  rarer  Salvationist  opinion  that  it  is 
much  better  to  hang  the  wrong  fellow: 
that,  in  fact,  the  wrong  fellow  is  the  right 
fellow  to  hang. 

The  point  is  a  cardinal  one,  because 
until  we  grasp  it  not  only  does  historical 
Christianity  remain  unintelligible  to  us, 
but  those  who  do  not  care  a  rap  about 
historical  Christianity  may  be  led  into  the 
mistake  of  supposing  that  if  we  discard 
revenge,  and  treat  murderers  exactly  as 
God  treated  Cain:  that  is,  exempt  them 
from  punishment  by  putting  a  brand  on 
them  as  unworthy  to  be  sacrificed,  and 
let  them  face  the  world  as  best  they  can 
with  that  brand  on  them,  we  should  get  rid 
both  of  punishment  and  sacrifice.  It  would 
not  at  all  follow:  on  the  contrary,  the  feel- 
ing that  there  must  be  an  expiation  of  the 
murder  might  quite  possibly  lead  to  our 
putting  some  innocent  person — the  more 
innocent  the  better — to  a  cruel  death  to 
balance  the  account  with  divine  justice. 

SALVATION  AT  FIRST  A  CLASS   PRIVI- 
LEGE; AND   THE  REMEDY 

Thus,  even  when  the  poor  decide  that 
the  method  of  purchasing  salvation  by 
offering  rams  and  goats  or  bringing  gold 
to  the  altar  must  be  wrong  because  they 
cannot  afford  it,  we  still  do  not  feel 
"saved"  without  a  sacrifice  and  a  victim. 
In  vain  do  we  try  to  substitute  mystical 
rites  that  cost  nothing,  such  as  circum- 
cision, or,  as  a  substitute  for  that,  baptism. 
Our  sense  of  justice  still  demands  an 
expiation,  a  sacrifice,  a  sufferer  for  our 
sins.  And  this  leaves  the  poor  man  still  in 
his  old  difficulty;  for  if  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  procure  rams  and  goats  and 
shekels,  how  much  more  impossible  is  it 
for  him  to  find  a  neighbor  who  will 
voluntarily  suffer  for  his  sins:  one  who 
will  say  cheerfully  "You  have  committed 
a  murder.  Well,  never  mind:  I  am  willing 
to  be  hanged  for  it  in  your  stead"? 

Our  imagination  must  come  to  our 
rescue.  Why  not,  instead  of  driving  our- 


selves to  despair  by  insisting  on  a  separate 
atonement  by  a  separate  redeemer  for 
every  sin,  have  one  great  atonement  and 
one  great  redeemer  to  compound  for  the 
sins  of  the  world  once  for  all?  Nothing 
easier,  nothing  cheaper.  The  yoke  is  easy, 
the  burden  light.  All  you  have  to  do  when 
the  redeemer  is  once  found  (or  invented  by 
the  imagination)  is  to  believe  in  the  efficacy 
of  the  transaction,  and  you  are  saved.  The 
rams  and  goats  cease  to  bleed;  the  altars 
which  ask  for  expensive  gifts  and  continu- 
ally renewed  sacrifices  are  torn  down;  and 
the  Church  of  the  single  redeemer  and  the 
single  atonement  rises  on  the  ruins  of  the 
old  temples,  and  becomes  a  single  Church 
of  the  Christ. 

RETROSPECTIVE  ATONEMENT;  AND  THE 
EXPECTATION  OF  THE  REDEEMER 

But  this  does  not  happen  at  once.  Be- 
tween the  old  costly  religion  of  the  rich 
and  the  new  gratuitous  religion  of  the 
poor  there  comes  an  interregnum  in 
which  the  redeemer,  though  conceived 
by  the  human  imagination,  is  not  yet 
found.  He  is  awaited  and  expected  under 
the  names  of  the  Christ,  the  Messiah, 
Baldur  the  Beautiful,  or  what  not;  but  he 
has  not  yet  come.  Yet  the  sinners  are  not 
therefore  in  despair.  It  is  true  that  they 
cannot  say,  as  we  say,  "The  Christ  has 
come,  and  has  redeemed  us";  but  they 
can  say  "The  Christ  will  come,  and  will 
redeem  us,"  which,  as  the  atonement  is 
conceived  as  retrospective,  is  equally 
consoling.  There  are  periods  when 
nations  are  seething  with  this  expectation 
and  crying  aloud  with  prophecy  of  the 
Redeemer  through  their  poets.  To  feel 
that  atmosphere  we  have  only  to  take  up 
the  Bible  and  read  Isaiah  at  one  end  of  such 
a  period  and  Luke  and  John  at  the  other. 

COMPLETION  OF  THE  SCHEME  BY 
LUTHER  AND  CALVIN 

We  now  see  our  religion  as  a  quaint 
but  quite  intelligible  evolution  from  crude 
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attempts  to  propitiate  the  destructive 
forces  of  Nature  among  savages  to  a 
subtle  theology  with  a  costly  ritual  of 
sacrifice  possible  only  to  the  rich  as  a 
luxury,  and  finally  to  the  religion  of 
Luther  and  Calvin.  And  it  must  be  said 
for  the  earlier  forms  that  they  involved 
very  real  sacrifices.  The  sacrifice  was  not 
always  vicarious,  and  is  not  yet  uni- 
versally so.  In  India  men  pay  with  their 
own  skins,  torturing  themselves  hideously 
to  attain  holiness.  In  the  west,  saints 
amazed  the  world  with  their  austerities 
and  self-scourgings  and  confessions  and 
vigils.  But  Luther  delivered  us  from  all 
that.  His  reformation  was  a  triumph  of 
imagination  and  a  triumph  of  cheapness. 
It  brought  you  complete  salvation  and 
asked  you  for  nothing  but  faith.  Luther 
did  not  know  what  he  was  doing  in  the 
scientific  sociological  way  in  which  we 
know  it;  but  his  instinct  served  him 
better  than  knowledge  could  have  done; 
for  it  was  instinct  rather  than  theological 
casuistry  that  made  him  hold  so  resolutely 
to  Justification  by  Faith  as  the  trump  card 
by  which  he  should  beat  the  Pope,  or,  as 
he  would  have  put  it,  the  sign  in  which 
he  should  conquer.  He  may  be  said  to 
have  abolished  the  charge  for  admission 
to  heaven.  Paul  had  advocated  this;  but 
Luther  and  Calvin  did  it. 

JOHN  BARLEYCORN 

There  is  yet  another  page  in  the  history 
of  religion  which  must  be  conned  and 
digested  before  the  career  of  Jesus  can  be 
fully  understood.  People  who  can  read 
long  books  will  find  it  in  Frazer's  Golden 
Bough.  Simpler  folk  will  find  it  in  the 
peasant's  song  of  John  Barleycorn,  now 
made  accessible  to  our  drawing  room 
amateurs  in  the  admirable  collections  of 
Somersetshire  Folk  Songs  by  Mr  Cecil 
Sharp.  From  Frazer's  magnum  opus  you 
will  learn  how  the  same  primitive  logic 
which  makes  the  Englishman  believe 
today  that  by  eating  a  beefsteak  he  can 


acquire  the  strength  and  courage  of  the 
bull,  and  to  hold  that  belief  in  the  face  of 
the  most  ignominious  defeats  by  vege- 
tarian wrestlers  and  racers  and  bicyclists, 
led  the  first  men  who  conceived  God  as 
capable  of  incarnation  to  believe  that  they 
could  acquire  a  spark  of  his  divinity  by 
eating  his  flesh  and  drinking  his  blood. 
And  from  the  song  of  John  Barleycorn 
you  may  learn  how  the  miracle  of  the 
seed,  the  growth,  and  the  harvest,  still 
the  most  wonderful  of  all  the  miracles 
and  as  inexplicable  as  ever,  taught  the 
primitive  husbandman,  and,  as  we  must 
now  affirm,  taught  him  quite  rightly,  that 
God  is  in  the  seed,  and  that  God  is  im- 
mortal. And  thus  it  became  the  test  of 
Godhead  that  nothing  that  you  could  do 
to  it  could  kill  it,  and  that  when  you 
buried  it,  it  would  rise  again  in  renewed 
life  and  beauty  and  give  mankind  eternal 
life  on  condition  that  it  was  eaten  and 
drunk,  and  again  slain  and  buried,  to  rise 
again  for  ever  and  ever.  You  may,  and 
indeed  must,  use  John  Barleycorn  "right 
barbarouslee,"  cutting  him  "off  at  knee" 
with  your  scythes,  scourging  him  with 
your  flails,  burying  him  in  the  earth;  and 
he  will  not  resist  you  nor  reproach  you, 
but  will  rise  again  in  golden  beauty 
amidst  a  great  burst  of  sunshine  and  bird 
music,  and  save  you  and  renew  your  life. 
And  from  the  interweaving  of  these  two 
traditions  with  the  craving  for  the  Re- 
deemer, you  at  last  get  the  conviction 
that  when  the  Redeemer  comes  he  will  be 
immortal;  he  will  give  us  his  body  to  eat 
and  his  blood  to  drink;  and  he  will  prove 
his  divinity  by  suffering  a  barbarous 
death  without  resistance  or  reproach,  and 
rise  from  the  dead  and  return  to  the  earth 
in  glory  as  the  giver  of  life  eternal. 

LOOKING  FOR  THE  END  OF  THE  WORLD 

Yet  another  persistent  belief  has  beset 
the  imagination  of  the  religious  ever  since 
religion  spread  among  the  poor,  or, 
rather,  ever  since  commercial  civilization 
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produced  a  hopelessly  poor  class  cut  off 
from  enjoyment  in  this  world.  That 
belief  is  that  the  end  of  this  world  is  at 
hand,  and  that  it  will  presently  pass  away 
and  be  replaced  by  a  kingdom  of  happi- 
ness, justice,  and  bliss  in  which  the  rich 
and  the  oppressors  and  the  unjust  shall 
have  no  share.  We  are  all  familiar  with 
this  expectation:  many  of  us  cherish  some 
pious  relative  who  sees  in  every  great 
calamity  a  sign  of  the  approaching  end. 
Warning  pamphlets  are  in  constant  circu- 
lation: advertisements  are  put  in  the 
papers  and  paid  for  by  those  who  are 
convinced,  and  who  are  horrified  at 
the  indifference  of  the  irreligious  to 
the  approaching  doom.  And  revivalist 
preachers,  now  as  in  the  days  of  John  the 
Baptist,  seldom  fail  to  warn  their  flocks 
to  watch  and  pray,  as  the  great  day  will 
steal  upon  them  like  a  thief  in  the  night, 
and  cannot  be  long  deferred  in  a  world  so 
wicked.  This  belief  also  associates  itself 
with  Barleycorn's  second  coming;  so  that 
the  two  events  become  identified  at  last. 
There  is  the  other  and  more  artificial 
side  of  this  belief,  on  which  it  is  an  incul- 
cated dread.  The  ruler  who  appeals  to  the 
prospect  of  heaven  to  console  the  poor 
and  keep  them  from  insurrection  also 
curbs  the  vicious  by  threatening  them 
with  hell.  In  the  Koran  we  find  Mahomet 
driven  more  and  more  to  this  expedient 
of  government;  and  experience  confirms 
his  evident  belief  that  it  is  impossible  to 
govern  without  it  in  certain  phases  of 
civilization.  We  shall  see  later  on  that  it 
gives  a  powerful  attraction  to  the  belief 
in  a  Redeemer,  since  it  adds  to  remorse 
of  conscience,  which  hardened  men  bear 
very  lightly,  a  definite  dread  of  hideous 
and  eternal  torture. 

THE  HONOR  OF   DIVINE  PARENTAGE 

One  more  tradition  must  be  noted. 
The  consummation  of  praise  for  a  king 
is  to  declare  that  he  is  the  son  of  no 
earthly  father,  but  of  a  god.  His  mother 


goes  into  the  temple  of  Apollo,  and 
Apollo  comes  to  her  in  the  shape  of  a 
serpent,  or  the  like.  The  Roman  emperors, 
following  the  example  of  Augustus, 
claimed  the  title  of  God.  Illogically,  such 
divine  kings  insist  a  good  deal  on  their 
royal  human  ancestors.  Alexander,  claim- 
ing to  be  the  son  of  Apollo,  is  equally 
determined  to  be  the  son  of  Philip.  As 
the  gospels  stand,  St  Matthew  and  St 
Luke  give  genealogies  (the  two  are 
different)  establishing  the  descent  of  Jesus 
through  Joseph  from  the  royal  house  of 
David,  and  yet  declare  that  not  Joseph 
but  the  Holy  Ghost  was  the  father  of 
Jesus.  It  is  therefore  now  held  that  the 
story  of  the  Holy  Ghost  is  a  later  inter- 
polation borrowed  from  the  Greek  and 
Roman  imperial  tradition.  But  experience 
shews  that  simultaneous  faith  in  the 
descent  from  David  and  the  conception 
by  the  Holy  Ghost  is  possible.  Such 
double  beliefs  are  entertained  by  the 
human  mind  without  uneasiness  or  con- 
sciousness of  the  contradiction  involved. 
Many  instances  might  be  given:  a  familiar 
one  to  my  generation  being  that  of  the 
Tichborne  claimant,  whose  attempt  to 
pass  himself  off  as  a  baronet  was  sup- 
ported by  an  association  of  laborers  on 
the  ground  that  the  Tichborne  family,  in 
resisting  it,  were  trying  to  do  a  laborer 
out  of  his  rights.  It  is  quite  possible  that 
Matthew  and  Luke  may  have  been  un- 
conscious of  the  contradiction:  indeed 
the  interpolation  theory  does  not  remove 
the  difficulty,  as  the  interpolators  them- 
selves must  have  been  unconscious  of  it. 
A  better  ground  for  suspecting  interpola- 
tion is  that  St  Paul  knew  nothing  of  the 
divine  birth,  and  taught  that  Jesus  came 
into  the  world  at  his  birth  as  the  son  of 
Joseph,  but  rose  from  the  dead  after  three 
days  as  the  son  of  God.  Here  again,  few 
notice  the  discrepancy:  the  three  views 
are  accepted  simultaneously  without  in- 
tellectual discomfort.  We  can  provision- 
ally entertain  half  a  dozen  contradictory 
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versions  of  an  event  if  we  feel  either  that 
it  does  not  greatly  matter,  or  that  there 
is  a  category  attainable  in  which  the 
contradictions  are  reconciled. 

But  that  is  not  the  present  point.  All 
that  need  be  noted  here  is  that  the  legend 
of  divine  birth  was  sure  to  be  attached 
sooner  or  later  to  very  eminent  persons 
in  Roman  imperial  times,  and  that 
modern  theologians,  far  from  discrediting 
it,  have  very  logically  affirmed  the  mira- 
culous conception  not  only  of  Jesus  but 
of  his  mother. 

With  no  more  scholarly  equipment 
than  a  knowledge  of  these  habits  of  the 
human  imagination,  anyone  may  now 
read  the  four  gospels  without  bewilder- 
ment, and  without  the  contemptuous 
incredulity  which  spoils  the  temper  of 
many  modern  atheists,  or  the  senseless 
credulity  which  sometimes  makes  pious 
people  force  us  to  shove  them  aside  in 
emergencies  as  impracticable  lunatics 
when  they  ask  us  to  meet  violence  and 
injustice  with  dumb  submission  in  the 
belief  that  the  strange  demeanor  of  Jesus 
before  Pilate  was  meant  as  an  example  of 
normal  human  conduct.  Let  us  admit  that 
without  the  proper  clues  the  gospels  are, 
to  a  modern  educated  person,  nonsensical 
and  incredible,  whilst  the  apostles  are 
unreadable.  But  with  the  clues,  they  are 
fairly  plain  sailing.  Jesus  becomes  an 
intelligible  and  consistent  person.  His 
reasons  for  going  "like  a  lamb  to  the 
slaughter"  instead  of  saving  himself  as 
Mahomet  did,  become  quite  clear.  The 
narrative  becomes  as  credible  as  any 
other  historical  narrative  of  its  period. 

MATTHEW 

THE  ANNUNCIATION:  THE  MASSACRE: 
THE  FLIGHT 

Let  us  begin  with  the  gospel  of  Mat- 
thew, bearing  in  mind  that  it  does  not 
profess  to  be  the  evidence  of  an  eye- 


witness. It  is  a  chronicle,  founded,  like 
other  chronicles,  on  such  evidence  and 
records  as  the  chronicler  could  get  hold 
of.  The  only  one  of  the  evangelists  who 
professes  to  give  first-hand  evidence  as  an 
eye-witness  naturally  takes  care  to  say  so; 
and  the  fact  that  Matthew  makes  no  such 
pretension,  and  writes  throughout  as  a 
chronicler,  makes  it  clear  that  he  is  telling 
the  story  of  Jesus  as  Holinshed  told  the 
story  of  Macbeth,  except  that,  for  a  reason 
to  be  given  later  on,  he  must  have  col- 
lected his  material  and  completed  his 
book  within  the  lifetime  of  persons  con- 
temporary with  Jesus.  Allowance  must 
also  be  made  for  the  fact  that  the  gospel 
is  written  in  the  Greek  language,  whilst 
the  first-hand  traditions  and  the  actual 
utterances  of  Jesus  must  have  been  in 
Aramaic,  the  dialect  of  Palestine.  These 
distinctions  are  important,  as  you  will 
find  if  you  read  Holinshed  or  Froissart 
and  then  read  Benvenuto  Cellini.  You  do 
not  blame  Holinshed  or  Froissart  for 
believing  and  repeating  the  things  they 
had  read  or  been  told,  though  you  cannot 
always  believe  these  things  yourself.  But 
when  Cellini  tells  you  that  he  saw  this  or 
did  that,  and  you  find  it  impossible  to 
believe  him,  you  lose  patience  with  him, 
and  are  disposed  to  doubt  everything  in 
his  autobiography.  Do  not  forget,  then, 
that  Matthew  is  Holinshed  and  not 
Benvenuto.  The  very  first  pages  of  his 
narrative  will  put  your  attitude  to  the  test. 
Matthew  tells  us  that  the  mother  of 
Jesus  was  betrothed  to  a  man  of  royal 
pedigree  named  Joseph,  who  was  rich 
enough  to  live  in  a  house  in  Bethlehem 
to  which  kings  could  bring  gifts  of  gold 
without  provoking  any  comment.  An 
angel  announces  to  Joseph  that  Jesus  is 
the  son  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  that  he 
must  not  accuse  her  of  infidelity  because 
of  her  bearing  a  son  of  which  he  is  not 
the  father;  but  this  episode  disappears 
from  the  subsequent  narrative:  there  is  no 
record  of  its  having  been  told  to  Jesus, 
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nor  any  indication  of  his  having  any 
knowledge  of  it.  The  narrative,  in  fact, 
proceeds  in  all  respects  as  if  the  annuncia- 
tion formed  no  part  of  it. 

Herod  the  Tetrarch,  believing  that  a 
child  has  been  born  who  will  destroy 
him,  orders  all  the  male  children  to  be 
slaughtered;  and  Jesus  escapes  by  the 
flight  of  his  parents  into  Egypt,  whence 
they  return  to  Nazareth  when  the  danger 
is  over.  Here  it  is  necessary  to  anticipate 
a  little  by  saying  that  none  of  the  other 
evangelists  accepts  this  story,  as  none  of 
them  except  John,  who  throws  over 
Matthew  altogether,  shares  his  craze  for 
treating  history  and  biography  as  mere 
records  of  the  fulfilment  of  ancient 
Jewish  prophecies.  This  craze  no  doubt 
led  him  to  seek  for  some  legend  bearing 
out  Hosea's  "Out  of  Egypt  have  I  called 
my  son,"  and  Jeremiah's  Rachel  weeping 
for  her  children:  in  fact,  he  says  so. 
Nothing  that  interests  us  nowadays  turns 
on  the  credibility  of  the  massacre  of  the 
innocents  and  the  flight  into  Egypt.  We 
may  forget  them,  and  proceed  to  the 
important  part  of  the  narrative,  which 
skips  at  once  to  the  manhood  of  Jesus. 

JOHN  THE  BAPTIST 

At  this  moment,  a  Salvationist  prophet 
named  John  is  stirring  the  people  very 
strongly.  John  has  declared  that  the  rite 
of  circumcision  is  insufficient  as  a  dedica- 
tion of  the  individual  to  God,  and  has 
substituted  the  rite  of  baptism.  To  us, 
who  are  accustomed  to  baptism  as  a 
matter  of  course,  and  to  whom  circum- 
cision is  a  rather  ridiculous  foreign 
practice  of  no  consequence,  the  sensa- 
tional effect  of  such  a  heresy  as  this  on 
the  Jews  is  not  apparent:  it  seems  to  us 
as  natural  that  John  should  have  baptized 
people  as  that  the  rector  of  our  village 
should  do  so.  But,  as  St  Paul  found  to  his 
cost  later  on,  the  discarding  of  circum- 
cision for  baptism  was  to  the  Jews  as 
startling  a  heresy  as  the  discarding  of 


transubstantiation  in  the  Mass  was  to  the 
Catholics  of  the  XVI  century. 

JESUS  JOINS  THE  BAPTISTS 

Jesus  entered  as  a  man  of  thirty  (Luke 
says)  into  the  religious  life  of  his  time  by 
going  to  John  the  Baptist  and  demanding 
baptism  from  him,  much  as  certain  well- 
to-do  young  gentlemen  forty  years  ago 
"joined  the  Socialists."  As  far  as  estab- 
lished Jewry  was  concerned,  he  burnt  his 
boats  by  this  action,  and  cut  himself  off 
from  the  routine  of  wealth,  respectability, 
and  orthodoxy.  He  then  began  preaching 
John's  gospel,  which,  apart  from  the 
heresy  of  baptism,  the  value  of  which  lay 
in  its  bringing  the  Gentiles  (that  is,  the 
uncircumcized)  within  the  pale  of  salva- 
tion, was  a  call  to  the  people  to  repent  of 
their  sins,  as  the  kingdom  of  heaven  was 
at  hand.  Luke  adds  that  he  also  preached 
the  communism  of  charity;  told  the 
surveyors  of  taxes  not  to  over-assess  the 
taxpayers;  and  advised  soldiers  to  be 
content  with  their  wages  and  not  to  be 
violent  or  lay  false  accusations.  There  is 
no  record  of  John  going  beyond  this. 

THE  SAVAGE  JOHN  AND  THE 
CIVILIZED  JESUS 

Jesus  went  beyond  it  very  rapidly, 
according  to  Matthew.  Though,  like 
John,  he  became  an  itinerant  preacher,  he 
departed  widely  from  John's  manner  of 
life.  John  went  into  the  wilderness,  not 
into  the  synagogues;  and  his  baptismal 
font  was  the  river  Jordan.  He  was  an 
ascetic,  clothed  in  skins  and  living  on 
locusts  and  wild  honey,  practising  a 
savage  austerity.  He  courted  martyrdom, 
and  met  it  at  the  hands  of  Herod.  Jesus 
saw  no  merit  either  in  asceticism  or 
martyrdom.  In  contrast  to  John  he  was 
essentially  a  highly-civilized,  cultivated 
person.  According  to  Luke,  he  pointed 
out  the  contrast  himself,  chaffing  the 
Jews  for  complaining  that  John  must  be 
possessed  by  the  devil  because  he  was  a 
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teetotaller  and  vegetarian,  whilst,  because 
Jesus  was  neither  one  nor  the  other,  they 
reviled  him  as  a  gluttonous  man  and  a 
winebibber,  the  friend  of  the  officials 
and  their  mistresses.  He  told  straitlaced 
disciples  that  they  would  have  trouble 
enough  from  other  people  without  mak- 
ing any  for  themselves,  and  that  they 
should  avoid  martyrdom  and  enjoy  them- 
selves whilst  they  had  the  chance.  "When 
they  persecute  you  in  this  city,"  he  says, 
"flee  into  the  next."  He  preaches  in  the 
synagogues  and  in  the  open  air  indiffer- 
ently, just  as  they  come.  He  repeatedly 
says,  "I  desire  mercy  and  not  sacrifice," 
meaning  evidently  to  clear  himself  of  the 
inveterate  superstition  that  suffering  is 
gratifying  to  God.  "Be  not,  as  the 
Pharisees,  of  a  sad  countenance,"  he  says. 
He  is  convivial,  feasting  with  Roman 
officials  and  sinners.  He  is  careless  of  his 
person,  and  is  remonstrated  with  for  not 
washing  his  hands  before  sitting  down  to 
table.  The  followers  of  John  the  Baptist, 
who  fast,  and  who  expect  to  find  the 
Christians  greater  ascetics  than  them- 
selves, are  disappointed  at  finding  that 
Jesus  and  his  twelve  friends  do  not  fast; 
and  Jesus  tells  them  that  they  should  rejoice 
in  him  instead  of  being  melancholy.  He  is 
jocular,  and  tells  them  they  will  all  have  as 
much  fasting  as  they  want  soon  enough, 
whether  they  like  it  or  not.  He  is  not 
afraid  of  disease,  and  dines  with  a  leper. 
A  woman,  apparently  to  protect  him 
against  infection,  pours  a  costly  unguent 
on  his  head,  and  is  rebuked  because  what 
it  cost  might  have  been  given  to  the  poor. 
He  poohpoohs  that  lowspirited  view,  and 
says,  as  he  said  when  he  was  reproached 
for  not  fasting,  that  the  poor  are  always 
there  to  be  helped,  but  that  he  is  not  there 
to  be  anointed  always,  implying  that  you 
should  never  lose  a  chance  of  being  happy 
when  there  is  so  much  misery  in  the 
world.  He  breaks  the  Sabbath;  is  im- 
patient of  conventionality  when  it  is  un- 
comfortable or  obstructive;  and  outrages 


the  feelings  of  the  Jews  by  breaches  of  it. 
He  is  apt  to  accuse  people  who  feel  that 
way  of  hypocrisy.  Like  the  late  Samuel 
Butler,  he  regards  disease  as  a  department 
of  sin,  and  on  curing  a  lame  man,  says 
"Thy  sins  are  forgiven"  instead  of  "Arise 
and  walk,"  subsequently  maintaining, 
when  the  Scribes  reproach  him  for  assum- 
ing power  to  forgive  sin  as  well  as  to  cure 
disease,  that  the  two  come  to  the  same 
thing.  He  has  no  modest  affectations,  and 
claims  to  be  greater  than  Solomon  or 
Jonah.  When  reproached,  as  Bunyan  was, 
for  resorting  to  the  art  of  fiction  when 
teaching  in  parables,  he  justifies  himself 
on  the  ground  that  art  is  the  only  way  in 
which  the  people  can  be  taught.  He  is,  in 
short,  what  we  should  call  an  artist  and  a 
Bohemian  in  his  manner  of  life. 

JESUS   NOT  A  PROSELYTIST 

A  point  of  considerable  practical  im- 
portance today  is  that  he  expressly 
repudiates  the  idea  that  forms  of  religion, 
once  rooted,  can  be  weeded  out  and  re- 
planted with  the  flowers  of  a  foreign 
faith.  "If  you  try  to  root  up  the  tares  you 
will  root  up  the  wheat  as  well."  Our 
proselytizing  missionary  enterprises  are 
thus  flatly  contrary  to  his  advice;  and 
their  results  appear  to  bear  him  out  in  his 
view  that  if  you  convert  a  man  brought 
up  in  another  creed,  you  inevitably 
demoralize  him.  He  acts  on  this  view 
himself,  and  does  not  convert  his  disciples 
from  Judaism  to  Christianity.  To  this 
day  a  Christian  would  be  in  religion  a  Jew 
initiated  by  baptism  instead  of  circum- 
cision, and  accepting  Jesus  as  the  Messiah, 
and  his  teachings  as  of  higher  authority 
than  those  of  Moses,  but  for  the  action  of 
the  Jewish  priests,  who,  to  save  Jewry 
from  being  submerged  in  the  rising  flood 
of  Christianity  after  the  capture  of 
Jerusalem  and  the  destruction  of  the 
Temple,  set  up  what  was  practically  a 
new  religious  order,  with  new  Scriptures 
and  elaborate  new  observances,  and  to 
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their  list  of  the  accursed  added  one 
Jeschu,  a  bastard  magician,  whose  comic 
rogueries  brought  him  to  a  bad  end  like 
Punch  or  Til  Eulenspiegel:  an  invention 
which  cost  them  dear  when  the  Christians 
got  the  upper  hand  of  them  politically.The 
Jew  as  Jesus,  himself  a  Jew,  knew  him, 
never  dreamt  of  such  things,  and  could 
follow  Jesus  without  ceasing  to  be  a  Jew. 

THE  TEACHINGS   OF  JESUS 

So  much  for  his  personal  life  and 
temperament.  His  public  career  as  a 
popular  preacher  carries  him  equally  far 
beyond  John  the  Baptist.  He  lays  no 
stress  on  baptism  or  vows,  and  preaches 
conduct  incessantly.  He  Advocates  com- 
munism, the  widening  of  the  private 
family  with  its  cramping  ties  into  the 
great  family  of  mankind  under  the  father- 
hood of  God,  the  abandonment  of  re- 
venge and  punishment,  the  counteracting 
of  evil  by  good  instead  of  by  a  hostile 
evil,  and  an  organic  conception  of  society 
in  which  you  are  not  an  independent 
individual  but  a  member  of  society,  your 
neighbor  being  another  member,  and 
each  of  you  members  one  of  another,  as 
two  fingers  on  a  hand,  the  obvious  con- 
clusion being  that  unless  you  love  your 
neighbor  as  yourself  and  he  reciprocates 
you  will  both  be  the  worse  for  it.  He 
conveys  all  this  with  extraordinary  charm, 
and  entertains  his  hearers  with  fables 
(parables)  to  illustrate  them.  He  has  no 
synagogue  or  regular  congregation,  but 
travels  from  place  to  place  with  twelve 
men  whom  he  has  called  from  their  work 
as  he  passed,  and  who  have  abandoned  it 
to  follow  him. 

THE  MIRACLES 

He  has  certain  abnormal  powers  by 
which  he  can  perform  miracles.  He  is 
ashamed  of  these  powers,  but,  being 
extremely  compassionate,  cannot  refuse 
to  exercise  them  when  afflicted  people  beg 
him  to  cure  them,  when  multitudes  of 


people  are  hungry,  and  when  his  disciples 
are  terrified  by  storms  on  the  lakes.  He 
asks  for  no  reward,  but  begs  the  people 
not  to  mention  these  powers  of  his. 
There  are  two  obvious  reasons  for  his 
dislike  of  being  known  as  a  worker  of 
miracles.  One  is  the  natural  objection  of 
all  men  who  possess  such  powers,  but  have 
far  more  important  business  in  the  world 
than  to  exhibit  them,  to  be  regarded 
primarily  as  charlatans,  besides  being 
pestered  to  give  exhibitions  to  satisfy 
curiosity.  The  other  is  that  his  view  of 
the  effect  of  miracles  upon  his  mission  is 
exactly  that  taken  later  on  by  Rousseau. 
He  perceives  that  they  will  discredit  him 
and  divert  attention  from  his  doctrine 
by  raising  an  entirely  irrelevant  issue  be- 
tween his  disciples  and  his  opponents. 

Possibly  my  readers  may  not  have 
studied  Rousseau's  Letters  Written  From 
The  Mountain,  which  may  be  regarded 
as  the  classic  work  on  miracles  as  creden- 
tials of  divine  mission.  Rousseau  shews, 
as  Jesus  foresaw,  that  the  miracles  are  the 
main  obstacle  to  the  acceptance  of  Chris- 
tianity, because  their  incredibility  (if  they 
were  not  incredible  they  would  not  be 
miracles)  makes  people  sceptical  as  to  the 
whole  narrative,  credible  enough  in  the 
main,  in  which  they  occur,  and  suspicious 
of  the  doctrine  with  which  they  are  thus 
associated.  "Get  rid  of  the  miracles,"  said 
Rousseau,  "and  the  whole  world  will  fall 
at  the  feet  of  Jesus  Christ."  He  points  out 
that  miracles  offered  as  evidence  of  divin- 
ity, and  failing  to  convince,  make  divinity 
ridiculous.  He  says,  in  effect,  there  is 
nothing  in  making  a  lame  man  walk: 
thousands  of  lame  men  have  been  cured 
and  have  walked  without  any  miracle. 
Bring  me  a  man  with  only  one  leg  and 
make  another  grow  instantaneously  on 
him  before  my  eyes,  and  I  will  be  really 
impressed;  but  mere  cures  of  ailments 
that  have  often  been  cured  before  are 
quite  useless  as  evidence  of  anything  else 
than  desire  to  help  and  power  to  cure. 
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Jesus,  according  to  Matthew,  agreed 
so  entirely  with  Rousseau,  and  felt  the 
danger  so  strongly,  that  when  people  who 
were  not  ill  or  in  trouble  came  to  him  and 
asked  him  to  exercise  his  powers  as  a  sign 
of  his  mission,  he  was  irritated  beyond 
measure,  and  refused  with  an  indignation 
which  they,  not  seeing  Rousseau's  point, 
must  have  thought  very  unreasonable.  To 
be  called  "an  evil  and  adulterous  genera- 
tion" merely  for  asking  a  miracle  worker 
to  give  an  exhibition  of  his  powers,  is 
rather  a  startling  experience.  Mahomet, 
by  the  way,  also  lost  his  temper  when 
people  asked  him  to  perform  miracles. 
But  Mahomet  expressly  disclaimed  any 
unusual  powers;  whereas  it  is  clear  from 
Matthew's  story  that  Jesus  (unfortunately 
for  himself,  as  he  thought)  had  some 
powers  of  healing.  It  is  also  obvious  that 
the  exercise  of  such  powers  would  give 
rise  to  wild  tales  of  magical  feats  which 
would  expose  their  hero  to  condemnation 
as  an  impostor  among  people  whose  good 
opinion  was  of  great  consequence  to  the 
movement  started  by  his  mission. 

But  the  deepest  annoyance  arising 
from  the  miracles  would  be  the  irrelev- 
ance of  the  issue  raised  by  them.  Jesus's 
teaching  has  nothing  to  do  with  miracles. 
If  his  mission  had  been  simply  to  demon- 
strate a  new  method  of  restoring  lost  eye- 
sight, the  miracle  of  curing  the  blind 
would  have  been  entirely  relevant.  But  to 
say  "You  should  love  your  enemies;  and 
to  convince  you  of  this  I  will  now  pro- 
ceed to  cure  this  gentleman  of  cataract" 
would  have  been,  to  a  man  of  Jesus's 
intelligence,  the  proposition  of  an  idiot. 
If  it  could  be  proved  today  that  not  one 
of  the  miracles  of  Jesus  actually  occurred, 
that  proof  would  not  invalidate  a  single 
one  of  his  didactic  utterances;  and  con- 
versely, if  it  could  be  proved  that  not 
only  did  the  miracles  actually  occur,  but 
that  he  had  wrought  a  thousand  other 
miracles  a  thousand  times  more  wonder- 
ful, not  a  jot  of  weight  would  be  added 


to  his  doctrine*  And  yet  the  intellectual 
energy  of  sceptics  and  divines  has  been 
wasted  for  generations  in  arguing  about 
the  miracles  on  the  assumption  that 
Christianity  is  at  stake  in  the  controversy 
as  to  whether  the  stories  of  Matthew  are 
false  or  true.  According  to  Matthew  him- 
self, Jesus  must  have  known  this  only  too 
well;  for  wherever  he  went  he  was  assailed 
with  a  clamor  for  miracles,  though  his 
doctrine  created  bewilderment. 

So  much  for  the  miracles!  Matthew 
tells  us  further,  that  Jesus  declared  that 
his  doctrines  would  be  attacked  by 
Church  and  State,  and  that  the  common 
multitude  were  the  salt  of  the  earth  and 
the  light  of  the  world.  His  disciples,  in 
their  relations  with  the  political  and 
ecclesiastical  organizations,  would  be  as 
sheep  among  wolves. 

MATTHEW  IMPUTES  BIGOTRY  TO  JESUS 

Matthew,  like  most  biographers,  strives 
to  identify  the  opinions  and  prejudices  of 
his  hero  with  his  own.  Although  he  de- 
scribes Jesus  as  tolerant  even  to  careless- 
ness, he  draws  the  line  at  the  Gentile,  and 
represents  Jesus  as  a  bigoted  Jew  who 
regards  his  mission  as  addressed  exclu- 
sively to  "the  lost  sheep  of  the  house  of 
Israel."  When  a  woman  of  Canaan  begged 
Jesus  to  cure  her  daughter,  he  first  refused 
to  speak  to  her,  and  then  told  her  brutally 
that  "It  is  not  meet  to  take  the  children's 
bread  and  cast  it  to  the  dogs."  But  when 
the  woman  said,  "Truth,  Lord;  yet  the 
dogs  eat  of  the  crumbs  which  fall  from 
their  master's  table,"  she  melted  the  Jew 
out  of  him  and  made  Christ  a  Christian. 
To  the  woman  whom  he  had  just  called  a 
dog  he  said,  "O  woman,  great  is  thy 
faith:  be  it  unto  thee  even  as  thou  wilt." 
This  is  somehow  one  of  the  most  touch- 
ing stories  in  the  gospel;  perhaps  because 
the  woman  rebukes  the  prophet  by  a 
touch  of  his  own  finest  quality.  It  is 
certainly  out  of  character;  but  as  the  sins 
of  good  men  are  always  out  of  character, 
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it  is  not  safe  to  reject  the  story  as  invented 
in  the  interest  of  Matthew's  determina- 
tion that  Jesus  shall  have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  Gentiles.  At  all  events,  there  the 
story  is;  and  it  is  by  no  means  the  only 
instance  in  which  Matthew  reports  Jesus, 
in  spite  of  the  charm  of  his  preaching,  as 
extremely  uncivil  in  private  intercourse. 

THE   GREAT   CHANGE 

So  far  the  history  is  that  of  a  man  sane 
and  interesting  apart  from  his  special  gifts 
as  orator,  healer,  and  prophet.  But  a 
startling  change  occurs.  One  day,  after 
the  disciples  have  discouraged  him  for  a 
long  time  by  their  misunderstandings  of 
his  mission,  and  their  speculations  as  to 
whether  he  is  one  of  the  old  prophets 
come  again,  and  if  so,  which,  his  disciple 
Peter  suddenly  solves  the  problem  by 
exclaiming,  "Thou  art  the  Christ,  the  son 
of  the  living  God."  At  this  Jesus  is  extra- 
ordinarily pleased  and  excited.  He  de- 
clares that  Peter  has  had  a  revelation 
straight  from  God.  He  makes  a  pun  on 
Peter's  name,  and  declares  him  the 
founder  of  his  Church.  And  he  accepts 
his  destiny  as  a  god  by  announcing  that 
he  will  be  killed  when  he  goes  to  Jeru- 
salem; for  if  he  is  really  the  Christ,  it  is  a 
necessary  part  of  his  legendary  destiny 
that  he  shall  be  slain.  Peter,  not  under- 
standing this,  rebukes  him  for  what  seems 
mere  craven  melancholy;  and  Jesus  turns 
fiercely  on  him  and  cries,  "Get  thee  be- 
hind me,  Satan." 

Jesus  now  becomes  obsessed  with  a 
conviction  of  his  divinity,  and  talks  about 
it  continually  to  his  disciples,  though  he 
forbids  them  to  mention  it  to  others. 
They  begin  to  dispute  among  themselves 
as  to  the  position  they  shall  occupy  in 
heaven  when  his  kingdom  is  established. 
He  rebukes  them  strenuously  for  this, 
and  repeats  his  teaching  that  greatness 
means  service  and  not  domination;  but  he 
himself,  always  instinctively  somewhat 
haughty,  now  becomes  arrogant,  dicta- 


torial, and  even  abusive,  never  replying 
to  his  critics  without  an  insulting  epithet, 
and  even  cursing  a  fig-tree  which  dis- 
appoints him  when  he  goes  to  it  for  fruit. 
He  assumes  all  the  traditions  of  the  folk- 
lore gods,  and  announces  that,  like  John 
Barleycorn,  he  will  be  barbarously  slain 
and  buried,  but  will  rise  from  the  earth 
and  return  to  life.  He  attaches  to  himself 
the  immemorial  tribal  ceremony  of  eating 
the  god,  by  blessing  bread  and  wine  and 
handing  them  to  his  disciples  with  the 
words  "This  is  my  body:  this  is  my 
blood."  He  forgets  his  own  teaching  and 
threatens  eternal  fire  and  eternal  punish- 
ment. He  announces,  in  addition  to  his 
Barleycorn  resurrection,  that  he  will  come 
to  the  world  a  second  time  in  glory  and 
establish  his  kingdom  on  earth.  He  fears 
that  this  may  lead  to  the  appearance  of 
impostors  claiming  to  be  himself,  and 
declares  explicitly  and  repeatedly  that  no 
matter  what  wonders  these  impostors  may 
perform,  his  own  coming  will  be  unmis- 
takeable,as  the  stars  will  fall  from  heaven, 
and  trumpets  be  blown  by  angels.  Further 
he  declares  that  this  will  take  place  during 
the  lifetime  of  persons  then  present. 

JERUSALEM  AND   THE  MYSTICAL 
SACRIFICE 

In  this  new  frame  of  mind  he  at  last 
enters  Jerusalem  amid  great  popular 
curiosity;  drives  the  moneychangers  and 
sacrifice  sellers  out  of  the  temple  in  a  riot; 
refuses  to  interest  himself  in  the  beauties 
and  wonders  of  the  temple  building  on 
the  ground  that  presently  not  a  stone  of 
it  shall  be  left  on  another;  reviles  the  high 
priests  and  elders  in  intolerable  terms;  and 
is  arrested  by  night  in  a  garden  to  avoid 
a  popular  disturbance.  He  makes  no  re- 
sistance, being  persuaded  that  it  is  part  of 
his  destiny  as  a  god  to  be  murdered  and 
to  rise  again.  One  of  his  followers  shews 
fight,  and  cuts  off  the  ear  of  one  of  his 
captors.  Jesus  rebukes  him,  but  does  not 
attempt  to  heal  the  wound,  though  he 
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declares  that  if  he  wished  to  resist  he 
could  easily  summon  twelve  million 
angels  to  his  aid.  He  is  taken  before  the 
high  priest  and  by  him  handed  over  to 
the  Roman  governor,  who  is  puzzled  by 
his  silent  refusal  to  defend  himself  in  any 
way,  or  to  contradict  his  accusers  or  their 
witnesses,  Pilate  having  naturally  no  idea 
that  the  prisoner  conceives  himself  as 
going  through  an  inevitable  process  of 
torment,  death,  and  burial  as  a  prelude  to 
resurrection.  Before  the  high  priest  he  has 
also  been  silent  except  that  when  the 
priest  asks  him  is  he  the  Christ,  the  Son 
of  God,  he  replies  that  they  shall  all  see 
the  Son  of  Man  sitting  at  the  right  hand 
of  power,  and  coming  on  the  clouds  of 
heaven.  He  maintains  this  attitude  with 
frightful  fortitude  whilst  they  scourge 
him,  mock  him,  torment  him,  and  finally 
crucify  him  between  two  thieves.  His 
prolonged  agony  of  thirst  and  pain  on 
the  cross  at  last  breaks  his  spirit,  and  he 
dies  with  a  cry  of  "My  God:  why  hast 
Thou  forsaken  me?" 

NOT  THIS  MAN  BUT  BARABBAS 

Meanwhile  he  has  been  definitely  re- 
jected by  the  people  as  well  as  by  the 
priests.  Pilate,  pitying  him,  and  unable  to 
make  out  exactly  what  he  has  done  (the 
blasphemy  that  has  horrified  the  high 
priest  does  not  move  the  Roman),  tries  to 
get  him  off  by  reminding  the  people  that 
they  have,  by  custom,  the  right  to  have 
a  prisoner  released  at  that  time,  and  sug- 
gests that  he  should  release  Jesus.  But 
they  insist  on  his  releasing  a  prisoner 
named  Barabbas  instead,  and  on  having 
Jesus  crucified.  Matthew  gives  no  clue  to 
the  popularity  of  Barabbas,  describing 
him  simply  as  "a  notable  prisoner."  The 
later  gospels  make  it  clear,  very  sig- 
nificantly, that  his  offence  was  sedition 
and  insurrection;  that  he  was  an  advocate 
of  physical  force;  and  that  he  had  killed 
his  man.  The  choice  of  Barabbas  thus 
appears  as  a  popular  choice  of  the  militant 


advocate  of  physical  force  as  against  the 
unresisting  advocate  of  mercy. 

THE   RESURRECTION 

Matthew  then  tells  how  after  three  days 
an  angel  opened  the  family  vault  of  one 
Joseph,  a  rich  man  of  Arimathea,  who  had 
buried  Jesus  in  it,  whereupon  Jesus  rose 
and  returned  from  Jerusalem  to  Galilee 
and  resumed  his  preaching  with  his  dis- 
ciples, assuring  them  that  he  would  now 
be  with  them  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

At  that  point  the  narrative  abruptly 
stops.  The  story  has  no  ending. 

DATE  OF  MATTHEW'S  NARRATIVE 

One  effect  of  the  promise  of  Jesus  to 
come  again  in  glory  during  the  lifetime  of 
some  of  his  hearers  is  to  date  the  gospel 
without  the  aid  of  any  scholarship.  It 
must  have  been  written  during  the  life- 
time of  Jesus's  contemporaries:  that  is, 
whilst  it  was  still  possible  for  the  promise 
of  his  Second  Coming  to  be  fulfilled.  The 
death  of  the  last  person  who  had  been 
alive  when  Jesus  said  "There  be  some  of 
them  that  stand  here  that  shall  in  no  wise 
taste  death  til  they  see  the  Son  of  Man 
coming  in  Liz  kingdom"  destroyed  the 
last  possibility  of  the  promised  Second 
Coming,  and  bore  out  the  incredulity  of 
Pilate  and  the  Jews.  And  as  Matthew 
writes  as  one  believing  in  that  Second 
Coming,  and  in  fact  left  his  story  un- 
finished to  be  ended  by  it,  he  must  have 
produced  his  gospel  within  a  lifetime  of 
the  crucifixion.  Also,  he  must  have  be- 
lieved that  reading  books  would  be  one  of 
the  pleasures  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
on  earth. 

CLASS   TYPE   OF   MATTHEW'S   JESUS 

One  more  circumstance  must  be  noted 
as  gathered  from  Matthew.  Though  he 
begins  his  story  in  such  a  way  as  to  sug- 
gest that  Jesus  belonged  to  the  privileged 
classes,  he  mentions  later  on  that  when 
Jesus  attempted  to  preach  in  his  owa 
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country,  and  had  no  success  there,  the 
people  said,  "Is  not  this  the  carpenter's 
son?"  But  Jesus's  manner  throughout  is 
that  of  an  aristocrat,  or  at  the  very  least 
the  son  of  a  rich  bourgeois,  and  by  no 
means  a  lowly-minded  one  at  that.  We 
must  be  careful  therefore  to  conceive 
Joseph,  not  as  a  modern  proletarian  car- 
penter working  for  weekly  wages,  but  as 
a  master  craftsman  of  royal  descent.  John 
the  Baptist  may  have  been  a  Keir  Hardie; 
but  the  Jesus  of  Matthew  is  of  theRuskin- 
Morris  class. 

This  haughty  characterization  is  so 
marked  that  if  we  had  no  other  documents 
concerning  Jesus  than  the  gospel  of 
Matthew,  we  should  not  feel  as  we  do 
about  him.  We  should  have  been  much 
less  loth  to  say,  "There  is  a  man  here  who 
was  sane  until  Peter  hailed  him  as  the 
Christ,  and  who  then  became  a  mono- 
maniac." We  should  have  pointed  out 
that  his  delusion  is  a  very  common  delu- 
sion among  the  insane,  and  that  such 
insanity  is  quite  consistent  with  the  reten- 
tion of  the  argumentative  cunning  and 
penetration  which  Jesus  displayed  in 
Jerusalem  after  his  delusion  had  taken 
complete  hold  of  him.  We  should  feel 
horrified  at  the  scourging  and  mocking 
and  crucifixion  just  as  we  should  if 
Ruskin  had  been  treated  in  that  way  when 
he  also  went  mad,  instead  of  being  cared 
for  as  an  invalid.  And  we  should  have 
had  no  clear  perception  of  any  special 
significance  in  his  way  of  calling  the  Son 
of  God  the  Son  of  Man.  We  should  have 
noticed  that  he  was  a  Communist;  that 
he  regarded  much  of  what  we  call  law 
and  order  as  machinery  for  robbing  the 
poor  under  legal  forms;  that  he  thought 
domestic  ties  a  snare  for  the  soul;  that  he 
agreed  with  the  proverb  "The  nearer  the 
Church,  the  farther  from  God";  that  he 
saw  very  plainly  that  the  masters  of  the 
community  should  be  its  servants  and 
not  its  oppressors  and  parasites;  and  that 
though  he  did  not  tell  us  not  to  fight  our 


enemies,  he  did  tell  us  to  love  them,  and 
warned  us  that  they  who  draw  the  sword 
shall  perish  by  the  sword.  All  this  shews 
a  great  power  of  seeing  through  vulgar 
illusions,  and  a  capacity  for  a  higher 
morality  than  has  yet  been  established  in 
any  civilized  community;  but  it  does  not 
place  Jesus  above  Confucius  or  Plato, 
not  to  mention  more  modern  philosophers 
and  moralists. 

MARK 

THE  WOMEN  DISCIPLES  AND  THE 
ASCENSION 

Let  us  see  whether  we  can  get  anything 
more  out  of  Mark,  whose  gospel,  by  the 
way,  is  supposed  to  be  older  than  Mat- 
thew's. Mark  is  brief;  and  it  does  not  take 
long  to  discover  that  he  adds  nothing  to 
Matthew  except  the  ending  of  the  story  by 
Christ's  ascension  into  heaven,  and  the 
news  that  many  women  had  come  with 
Jesus  to  Jerusalem,  including  Mary  Mag- 
dalene, out  of  whom  he  had  cast  seven 
devils.  On  the  other  hand  Mark  says 
nothing  about  the  birth  of  Jesus,  and  does 
not  touch  his  career  until  his  adult  bap- 
tism by  John.  He  apparently  regards 
Jesus  as  a  native  of  Nazareth,  as  John 
does,  and  not  of  Bethlehem,  as  Matthew 
and  Luke  do,  Bethlehem  being  the  city  of 
David,  from  whom  Jesus  is  said  by 
Matthew  and  Luke  to  be  descended.  He 
describes  John's  doctrine  as  "Baptism  of 
repentance  unto  remission  of  sins":  that 
is,  a  form  of  Salvationism.  He  tells  us  that 
Jesus  went  into  the  synagogues  and 
taught,  not  as  the  Scribes  but  as  one 
having  authority:  that  is,  we  infer,  he 
preaches  his  own  doctrine  as  an  original 
moralist  instead  of  repeating  what  the 
books  say.  He  describes  the  miracle  of 
Jesus  reaching  the  boat  by  walking  across 
the  sea,  but  says  nothing  about  Peter  try- 
ing to  do  the  same.  Mark  sees  what  he 
relates  more  vividly  than  Matthew,  and 
gives  touches  of  detail  that  bring  the 
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event  more  clearly  before  the  reader.  He 
says,  for  instance,  that  when  Jesus  walked 
on  the  waves  to  the  boat,  he  was  passing 
it  by  when  the  disciples  called  out  to  him. 
He  seems  to  feel  that  Jesus's  treatment 
of  the  woman  of  Canaan  requires  some 
apology,  and  therefore  says  that  she  was 
a  Greek  of  Syrophenician  race,  which 
probably  excused  any  incivility  to  her  in 
Mark's  eyes.  He  represents  the  father  of 
the  boy  whom  Jesus  cured  of  epilepsy 
after  the  transfiguration  as  a  sceptic  who 
says  "Lord,  I  believe:  help  thou  mine 
unbelief."  He  tells  the  story  of  the 
widow's  mite,  omitted  by  Matthew.  He 
explains  that  Barabbas  was  "lying  bound 
with  them  that  made  insurrection,  men 
who  in  the  insurrection  had  committed 
murder."  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  who 
buried  Jesus  in  his  own  tomb,  and  who  is 
described  by  Matthew  as  a  disciple,  is 
described  by  Mark  as  "one  who  also  him- 
self was  looking  for  the  kingdom  of 
God,"  which  suggests  that  he  was  an 
independent  seeker.  Mark  earns  our 
gratitude  by  making  no  mention  of  the 
old  prophecies,  and  thereby  not  only 
saves  time,  but  avoids  the  absurd  im- 
plication that  Christ  was  merely  going 
through  a  predetermined  ritual,  like  the 
works  of  a  clock,  instead  of  living.  Finally 
Mark  reports  Christ  as  saying,  after  his 
resurrection,  that  those  who  believe  in 
him  will  be  saved  and  those  who  do  not, 
damned;  but  it  is  impossible  to  discover 
whether  he  means  anything  by  a  state 
of  damnation  beyond  a  state  of  error. 
The  paleographers  regard  this  passage  as 
tacked  on  by  a  later  scribe. 

On  the  whole  Mark  leaves  the  modern 
reader  where  Matthew  left  him. 

LUKE 

LUKE  THE   LITERARY  ARTIST 

When  we  come  to  Luke,  we  come  to  a 
later  story-teller,  and  one  with  a  stronger 
natural  gift  for  his  art.  Before  you  have 


read  twenty  lines  of  Luke's  gospel  you 
are  aware  that  you  have  passed  from  the 
chronicler  writing  for  the  sake  of  record- 
ing important  facts,  to  the  artist,  telling 
the  story  for  the  sake  of  telling  it.  At  the 
very  outset  he  achieves  the  most  charm- 
ing idyll  in  the  Bible:  the  story  of  Mary 
crowded  out  of  the  inn  into  the  stable 
and  laying  her  newly-born  son  in  the 
manger,  and  of  the  shepherds  abiding  in 
the  field  keeping  watch  over  their  flocks 
by  night,  and  how  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
came  upon  them,  and  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  shone  around  them,  and  suddenly 
there  was  with  the  angel  a  multitude  of 
the  heavenly  host.  These  shepherds  go  to 
the  stable  and  take  the  place  of  the  kings 
in  Matthew's  chronicle.  So  completely 
has  this  story  conquered  and  fascinated 
our  imagination  that  most  of  us  suppose 
all  the  gospels  to  contain  it;  but  it  is 
Luke's  story  and  his  alone:  none  of  the 
others  have  the  smallest  hint  of  it. 

THE  CHARM  OF  LUKE*S  NARRATIVE 

Luke  gives  the  charm  of  sentimental 
romance  to  every  incident.  The  Annun- 
ciation, as  described  by  Matthew,  is  made 
to  Joseph,  and  is  simply  a  warning  to  him 
not  to  divorce  his  wife  for  misconduct. 
In  Luke's  gospel  it  is  made  to  Mary  her- 
self, at  much  greater  length,  with  a  sense 
of  the  ecstasy  of  the  bride  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Jesus  is  refined  and  softened  al- 
most out  of  recognition:  the  stern  per- 
emptory disciple  of  John  the  Baptist,  who 
never  addresses  a  Pharisee  or  a  Scribe 
without  an  insulting  epithet,  becomes  a 
considerate,  gentle,  sociable,  almost  ur- 
bane person;  and  the  Chauvinist  Jew 
becomes  a  pro-Gentile  who  is  thrown  out 
of  the  synagogue  in  his  own  town  for 
reminding  the  congregation  that  the 
prophets  had  sometimes  preferred  Gen- 
tiles to  Jews.  In  fact  they  try  to  throw 
him  down  from  a  sort  of  Tarpeian  rock 
which  they  use  for  executions;  but  he 
makes  his  way  through  them  and  escapes: 
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the  only  suggestion  of  a  feat  of  arms  on 
his  part  in  the  gospels.  There  is  not  a 
word  of  the  Syrophenician  woman.  At 
the  end  he  is  calmly  superior  to  his  suffer- 
ings; delivers  an  address  on  his  way 
to  execution  with  unruffled  composure; 
does  not  despair  on  the  cross;  and  dies 
with  perfect  dignity,  commending  his 
spirit  to  God,  after  praying  for  the  for- 
giveness of  his  persecutors  on  the  ground 
that  "They  know  not  what  they  do/' 
According  to  Matthew,  it  is  part  of  the 
bitterness  of  his  death  that  even  the 
thieves  who  are  crucified  with  him  revile 
him.  According  to  Luke,  only  one  of 
them  does  this;  and  he  is  rebuked  by  the 
other,  who  begs  Jesus  to  remember  him 
when  he  comes  into  his  kingdom.  To 
which  Jesus  replies,  "This  day  shalt  thou 
be  with  me  in  Paradise,"  implying  that  he 
will  spend  the  three  days  of  his  death 
there.  In  short,  every  device  is  used  to 
get  rid  of  the  ruthless  horror  of  the 
Matthew  chronicle,  and  to  relieve  the 
strain  of  the  Passion  by  touching  epi- 
sodes, and  by  representing  Christ  as 
superior  to  human  suffering.  It  is  Luke's 
Jesus  who  has  won  our  hearts. 

THE  TOUCH   OF   PARISIAN  ROMANCE 

Luke's  romantic  shrinking  from  un- 
pleasantness, and  his  sentimentality,  are 
illustrated  by  his  version  of  the  woman 
with  the  ointment.  Matthew  and  Mark 
describe  it  as  taking  place  in  the  house  of 
Simon  the  Leper,  where  it  is  objected  to 
as  a  waste  of  money.  In  Luke's  version 
the  leper  becomes  a  rich  Pharisee;  the 
woman  becomes  a  Dame  aux  Camellias; 
and  nothing  is  said  about  money  and  the 
poor.  The  woman  washes  the  feet  of 
Jesus  with  her  tears  and  dries  them  with 
her  hair;  and  he  is  reproached  for  suffer- 
ing a  sinful  woman  to  touch  him.  It  is 
almost  an  adaptation  of  the  unromantic 
Matthew  to  the  Parisian  stage.  There  is 
a  distinct  attempt  to  increase  the  feminine 
interest  all  through.  The  slight  lead  given 


by  Mark  is  taken  up  and  developed. 
More  is  said  about  Jesus's  mother  and  her 
feelings.  Christ's  following  of  women, 
just  mentioned  by  Mark  to  account  for 
their  presence  at  his  tomb,  is  introduced 
earlier;  and  some  of  the  women  are 
named;  so  that  we  are  introduced  to 
Joanna  the  wife  of  Chuza,  Herod's 
steward,  and  Susanna.  There  is  the  quaint 
little  domestic  episode  between  Mary  and 
Martha.  There  is  the  parable  of  the 
Prodigal  Son,  appealing  to  the  indulgence 
romance  has  always  shewn  to  Charles 
Surface  and  Des  Grieux.  Women  follow 
Jesus  to  the  cross;  and  he  makes  them  a 
speech  beginning  "Daughters  of  Jeru- 
salem." Slight  as  these  changes  may  seem, 
they  make  a  great  change  in  the  atmo- 
sphere. The  Christ  of  Matthew  could 
never  have  become  what  is  vulgarly  called 
a  woman's  hero  (though  the  truth  is  that 
the  popular  demand  for  sentiment,  as  far 
as  it  is  not  simply  human,  is  more  manly 
than  womanly);  but  the  Christ  of  Luke 
has  made  possible  those  pictures  which 
now  hang  in  many  ladies'  chambers,  in 
which  Jesus  is  represented  exactly  as  he 
is  represented  in  the  Lourdes  cinemato- 
graph, by  a  handsome  actor.  The  only 
touch  of  realism  which  Luke  does  not 
instinctively  suppress  for  the  sake  of 
producing  this  kind  of  amenity  is  the 
reproach  addressed  to  Jesus  for  sitting 
down  to  table  without  washing  his  hands; 
and  that  is  retained  because  an  interesting 
discourse  hangs  on  it. 

WAITING   FOR  THE  MESSIAH 

Another  new  feature  in  Luke's  story  is 
that  it  begins  in  a  world  in  which  every- 
one is  expecting  the  advent  of  the  Christ. 
In  Matthew  and  Mark,  Jesus  comes  into  a 
normal  Philistine  world  like  our  own  of 
today.  Not  until  the  Baptist  foretells  that 
one  greater  than  himself  shall  come  after 
him  does  the  old  Jewish  hope  of  a  Messiah 
begin  to  stir  again;  and  as  Jesus  begins  as 
a  disciple  of  John,  and  is  baptized  by 
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him,  nobody  connects  him  with  that  hope 
until  Peter  has  the  sudden  inspiration 
which  produces  so  startling  an  effect  on 
Jesus.  But  in  Luke's  gospel  men's  minds, 
and  especially  women's  minds,  are  full  of 
eager  expectation  of  a  Christ  not  only 
before  the  birth  of  Jesus,  but  before  the 
birth  of  John  the  Baptist,  the  event  with 
which  Luke  begins  his  story.  Whilst 
Jesus  and  John  are  still  in  their  mothers' 
wombs,  John  leaps  at  the  approach  of 
Jesus  when  the  two  mothers  visit  one 
another.  At  the  circumcision  of  Jesus 
pious  men  and  women  hail  the  infant  as 
the  Christ. 

The  Baptist  himself  is  not  convinced; 
for  at  quite  a  late  period  in  his  former  dis- 
ciple's career  he  sends  two  young  men  to 
ask  Jesus  is  he  really  the  Christ.  This  is 
noteworthy  because  Jesus  immediately 
gives  them  a  deliberate  exhibition  of 
miracles,  and  bids  them  tell  John  what 
they  have  seen,  and  ask  him  what  he 
thinks  now.  This  is  in  complete  contradic- 
tion to  what  I  have  called  the  Rousseau 
view  of  miracles  as  inferred  from  Matthew. 
Luke  shews  all  a  romancer's  thoughtless- 
ness about  miracles:  he  regards  them  as 
"signs":  that  is,  as  proofs  of  the  divinity 
of  the  person  performing  them,  and  not 
merely  of  thaumaturgic  powers.  He  revels 
in  miracles  just  as  he  revels  in  parables: 
they  make  such  capital  stories.  He  cannot 
allow  the  calling  of  Peter,  James,  and 
John  from  their  boats  to  pass  without 
a  comic  miraculous  overdraft  of  fishes, 
with  the  net  sinking  the  boats  and  pro- 
voking Peter  to  exclaim,  "Depart  from 
me;  for  I  am  a  sinful  man,  O  Lord," 
which  should  probably  be  translated,  "I 
want  no  more  of  your  miracles:  natural 
fishing  is  good  enough  for  my  boats." 

There  are  some  other  novelties  in 
Luke's  version.  Pilate  sends  Jesus  to 
Herod,  who  happens  to  be  in  Jerusalem 
just  then,  because  Herod  had  expressed 
some  curiosity  about  him;  but  nothing 
comes  of  it:  the  prisoner  will  not  speak  to 


him.  When  Jesus  is  ill  received  in  a 
Samaritan  village  James  and  John  propose 
to  call  down  fire  from  heaven  and  destroy 
it;  and  Jesus  replies  that  he  is  come  not  to 
destroy  lives  but  to  save  them.  The  bias 
of  Jesus  against  lawyers  is  emphasized, 
and  also  his  resolution  not  to  admit  that 
he  is  more  bound  to  his  relatives  than  to 
strangers.  He  snubs  a  woman  who  blesses 
his  mother.  As  this  is  contrary  to  the 
traditions  of  sentimental  romance,  Luke 
would  presumably  have  avoided  it  had  he 
not  become  persuaded  that  the  brother- 
hood of  Man  and  the  Fatherhood  of  God 
are  superior  even  to  sentimental  con- 
siderations. The  story  of  the  lawyer 
asking  what  are  the  two  chief  command- 
ments is  changed  by  making  Jesus  put 
the  question  to  the  lawyer  instead  of 
answering  it. 

As  to  doctrine,  Luke  is  only  clear  when 
his  feelings  are  touched.  His  logic  is 
weak;  for  some  of  the  sayings  of  Jesus  are 
pieced  together  wrongly,  as  anyone  who 
has  read  them  in  the  right  order  and 
context  in  Matthew  will  discover  at  once, 
He  does  not  make  anything  new  out  of 
Christ's  mission,  and,  like  the  other 
evangelists,  thinks  that  the  whole  point 
of  it  is  that  Jesus  was  the  long  expected 
Christ,  and  that  he  will  presently  come 
back  to  earth  and  establish  his  kingdom, 
having  duly  died  and  risen  again  after 
three  days.  Yet  Luke  not  only  records  the 
teaching  as  to  communism  and  the  dis- 
carding of  hate,  which  have,  of  course, 
nothing  to  do  with  the  Second  Coming, 
but  quotes  one  very  remarkable  saying 
which  is  not  compatible  with  it,  which  is, 
that  people  must  not  go  about  asking 
where  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is,  and  say- 
ing "Lo,  here!"  and  "Lo,  there!"  because 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  within  them. 
But  Luke  has  no  sense  that  this  belongs 
to  a  quite  different  order  of  thought  to 
his  Christianity,  and  retains  undisturbed 
his  view  of  the  kingdom  as  a  locality  as 
definite  as  Jerusalem  or  Madagascar. 
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JOHN 

A   NEW   STORY  AND   A   NEW  CHARACTER 

The  gospel  of  John  is  a  surprise  after 
the  others.  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke 
describe  the  same  events  in  the  same 
order  (the  variations  in  Luke  are  negli- 
gible), and  their  gospels  are  therefore 
called  the  synoptic  gospels.  They  tell 
substantially  the  same  story  of  a  wander- 
ing preacher  who  at  the  end  of  his  life 
came  to  Jerusalem.  John  describes  a 
preacher  who  spent  practically  his  whole 
adult  life  in  the  capital,  with  occasional 
visits  to  the  provinces.  His  circumstantial 
account  of  the  calling  of  Peter  and  the 
sons  of  Zebedee  is  quite  different  from 
the  others;  and  he  says  nothing  about 
their  being  fishermen.  He  says  expressly 
that  Jesus,  though  baptized  by  John,  did 
not  himself  practise  baptism,  and  that  his 
disciples  did.  Christ's  agonized  appeal 
against  his  doom  in  the  garden  of  Gethse- 
mane  becomes  a  cold-blooded  suggestion 
made  in  the  temple  at  a  much  earlier  period. 
Jesus  argues  much  more;  complains  a 
good  deal  of  the  unreasonableness  and 
dislike  with  which  he  is  met;  is  by  no 
means  silent  before  Caiaphas  and  Pilate; 
lays  much  greater  stress  on  his  resurrec- 
tion and  on  the  eating  of  his  body  (losing 
all  his  disciples  except  the  twelve  in  con- 
sequence); says  many  apparently  contra- 
dictory and  nonsensical  things  to  which 
no  ordinary  reader  can  now  find  any  clue; 
and  gives  the  impression  of  an  educated, 
not  to  say  sophisticated  mystic,  different 
both  in  character  and  schooling  from  the 
simple  and  downright  preacher  of  Mat- 
thew and  Mark,  and  the  urbane  easy- 
minded  charmer  of  Luke.  Indeed,  the 
Jews  say  of  him  "How  knoweth  this  man 
letters,  having  never  learnt?" 

JOHN   THE    IMMORTAL    EYE-WITNESS 

John,  moreover,  claims  to  be  not  only 
a  chronicler  but  a  witness.  He  declares 


that  he  is  "the  disciple  whom  Jesus 
loved,"  and  that  he  actually  leaned  on 
the  bosom  of  Jesus  at  the  last  supper  and 
asked  in  a  whisper  which  of  them  it  was 
that  should  betray  him.  Jesus  whispered 
that  he  would  give  a  sop  to  the  traitor, 
and  thereupon  handed  one  to  Judas,  who 
ate  it  and  immediately  became  possessed 
by  the  devil.  This  is  more  natural  than 
the  other  accounts,  in  which  Jesus  openly 
indicates  Judas  without  eliciting  any  pro- 
test or  exciting  any  comment.  It  also 
implies  that  Jesus  deliberately  bewitched 
Judas  in  order  to  bring  about  his  own 
betrayal.  Later  on  John  claims  that  Jesus 
said  to  Peter  "If  I  will  that  John  tarry  til 
I  come,  what  is  that  to  thee?";  and  John, 
with  a  rather  obvious  mock  modesty,  adds 
that  he  must  not  claim  to  be  immortal,  as 
the  disciples  concluded;  for  Christ  did 
not  use  that  expression,  but  merely  re- 
marked "If  I  will  that  he  tarry  til  I  come." 
No  other  evangelist  claims  personal  inti- 
macy with  Christ,  or  even  pretends  to  be 
his  contemporary  (there  is  no  ground  for 
identifying  Matthew  the  publican  with 
Matthew  the  Evangelist);  and  John  is  the 
only  evangelist  whose  account  of  Christ's 
career  and  character  is  hopelessly  irre- 
concilable with  Matthew's.  He  is  almost 
as  bad  as  Matthew,  by  the  way,  in  his 
repeated  explanations  of  Christ's  actions 
as  having  no  other  purpose  than  to  fulfil 
the  old  prophecies.  The  impression  is 
more  unpleasant,  because,  as  John,  unlike 
Matthew,  is  educated,  subtle,  and  ob- 
sessed with  artificial  intellectual  mystifica- 
tions, the  discovery  that  he  is  stupid  or 
superficial  in  so  simple  a  matter  strikes 
one  with  distrust  and  dislike,  in  spite  of 
his  great  literary  charm,  a  good  example 
of  which  is  his  transfiguration  of  the 
harsh  episode  of  the  Syrophenician 
woman  into  the  pleasant  story  of  the 
woman  of  Samaria.  This  perhaps  is  why 
his  claim  to  be  John  the  disciple,  or  to  be 
a  contemporary  of  Christ  or  even  of  any 
survivor  of  Christ's  generation,  has  been 
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disputed,  and  finally,  it  seems,  disallowed. 
But  I  repeat,  I  take  no  note  here  of  the 
disputes  of  experts  as  to  the  date  of  the 
gospels^,  not  because  I  am  not  acquainted 
with  them,  but  because,  as  the  earliest 
codices  are  Greek  manuscripts  of  the 
fourth  century  A.D.,  and  the  Syrian  ones 
are  translations  from  the  Greek,  the  paleo- 
graphic  expert  has  no  difficulty  in  arriving 
at  whatever  conclusion  happens  to  suit 
his  beliefs  or  disbeliefs;  and  he  never 
succeeds  in  convincing  the  other  experts 
except  when  they  believe  or  disbelieve 
exactly  as  he  does.  Hence  I  conclude  that 
the  dates  of  the  original  narratives  cannot 
be  ascertained,  and  that  we  must  make 
the  best  of  the  evangelists'  own  accounts 
of  themselves.  There  is,  as  we  have  seen, 
a  very  marked  difference  between  them, 
leaving  no  doubt  that  we  are  dealing  with 
four  authors  of  well-marked  diversity; 
but  they  all  end  in  an  attitude  of  expect- 
ancy of  the  Second  Coming  which  they 
agree  in  declaring  Jesus  to  have  positively 
and  unequivocally  promised  within  the 
lifetime  of  his  contemporaries.  Any  be- 
liever compiling  a  gospel  after  the  last  of 
these  contemporaries  had  passed  away 
would  either  reject  and  omit  the  tradition 
of  that  promise  on  the  ground  that  since 
it  was  not  fulfilled,  and  could  never  now 
be  fulfilled,  it  could  not  have  been  made, 
or  else  have  had  to  confess  to  the  Jews, 
who  were  the  keenest  critics  of  the  Chris- 
tians, that  Jesus  was  either  an  impostor  or 
the  victim  of  a  delusion.  Now  all  the 
evangelists  except  Matthew  expressly  de- 
clare themselves  to  be  believers;  and 
Matthew's  narrative  is  obviously  not  that 
of  a  sceptic.  I  therefore  assume  as  a  matter 
of  common  sense  that,  interpolations 
apart,  the  gospels  are  derived  from  narra- 
tives written  in  the  first  century  A.D.  I 
include  John,  because  though  it  may  be 
claimed  that  he  hedged  his  position  by 
claiming  that  Christ,  who  specially  loved 
him,  endowed  him  with  a  miraculous  life 
until  the  Second  Coming,  the  conclusion 


being  that  John  is  alive  at  this  moment,  I 
cannot  believe  that  a  literary  forger  could 
hope  to  save  the  situation  by  so  out- 
rageous a  pretension.  Also,  John's  narra- 
tive is  in  many  passages  nearer  to  the 
realities  of  public  life  than  the  simple 
chronicle  of  Matthew  or  the  sentimental 
romance  of  Luke.  This  may  be  because 
John  was  obviously  more  a  man  of  the 
world  than  the  others,  and  knew,  as  mere 
chroniclers  and  romancers  never  know, 
what  actually  happens  away  from  books 
and  desks.  But  it  may  also  be  because  he 
saw  and  heard  what  happened  instead  of 
collecting  traditions  about  it.  The  paleo- 
graphers and  daters  of  first  quotations 
may  say  what  they  please:  John's  claim 
to  give  evidence  as  an  eye-witness  whilst 
the  others  are  only  compiling  history  is 
supported  by  a  certain  verisimilitude 
which  appeals  to  me  as  one  who  has 
preached  a  new  doctrine  and  argued 
about  it,  as  well  as  written  stories.  This 
verisimilitude  maybe  dramatic  art  backed 
by  knowledge  of  public  life;  but  even  at 
that  we  must  not  forget  that  the  best 
dramatic  art  is  the  operation  of  a  divina- 
tory  instinct  for  truth.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
John  was  certainly  not  the  man  to  believe 
in  the  Second  Coming  and  yet  give  a  date 
for  it  after  that  date  had  passed.  There  is 
really  no  escape  from  the  conclusion  that 
the  originals  of  all  the  gospels  date  from 
the  period  within  which  there  was  still  a 
possibility  of  the  Second  Coming  occur- 
ring at  the  promised  time. 

THE   PECULIAR  THEOLOGY  OF  JESUS 

In  spite  of  the  suspicions  roused  by 
John's  idiosyncrasies,  his  narrative  is  of 
enormous  importance  to  those  who  go  to 
the  gospels  for  a  credible  modern  re- 
ligion. For  it  is  John  who  adds  to  the 
other  records  such  sayings  as  that  "I  and 
my  father  are  one";  that  "God  is  a 
spirit";  that  the  aim  of  Jesus  is  not  only 
that  the  people  should  have  life,  but  that 
they  should  have  it  "more  abundantly" 
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(a  distinction  much  needed  by  people 
who  think  a  man  is  either  alive  or  dead, 
and  never  consider  the  important  ques- 
tion how  much  alive  he  is);  and  that  men 
should  bear  in  mind  what  they  were  told 
in  the  82nd  Psalm:  that  they  are  gods, 
and  are  responsible  for  the  doing  of  the 
mercy  and  justice  of  God.  The  Jews 
stoned  him  for  saying  these  things,  and, 
when  he  remonstrated  with  them  for 
stupidly  stoning  one  who  had  done 
nothing  to  them  but  good  works,  replied 
"For  a  good  work  we  stone  thee  not;  but 
for  blasphemy,  because  that  thou,  being 
a  man,  makest  thyself  God."  He  insists 
(referring  to  the  8znd  Psalm)  that  if  it  is 
part  of  their  own  religion  that  they  are 
gods  on  the  assurance  of  God  himself,  it 
cannot  be  blasphemy  for  him,  whom  the 
Father  sanctified  and  sent  into  the  world, 
to  say  "I  am  the  son  of  God."  But  they 
will  not  have  this  at  any  price;  and  he  has 
to  escape  from  their  fury.  Here  the  point 
is  obscured  by  the  distinction  made  by 
Jesus  between  himself  and  other  men.  He 
says,  in  effect,  "If  you  are  gods,  then,  a 
fortiori^  I  am  a  god."  John  makes  him 
say  this,  just  as  he  makes  him  say  "I  am 
the  light  of  the  world."  But  Matthew 
makes  him  say  to  the  people  "Ye  are  the 
light  of  the  world."  John  has  no  grip  of 
the  significance  of  these  scraps  which  he 
has  picked  up:  he  is  far  more  interested  in 
a  notion  of  his  own  that  men  can  escape 
death  and  do  even  more  extraordinary 
things  than  Christ  himself:  in  fact,  he 
actually  represents  Jesus  as  promising 
this  explicitly,  and  is  finally  led  into  the 
audacious  hint  that  he,  John,  is  himself 
immortal  in  the  flesh.  Still,  he  does  not 
miss  the  significant  sayings  altogether. 
However  inconsistent  they  may  be  with 
the  doctrine  he  is  consciously  driving 
at,  they  appeal  to  some  sub-intellectual 
instinct  in  him  that  makes  him  stick  them 
in,  like  a  child  sticking  tinsel  stars  on  the 
robe  of  a  toy  angel. 

John  does  not  mention  the  ascension; 


and  the  end  of  his  narrative  leaves  Christ 
restored  to  life,  and  appearing  from  time 
to  time  among  his  disciples.  It  is  on  one 
of  these  occasions  that  John  describes  the 
miraculous  draught  of  fishes  which  Luke 
places  at  the  other  end  of  Christ's  career, 
at  the  call  of  the  sons  of  Zebedee. 

JOHN  AGREED   AS  TO   THE  TRIAL  AND 
CRUCIFIXION 

Although  John,  following  his  practice 
of  shewing  Jesus's  skill  as  a  debater, 
makes  him  play  a  less  passive  part  at  his 
trial,  he  still  gives  substantially  the  same 
account  of  it  as  all  the  rest.  And  the  ques- 
tion that  would  occur  to  any  modern 
reader  never  occurs  to  him,  any  more  than 
it  occurred  to  Matthew,  Mark,  or  Luke. 
That  question  is,  Why  on  earth  did  not 
Jesus  defend  himself,  and  make  the  people 
rescue  him  from  the  High  Priest?  He  was 
so  popular  that  they  were  unable  to  pre- 
vent him  driving  the  moneychangers  out 
of  the  temple,  or  to  arrest  him  for  it. 
When  they  did  arrest  him  afterwards, 
they  had  to  do  it  at  night  in  a  garden.  He 
could  have  argued  with  them  as  he  had 
often  done  in  the  temple,  and  justified 
himself  both  to  the  Jewish  law  and  to 
Caesar.  And  he  had  physical  force  at  his 
command  to  back  up  his  arguments:  all 
that  was  needed  was  a  speech  to  rally  his 
followers;  and  he  was  not  gagged.  The 
reply  of  the  evangelists  would  have  been 
that  all  these  inquiries  are  idle,  because  if 
Jesus  had  wished  to  escape,  he  could  have 
saved  himself  all  that  trouble  by  doing 
what  John  describes  him  as  doing:  that  is, 
casting  his  captors  to  the  earth  by  an 
exertion  of  his  miraculous  power.  If  you 
asked  John  why  he  let  them  get  up  again 
and  torment  and  execute  him,  John  would 
have  replied  that  it  was  part  of  the 
destiny  of  God  to  be  slain  and  buried  and 
to  rise  again,  and  that  to  have  avoided 
this  destiny  would  have  been  to  repudiate 
his  Godhead.  And  that  is  the  only  appar- 
ent explanation.  Whether  you  believe 
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with  the  evangelists  that  Christ  could 
have  rescued  himself  by  a  miracle,  or,  as 
a  modern  Secularist,  point  out  that  he 
could  have  defended  himself  effectually, 
the  fact  remains  that  according  to  all  the 
narratives  he  did  not  do  so.  He  had  to 
die  like  a  god,  not  to  save  himself  "like 
one  of  the  princes."  l  The  consensus  on 
this  point  is  important,  because  it  proves 
the  absolute  sincerity  of  Jesus's  declara- 
tion that  he  was  a  god.  No  impostor 
would  have  accepted  such  dreadful  con- 
sequences without  an  effort  to  save  him- 
self. No  impostor  would  have  been 
nerved  to  endure  them  by  the  conviction 
that  he  would  rise  from  the  grave  and 
live  again  after  three  days.  If  we  accept 
the  story  at  all,  we  must  believe  this,  and 
believe  also  that  his  promise  to  return  in 
glory  and  establish  his  kingdom  on  earth 
within  the  lifetime  of  men  then  living, 
was  one  which  he  believed  that  he  could, 
and  indeed  must  fulfil.  Two  evangelists 
declare  that  in  his  last  agony  he  despaired, 
and  reproached  God  for  forsaking  him. 
The  other  two  represent  him  as  dying  in 
unshaken  conviction  and  charity  with  the 
simple  remark  that  the  ordeal  was  finished. 
But  all  four  testify  that  his  faith  was  not 
deceived,  and  that  he  actually  rose  again 
after  three  days.  And  I  think  it  unreason- 
able to  doubt  that  all  four  wrote  their 
narratives  in  full  faith  that  the  other 
promise  would  be  fulfilled  too,  and  that 
they  themselves  might  live  to  witness  the 
Second  Coming. 

CREDIBILITY   OF   THE   GOSPELS 

It  will  be  noted  by  the  older  among  my 
readers,  who  are  sure  to  be  obsessed 

1  Jesus  himself  had  referred  to  that  psalm 
(LXXXII)  in  which  men  who  have  judged  un- 
justly and  accepted  the  persons  of  the  wicked 
(including  by  anticipation  practically  all  the 
white  inhabitants  of  the  British  Isles  and  the 
North  American  continent,  to  mention  no  other 
places)  are  condemned  in  the  words,  "I  have 
said,  ye  are  gods;  and  all  of  ye  are  children  of 
the  Most  High;  but  ye  shall  die  like  men,  and  fall 
like  one  of  the  princes." 


more  or  less  by  elderly  wrangles  as  to 
whether  the  gospels  are  credible  as 
matter-of-fact  narratives,  that  I  have 
hardly  raised  this  question,  and  have 
accepted  the  credible  and  incredible  with 
equal  complacency.  I  have  done  this 
because  credibility  is  a  subjective  con- 
dition, as  the  evolution  of  religious  belief 
clearly  shews.  Belief  is  not  dependent  on 
evidence  and  reason.  There  is  as  much 
evidence  that  the  miracles  occurred  as 
that  the  battle  of  Waterloo  occurred,  or 
that  a  large  body  of  Russian  troops 
passed  through  England  in  1914  to  take 
part  in  the  war  on  the  western  front.  The 
reasons  for  believing  in  the  murder  of 
Pompey  are  the  same  as  the  reasons  for 
believing  in  the  raising  of  Lazarus.  Both 
have  been  believed  and  doubted  by  men 
of  equal  intelligence.  Miracles,  in  the 
sense  of  phenomena  we  cannot  explain, 
surround  us  on  every  hand:  life  itself  is 
the  miracle  of  miracles.  Miracles  in  the 
sense  of  events  that  violate  the  normal 
course  of  our  experience  are  vouched  for 
every  day:  the  flourishing  Church  of 
Christ  Scientist  is  founded  on  a  multitude 
of  such  miracles.  Nobody  believes  all  the 
miracles:  everybody  believes  some  of 
them.  I  cannot  tell  why  men  who  will  not 
believe  that  Jesus  ever  existed  yet  believe 
firmly  that  Shakespear  was  Bacon.  I 
cannot  tell  why  people  who  believe  that 
angels  appeared  and  fought  on  our  side 
at  the  battle  of  Mons,  and  who  believe 
that  miracles  occur  quite  frequently  at 
Lourdes,  nevertheless  boggle  at  the 
miracle  of  the  liquefaction  of  the  blood  of 
St  Januarius,  and  reject  it  as  a  trick  of 
priestcraft.  I  cannot  tell  why  people  who 
will  not  believe  Matthew's  story  of  three 
kings  bringing  costly  gifts  to  the  cradle 
of  Jesus,  believe  Luke's  story  of  the 
shepherds  and  the  stable.  I  cannot  tell 
why  people,  brought  up  to  believe  the 
Bible  in  the  old  literal  way  as  an  infallible 
record  and  revelation,  and  rejecting  that 
view  later  on,  begin  by  rejecting  the  Old 
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Testament,  and  give  up  the  belief  in  a 
brimstone  hell  before  they  give  up  (if 
they  ever  do)  the  belief  in  a  heaven  of 
harps,  crowns,  and  thrones.  I  cannot  tell 
why  people  who  will  not  believe  in  bap- 
tism on  any  terms  believe  in  vaccination 
with  the  cruel  fanaticism  of  inquisitors.  I 
am  convinced  that  if  a  dozen  sceptics 
were  to  draw  up  in  parallel  columns  a  list 
of  the  events  narrated  in  the  gospels 
which  they  consider  credible  and  in- 
credible respectively,  their  lists  would  be 
different  in  several  particulars.  Belief  is 
literally  a  matter  of  taste. 

FASHIONS  IN  BELIEF 

Now  matters  of  taste  are  mostly  also 
matters  of  fashion.  We  are  conscious  of  a 
difference  between  medieval  fashions  in 
belief  and  modern  fashions.  For  instance, 
though  we  are  more  credulous  than  men 
were  in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  entertain 
such  crowds  of  fortune-tellers,  magicians, 
miracle  workers,  agents  of  communica- 
tion with  the  dead,  discoverers  of  the 
elixir  of  life,  transmuters  of  metals,  and 
healers  of  all  sorts,  as  the  Middle  Ages 
never  dreamed  of  as  possible,  yet  we  will 
not  take  our  miracles  in  the  form  that 
convinced  the  Middle  Ages.  Arithmetical 
numbers  appealed  to  the  Middle  Ages 
just  as  they  do  to  us,  because  they  are 
difficult  to  deal  with,  and  because  the 
greatest  masters  of  numbers,  the  New- 
tons  and  Leibnitzes,  rank  among  the 
greatest  men.  But  there  are  fashions  in 
numbers  too.  The  Middle  Ages  took  a 
fancy  to  some  familiar  number  like  seven; 
and  because  it  was  an  odd  number,  and 
the  world  was  made  in  seven  days,  and 
there  are  seven  stars  in  Charles's  Wain, 
and  for  a  dozen  other  reasons,  they  were 
ready  to  believe  anything  that  had  a 
seven  or  a  seven  times  seven  in  it.  Seven 
deadly  sins,  seven  swords  of  sorrow  in 
the  heart  of  the  Virgin,  seven  champions 
of  Christendom,  seemed  obvious  and 
reasonable  things  to  believe  in  simply 


because  they  were  seven.  To  us,  on  the 
contrary,  the  number  seven  is  the  stamp 
of  superstition.  We  will  believe  in 
nothing  less  than  millions.  A  medieval 
doctor  gained  his  patient's  confidence  by 
telling  him  that  his  vitals  were  being 
devoured  by  seven  worms.  Such  a  dia- 
gnosis would  ruin  a  modern  physician. 
The  modern  physician  tells  his  patient 
that  he  is  ill  because  every  drop  of  his 
blood  is  swarming  with  a  million  mi- 
crobes and  the  patient  believes  him 
abjectly  and  instantly.  Had  a  bishop  told 
William  the  Conqueror  that  the  sun  was 
seventy-seven  miles  distant  from  the 
earth,  William  would  have  believed  him 
not  only  out  of  respect  for  the  Church, 
but  because  he  would  have  felt  that 
seventy-seven  miles  was  the  proper 
distance.  The  Kaiser,  knowing  just  as 
little  about  it  as  the  Conqueror,  would 
send  that  bishop  to  an  asylum.  Yet  he 
(I  presume)  unhesitatingly  accepts  the 
estimate  of  ninety-two  and  nine-tenths 
millions  of  miles,  or  whatever  the  latest 
big  figure  may  be. 

CREDIBILITY  AND   TRUTH 

And  here  I  must  remind  you  that  our 
credulity  is  not  to  be  measured  by  the 
truth  of  the  things  we  believe.  When 
men  believed  that  the  earth  was  flat,  they 
were  not  credulous:  they  were  using 
their  common  sense,  and,  if  asked  to 
prove  that  the  earth  was  flat,  would  have 
said  simply,  "Look  at  it."  Those  who 
refuse  to  believe  that  it  is  round  are 
exercising  a  wholesome  scepticism.  The 
modern  man  who  believes  that  the  earth 
is  round  is  grossly  credulous.  Flat  Earth 
men  drive  him  to  fury  by  confuting  him 
with  the  greatest  ease  when  he  tries  to 
argue  about  it.  Confront  him  with  a 
theory  that  the  earth  is  cylindrical,  or 
annular,  or  hour-glass  shaped,  and  he  is 
lost.  The  thing  he  believes  may  be  true, 
but  that  is  not  why  he  believes  it:  he 
believes  it  because  in  some  mysterious 
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way  it  appeals  to  his  imagination.  If  you 
ask  him  why  he  believes  that  the  sun  is 
ninety-odd  million  miles  off,  either  he 
will  have  to  confess  that  he  doesnt  know, 
or  he  will  say  that  Newton  proved  it.  But 
he  has  not  read  the  treatise  in  which 
Newton  proved  it,  and  does  not  even 
know  that  it  was  written  in  Latin.  If  you 
press  an  Ulster  Protestant  as  to  why  he 
regards  Newton  as  an  infallible  authority, 
and  St  Thomas  Aquinas  or  the  Pope  as 
superstitious  liars  whom,  after  his  death, 
he  will  have  the  pleasure  of  watching 
from  his  place  in  heaven  whilst  they  roast 
in  eternal  flame,  or  if  you  ask  me  why  I 
take  into  serious  consideration  Colonel 
Sir  Almroth  Wright's  estimates  of  the 
number  of  streptococci  contained  in  a 
given  volume  of  serum  whilst  I  can  only 
laugh  at  the  earlier  estimates  of  the  num- 
ber of  angels  that  can  be  accommodated 
on  the  point  of  a  needle,  no  reasonable 
reply  is  possible  except  that  somehow 
sevens  and  angels  are  out  of  fashion,  and 
billions  and  streptococci  are  all  the  rage. 
I  simply  cannot  tell  you  why  Bacon, 
Montaigne,  and  Cervantes  had  a  quite 
different  fashion  of  credulity  and  in- 
credulity from  the  Venerable  Bede  and 
Piers  Plowman  and  the  divine  doctors  of 
the  Aquinas-Aristotle  school,  who  were 
certainly  no  stupider,  and  had  the  same 
facts  before  them.  Still  less  can  I  explain 
why,  if  we  assume  that  these  leaders  of 
thought  had  all  reasoned  out  their  beliefs, 
their  authority  seemed  conclusive  to  one 
generation  and  blasphemous  to  another, 
neither  generation  having  followed  the 
reasoning  or  gone  into  the  facts  of  the 
matter  for  itself  at  all. 

It  is  therefore  idle  to  begin  disputing 
with  the  reader  as  to  what  he  should 
believe  in  the  gospels  and  what  he  should 
disbelieve.  He  will  believe  what  he  can, 
and  disbelieve  what  he  must.  If  he  draws 
any  lines  at  all,  they  will  be  quite  arbitrary 
ones.  St  John  tells  us  that  when  Jesus 
explicitly  claimed  divine  honors  by  the 


sacrament  of  his  body  and  blood,  so  many 
of  his  disciples  left  him  that  their  number 
was  reduced  to  twelve.  Many  modern 
readers  will  not  hold  out  so  long:  they 
will  give  in  at  the  first  miracle.  Others 
will  discriminate.  They  will  accept  the 
healing  miracles,  and  reject  the  feeding  of 
the  multitude.  To  some  the  walking  on 
the  water  will  be  a  legendary  exaggeration 
of  a  swim,  ending  in  an  ordinary  rescue 
of  Peter;  and  the  raising  of  Lazarus  will 
be  only  a  similar  glorification  of  a  com- 
monplace feat  of  artificial  respiration, 
whilst  others  will  scoff  at  it  as  a  planned 
imposture  in  which  Lazarus  acted  as  a 
confederate.  Between  the  rejection  of  the 
stories  as  wholly  fabulous  and  the  accept- 
ance of  them  as  the  evangelists  themselves 
mean  them  to  be  accepted,  there  will  be 
many  shades  of  belief  and  disbelief,  of 
sympathy  and  derision.  It  is  not  a  ques- 
tion of  being  a  Christian  or  not.  A 
Mahometan  Arab  will  accept  literally  and 
without  question  parts  of  the  narrative 
which  an  English  Archbishop  has  to 
reject  or  explain  away;  and  many  Theo- 
sophists  and  lovers  of  the  wisdom  of 
India,  who  never  enter  a  Christian  Church 
except  as  sightseers,  will  revel  in  parts  of 
John's  gospel  which  mean  nothing  to  a 
pious  matter-of-fact  Bradford  manu- 
facturer. Every  reader  takes  from  the 
Bible  what  he  can  get.  In  submitting 
a  precis  of  the  gospel  narratives  I  have 
not  implied  any  estimate  either  of  their 
credibility  or  of  their  truth.  I  have  simply 
informed  him  or  reminded  him,  as  the 
case  may  be,  of  what  those  narratives  tell 
us  about  their  hero. 

CHRISTIAN   ICONOLATRY  AND  THE 
PERIL   OF  THE   ICONOCLAST 

I  must  now  abandon  this  attitude,  and 
make  a  serious  draft  on  the  reader's  atten- 
tion by  facing  the  question  whether,  if 
and  when  the  medieval  and  Methodist 
will-to-believe  the  Salvationist  and  mira- 
culous side  of  the  gospel  narratives  fails 
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us,  as  it  plainly  has  failed  the  leaders  of 
modern  thought,  there  will  be  anything 
left  of  the  mission  of  Jesus:  whether,  in 
short,  we  may  not  throw  the  gospels  into 
the  waste-paper  basket,  or  put  them  away 
on  the  fiction  shelf  of  our  libraries.  I 
venture  to  reply  that  we  shall  be,  on  the 
contrary,  in  the  position  of  the  man  in 
Bunyan's  riddle  who  found  that  "the 
more  he  threw  away,  the  more  he  had." 
We  get  rid,  to  begin  with,  of  the  idola- 
trous or  iconographic  worship  of  Christ. 
By  this  I  mean  literally  that  worship 
which  is  given  to  pictures  and  statues  of 
him,  and  to  finished  and  unalterable 
stories  about  him.  The  test  of  the  pre- 
valence of  this  is  that  if  you  speak  or 
write  of  Jesus  as  a  real  live  person,  or 
even  as  a  still  active  God,  such  wor- 
shippers are  more  horrified  than  Don 
Juan  was  when  the  statue  stepped  from 
its  pedestal  and  came  to  supper  with  him. 
You  may  deny  the  divinity  of  Jesus;  you 
may  doubt  whether  he  ever  existed;  you 
may  reject  Christianity  for  Judaism, 
Mahometanism,  Shintoism,  or  Fire  Wor- 
ship; and  the  iconolaters,  placidly  con- 
temptuous, will  only  classify  you  as  a 
freethinker  or  a  heathen.  But  if  you 
venture  to  wonder  how  Christ  would 
have  looked  if  he  had  shaved  and  had  his 
hair  cut,  or  what  size  in  shoes  he  took,  or 
whether  he  swore  when  he  stood  on  a 
nail  in  the  carpenter's  shop,  or  could  not 
button  his  robe  when  he  was  in  a  hurry, 
or  whether  he  laughed  over  the  repartees 
by  which  he  baffled  the  priests  when  they 
tried  to  trap  him  into  sedition  and  blas- 
phemy, or  even  if  you  tell  any  part  of  his 
story  in  the  vivid  terms  of  modern  collo- 
quial slang,  you  will  produce  an  extra- 
ordinary dismay  and  horror  among  the 
iconolaters.  You  will  have  made  the 
picture  come  out  of  its  frame,  the  statue 
descend  from  its  pedestal,  the  story  be- 
come real,  with  all  the  incalculable 
consequences  that  may  flow  from  this 
terrifying  miracle.  It  is  at  such  moments 


that  you  realize  that  the  iconolaters  have 
never  for  a  moment  conceived  Christ  as 
a  real  person  who  meant  what  he  said,  as 
a  fact,  as  a  force  like  electricity,  only 
needing  the  invention  of  suitable  political 
machinery  to  be  applied  to  the  affairs  of 
mankind  with  revolutionary  effect. 

Thus  it  is  not  disbelief  that  is  dangerous 
in  our  society:  it  is  belief.  The  moment  it 
strikes  you  (as  it  may  any  day)  that  Christ 
is  not  the  lifeless  harmless  image  he  has 
hitherto  been  to  you,  but  a  rallying  centre 
for  revolutionary  influences  which  all 
established  States  and  Churches  fight, 
you  must  look  to  yourselves;  for  you 
have  brought  the  image  to  life;  and  the 
mob  may  not  be  able  to  bear  that  horror. 

THE  ALTERNATIVE  TO  BARABBAS 

But  mobs  must  be  faced  if  civilization 
is  to  be  saved.  It  did  not  need  the  present 
war  to  shew  that  neither  the  iconographic 
Christ  nor  the  Christ  of  St  Paul  has 
succeeded  in  effecting  the  salvation  of 
human  society.  Whilst  I  write,  the  Turks 
are  said  to  be  massacring  the  Armenian 
Christians  on  an  unprecedented  scale;  but 
Europe  is  not  in  a  position  to  remon- 
strate; for  her  Christians  are  slaying  one 
another  by  every  device  which  civiliza- 
tion has  put  within  their  reach  as  busily 
as  they  are  slaying  the  Turks.  Barabbas  is 
triumphant  everywhere;  and  the  final  use 
he  makes  of  his  triumph  is  to  lead  us  all  to 
suicide  with  heroic  gestures  and  resound- 
ing lies.  Now  those  who,  like  myself,  see 
the  Barabbasque  social  organization  as  a 
failure,  and  are  convinced  that  the  Life 
Force  (or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  it) 
cannot  be  finally  beaten  by  any  failure, 
and  will  even  supersede  humanity  by 
evolving  a  higher  species  if  we  cannot 
master  the  problems  raised  by  the  multi- 
plication of  our  own  numbers,  have 
always  known  that  Jesus  had  a  real 
message,  and  have  felt  the  fascination  of 
his  character  and  doctrine.  Not  that  we 
should  nowadays  dream  of  claiming  any 
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supernatural  authority  for  him,  much  less 
the  technical  authority  which  attaches  to 
an  educated  modern  philosopher  and 
jurist.  But  when,  having  entirely  got  rid 
of  Salvationist  Christianity,  and  even 
contracted  a  prejudice  against  Jesus  on 
the  score  of  his  involuntary  connection 
with  it,  we  engage  on  a  purely  scientific 
study  of  economics,  criminology,  and 
biology,  and  find  that  our  practical  con- 
clusions are  virtually  those  of  Jesus,  we 
are  distinctly  pleased  and  encouraged  to 
find  that  we  were  doing  him  an  injustice, 
and  that  the  nimbus  that  surrounds  his 
head  in  the  pictures  may  be  interpreted 
some  day  as  a  light  of  science  rather  than 
a  declaration  of  sentiment  or  a  label  of 
idolatry. 

The  doctrines  in  which  Jesus  is  thus 
confirmed  are,  roughly,  the  following: 

1.  The  kingdom  of  heaven  is  within 
you.  You  are  the  son  of  God;  and  God  is 
the  son  of  man.  God  is  a  spirit,  to  be 
worshipped  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  and  not 
an  elderly  gentleman  to  be  bribed  and 
begged  from.  We  are  members  one  of 
another;  so  that  you  cannot  injure  or  help 
your  neighbor  without  injuring  or  help- 
ing yourself.  God  is  your  father:  you  are 
here  to  do  God's  work;  and  you  and  your 
father  are  one. 

2.  Get  rid  of  property  by  throwing  it 
into  the  common  stock.  Dissociate  your 
work  entirely  from  money  payments.  If 
you  let  a  child  starve  you  are  letting  God 
starve.  Get  rid  of  all  anxiety  about  to- 
morrow's dinner  and  clothes,  because  you 
cannot   serve   two    masters:    God    and 
Mammon. 

3.  Get  rid  of  judges  and  punishment 
and   revenge.   Love  your  neighbor  as 
yourself,  he  being  a  part  of  yourself. 
And  love  your  enemies:  they  are  your 
neighbors. 

4.  Get  rid  of  your  family  entangle- 
ments. Every  mother  you  meet  is  as  much 
your  mother  as  the  woman  who  bore  you. 
Every  man  you  meet  is  as  much  your 


brother  as  the  man  she  bore  after  you. 
Dont  waste  your  time  at  family  funerals 
grieving  for  your  relatives:  attend  to  life, 
not  to  death:  there  are  as  good  fish  in  the 
sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it,  and  better.  In 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,  which,  as  afore- 
said, is  within  you,  there  is  no  marriage 
nor  giving  in  marriage,  because  you 
cannot  devote  your  life  to  two  divini- 
ties: God  and  the  person  you  are  married 
to. 

Now  these  are  very  interesting  pro- 
positions; and  they  become  more  interest- 
ing every  day,  as  experience  and  science 
drive  us  more  and  more  to  consider  them 
favorably.  In  considering  them,  we  shall 
waste  our  time  unless  we  give  them  a 
reasonable  construction.  We  must  assume 
that  the  man  who  saw  his  way  through 
such  a  mass  of  popular  passion  and  illu- 
sion as  stands  between  us  and  a  sense  of 
the  value  of  such  teaching  was  quite 
aware  of  all  the  objections  that  occur  to 
an  average  stockbroker  in  the  first  five 
minutes.  It  is  true  that  the  world  is 
governed  to  a  considerable  extent  by  the 
considerations  that  occur  to  stockbrokers 
in  the  first  five  minutes;  but  as  the  result 
is  that  the  world  is  so  badly  governed 
that  those  who  know  the  truth  can  hardly 
bear  to  live  in  it,  an  objection  from  an 
average  stockbroker  constitutes  in  itself 
aprimafacie  case  for  any  social  reform. 

THE   REDUCTION  TO   MODERN  PRACTICE 
OF  CHRISTIANITY 

All  the  same,  we  must  reduce  the 
ethical  counsels  and  proposals  of  Jesus  to 
modern  practice  if  they  are  to  be  of  any 
use  to  us.  If  we  ask  our  stockbroker  to 
act  simply  as  Jesus  advised  his  disciples  to 
act,  he  will  reply,  very  justly,  "You  are 
advising  me  to  become  a  tramp."  If  we 
urge  a  rich  man  to  sell  all  that  he  has  and 
give  it  to  the  poor,  he  will  inform  us  that 
such  an  operation  is  impossible.  If  he  sells 
his  shares  and  his  lands,  their  purchaser 
will  continue  all  those  activities  wliich 
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oppress  the  poor.  If  all  the  rich  men  take 
the  advice  simultaneously  the  shares  will 
fall  to  zero  and  the  lands  be  unsaleable.  If 
one  man  sells  out  and  throws  the  money 
into  the  slums,  the  only  result  will  be  to 
add  himself  and  his  dependents  to  the  list 
of  the  poor,  and  to  do  no  good  to  the 
poor  beyond  giving  a  chance  few  of  them 
a  drunken  spree.  We  must  therefore  bear 
in  mind  that  whereas,  in  the  time  of  Jesus, 
and  in  the  ages  which  grew  darker  and 
darker  after  his  death  until  the  darkness, 
after  a  brief  false  dawn  in  the  Reforma- 
tion and  the  Renascence,  culminated  in 
the  commercial  night  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  it  was  believed  that  you  could 
not  make  men  good  by  Act  of  Parliament, 
we  now  know  that  you  cannot  make 
them  good  in  any  other  way,  and  that  a 
man  who  is  better  than  his  fellows  is  a 
nuisance.  The  rich  man  must  sell  up  not 
only  himself  but  his  whole  class;  and  that 
can  be  done  only  through  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer.  The  disciple  cannot 
have  his  bread  without  money  until  there 
is  bread  for  everybody  without  money; 
and  that  requires  an  elaborate  municipal 
organization  of  the  food  supply,  rate 
supported.  Being  members  one  of  another 
means  One  Man  One  Vote,  and  One 
Woman  One  Vote,  and  universal  suffrage 
and  equal  incomes  and  all  sorts  of  modern 
political  measures.  Even  in  Syria  in  the 
time  of  Jesus  his  teachings  could  not 
possibly  have  been  realized  by  a  series 
of  independent  explosions  of  personal 
righteousness  on  the  part  of  the  separate 
units  of  the  population.  Jerusalem  could 
not  have  done  what  even  a  village  com- 
munity cannot  do,  and  what  Robinson 
Crusoe  himself  could  not  have  done  if 
his  conscience,  and  the  stern  compulsion 
of  Nature,  had  not  imposed  a  common 
rule  on  the  half  dozen  Robinson  Crusoes 
who  struggled  within  him  for  not  wholly 
compatible  satisfactions.  And  what  cannot 
be  done  in  Jerusalem  or  Juan  Fernandez 
cannot  be  done  in  London,  New  York, 


Paris,  and  Berlin. 

In  short,  Christianity,  good  or  bad, 
right  or  wrong,  must  perforce  be  left  out 
of  the  question  in  human  affairs  until  it 
is  made  practically  applicable  to  them 
by  complicated  political  devices;  and  to 
pretend  that  a  field  preacher  under  the 
governorship  of  Pontius  Pilate,  or  even 
Pontius  Pilate  himself  in  council  with  all 
the  wisdom  of  Rome,  could  have  worked 
out  applications  of  Christianity  or  any 
other  system  of  morals  for  the  twentieth 
century,  is  to  shelve  the  subject  much 
more  effectually  than  Nero  and  all  its 
other  persecutors  ever  succeeded  in  doing. 
Personal  righteousness,  and  the  view  that 
you  cannot  make  people  moral  by  Act  of 
Parliament,  is,  in  fact,  the  favorite  defen- 
sive resort  of  the  people  who,  consciously 
or  subconsciously,  are  quite  determined 
not  to  have  their  property  meddled  with 
by  Jesus  or  any  other  reformer. 

MODERN  COMMUNISM 

Now  let  us  see  what  modern  experi- 
ence and  sociology  have  to  say  to  the 
suggestion  of  Jesus  that  you  should  get 
rid  of  your  property  by  throwing  it  into 
the  common  stock.  One  can  hear  the 
Pharisees  of  Jerusalem  and  Chorazin  and 
Bethsaida  saying,  "My  good  fellow,  if 
you  were  to  divide  up  the  wealth  of 
Judea  equally  today,  before  the  end  of 
the  year  you  would  have  rich  and  poor, 
poverty  and  affluence,  just  as  you  have 
today;  for  there  will  always  be  the  idle 
and  the  industrious,  the  thrifty  and  the 
wasteful,  the  drunken  and  the  sober;  and> 
as  you  yourself  have  very  justly  ob- 
served, the  poor  we  shall  have  always 
with  us/'  And  we  can  hear  the  reply, 
"Woe  unto  you,  liars  and  hypocrites;  for 
ye  have  this  very  day  divided  up  the 
wealth  of  the  country  yourselves,  as  must 
be  done  every  day  (for  man  liveth  not 
otherwise  than  from  hand  to  mouth,  nor 
can  fish  and  eggs  endure  for  ever);  and 
ye  have  divided  it  unjustly;  also  ye  have 
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said  that  my  reproach  to  you  for  having 
the  poor  always  with  you  was  a  law  unto 
you  that  this  evil  should  persist  and  stink 
in  the  nostrils  of  God  to  all  eternity; 
wherefore  I  think  that  Lazarus  will  yet 
see  you  beside  Dives  in  hell/*  Modern 
Capitalism  has  made  short  work  of  the 
primitive  pleas  for  inequality.  The  Phari- 
sees themselves  have  organized  com- 
munism in  capital.  Joint  stock  is  the  order 
of  the  day.  An  attempt  to  return  to 
individual  properties  as  the  basis  of  our 
production  would  smash  civilization 
more  completely  than  ten  revolutions. 
You  cannot  get  the  fields  tilled  today 
until  the  farmer  becomes  a  co-operator. 
Take  the  shareholder  to  his  railway,  and 
ask  him  to  point  out  to  you  the  particular 
length  of  rail,  the  particular  seat  in  the 
railway  carriage,  the  particular  lever  in 
the  engine  that  is  his  very  own  and  no- 
body else's;  and  he  will  shun  you  as  a 
madman,  very  wisely.  And  if,  like 
Ananias  and  Sapphira,  you  try  to  hold 
back  your  little  shop  or  what  not  from 
the  common  stock,  represented  by  the 
Trust,  or  Combine,  or  Kartel,  the  Trust 
will  presently  freeze  you  out  and  rope 
you  in  and  finally  strike  you  dead  in- 
dustrially as  thoroughly  as  St  Peter  him- 
self. There  is  no  longer  any  practical 
question  open  as  to  Communism  in  pro- 
duction: the  struggle  today  is  over  the 
distribution  of  the  product:  that  is,  over 
the  daily  dividing-up  which  is  the  first 
necessity  of  organized  society. 

REDISTRIBUTION 

Now  it  needs  no  Christ  to  convince 
anybody  today  that  our  system  of  distri- 
bution is  wildly  and  monstrously  wrong. 
We  have  million-dollar  babies  side  by 
side  with  paupers  worn  out  by  a  long  life 
of  unremitted  drudgery.  One  person  in 
every  five  dies  in  a  workhouse,  a  public 
hospital,  or  a  madhouse.  In  cities  like 
London  the  proportion  is  very  nearly 
one  in  two.  Naturally  so  outrageous  a 


distribution  has  to  be  effected  by  violence 
pure  and  simple.  If  you  demur,  you  are 
sold  up.  If  you  resist  the  selling  up  you 
are  bludgeoned  and  imprisoned,  the  pro- 
cess being  euphemistically  called  the 
maintenance  of  law  and  order.  Iniquity 
can  go  no  further.  By  this  time  nobody 
who  knows  the  figures  of  the  distribution 
defends  them.  The  most  bigoted  British 
Conservative  hesitates  to  say  that  his  king 
should  be  much  poorer  than  Mr  Rocke- 
feller, or  to  proclaim  the  moral  superiority 
of  prostitution  to  needlework  on  the 
ground  that  it  pays  better.  The  need  for 
a  drastic  redistribution  of  income  in  all 
civilized  countries  is  now  as  obvious  and 
as  generally  admitted  as  the  need  for 
sanitation. 

SHALL  HE  WHO   MAKES,   OWN? 

It  is  when  we  come  to  the  question  of 
the  proportions  in  which  we  are  to  redis- 
tribute that  controversy  begins.  We  are 
bewildered  by  an  absurdly  unpractical 
notion  that  in  some  way  a  man's  income 
should  be  given  to  him,  not  to  enable  him 
to  live,  but  as  a  sort  of  Sunday  School 
Prize  for  good  behavior.  And  this  folly  is 
complicated  by  a  less  ridiculous  but  quite 
as  unpractical  belief  that  it  is  possible  to 
assign  to  each  person  the  exact  portion  of 
the  national  income  that  he  or  she  has 
produced.  To  a  child  it  seems  that  the 
blacksmith  has  made  a  horse-shoe,  and 
that  therefore  the  horse-shoe  is  his.  But 
the  blacksmith  knows  that  the  horse-shoe 
does  not  belong  solely  to  him,  but  to  his 
landlord,  to  the  rate  collector  and  tax- 
gatherer,  to  the  men  from  whom  he 
bought  the  iron  and  anvil  and  the  coals, 
leaving  only  a  scrap  of  its  value  for  him- 
self; and  this  scrap  he  has  to  exchange 
with  the  butcher  and  baker  and  the 
clothier  for  the  things  that  he  really  ap- 
propriates as  living  tissue  or  its  wrap- 
pings, paying  for  all  of  them  more  than 
their  cost;  for  these  fellow  traders  of  his 
have  also  their  landlords  and  money- 
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lenders  to  satisfy.  If,  then,  such  simple 
and  direct  village  examples  of  apparent 
individual  production  turn  out  on  a 
moment's  examination  to  be  the  products 
of  an  elaborate  social  organization,  what 
is  to  be  said  of  such  products  as  dread- 
noughts, factory-made  pins  and  needles, 
and  steel  pens?  If  God  takes  the  dread- 
nought in  one  hand  and  a  steel  pen  in  the 
other,  and  asks  Job  who  made  them,  and 
to  whom  they  should  belong  by  maker's 
right,  Job  must  scratch  his  puzzled  head 
with  a  potsherd  and  be  dumb,  unless 
indeed  it  strikes  him  that  God  is  the 
ultimate  maker,  and  that  all  we  have  a 
right  to  do  with  the  product  is  to  feed  his 
lambs. 

LABOR  TIME 

So  maker's  right  as  an  alternative  to 
taking  the  advice  of  Jesus  would  not 
work.  In  practice  nothing  was  possible  in 
that  direction  but  to  pay  a  worker  by 
labor  time:  so  much  an  hour  or  day  or 
week  or  year.  But  how  much?  When  that 
question  came  up,  the  only  answer  was 
"as  little  as  he  can  be  starved  into  accept- 
ing," with  the  ridiculous  results  already 
mentioned,  and  the  additional  anomaly 
that  the  largest  share  went  to  the  people 
who  did  not  work  at  all,  and  the  least  to 
those  who  worked  hardest.  In  England 
nine-tenths  of  the  wealth  goes  into  the 
pockets  of  one-tenth  of  the  population. 

THE   DREAM   OF   DISTRIBUTION   ACCORD- 
ING  TO   MERIT 

Against  this  comes  the  protest  of  the 
Sunday  School  theorists  "Why  not  dis- 
tribute according  to  merit?"  Here  one 
imagines  Jesus,  whose  smile  has  been 
broadening  down  the  ages  as  attempt 
after  attempt  to  escape  from  his  teaching 
has  led  to  deeper  and  deeper  disaster, 
laughing  outright.  Was  ever  so  idiotic  a 
project  mooted  as  the  estimation  of  virtue 
in  money?  The  London  School  of  Econo- 
mics is,  we  must  suppose,  to  set  examina- 


tion papers  with  such  questions  as  "Tak- 
ing the  money  value  of  the  virtues  of 
Jesus  as  100,  and  of  Judas  Iscariot  as  zero, 
give  the  correct  figures  for,  respectively, 
Pontius  Pilate,  the  proprietor  of  the 
Gadarene  swine,  the  widow  who  put  her 
mite  in  the  poor-box,  Mr  Horatio 
Bottomley,  Shakespear,  Mr  Jack  Johnson, 
Sir  Isaac  Newton,  Palestrina,  Offenbach, 
Sir  Thomas  Lipton,  Mr  Paul  Cinquevalli, 
your  family  doctor,  Florence  Nightingale, 
Mrs  Siddons,  your  charwoman,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  and  the  common 
hangman."  Or  "The  late  Mr  Barney 
Barnato  received  as  his  lawful  income 
three  thousand  times  as  much  money  as 
an  English  agricultural  laborer  of  good 
general  character.  Name  the  principal 
virtues  in  which  Mr  Barnato  exceeded  the 
laborer  three  thousandfold;  and  give  in 
figures  the  loss  sustained  by  civilization 
when  Mr  Barnato  was  driven  to  despair 
and  suicide  by  the  reduction  of  his 
multiple  to  one  thousand."  The  Sunday 
School  idea,  with  its  principle  "to  each 
the  income  he  deserves,"  is  really  too  silly 
for  discussion.  Hamlet  disposed  of  it 
three  hundred  years  ago.  "Use  every 
man  after  his  deserts,  and  who  shall  'scape 
whipping?"  Jesus  remains  unshaken  as 
the  practical  man;  and  we  stand  exposed 
as  the  fools,  the  blunderers,  the  unprac- 
tical visionaries.  The  moment  you  try  to 
reduce  the  Sunday  School  idea  to  figures 
you  find  that  it  brings  you  back  to  the 
hopeless  plan  of  paying  for  a  man's  time; 
and  your  examination  paper  will  read 
"The  time  of  Jesus  was  worth  nothing 
(he  complained  that  the  foxes  had  holes 
and  the  birds  of  the  air  nests  whilst  he 
had  not  a  place  to  lay  his  head).  Dr 
Crippen's  time  was  worth,  say,  three 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year.  Criticize 
this  arrangement;  and,  if  you  dispute  its 
justice,  state  in  pounds,  dollars,  francs 
and  marks,  what  their  relative  time  wages 
ought  to  have  been."  Your  answer  may 
be  that  the  question  is  in  extremely  bad 
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taste  and  that  you  decline  to  answer  it. 
But  you  cannot  object  to  being  asked  how 
many  minutes  of  a  bookmaker's  time  are 
worth  two  hours  of  an  astronomer's? 

VITAL  DISTRIBUTION 

In  the  end  you  are  forced  to  ask  the 
question  you  should  have  asked  at  the 
beginning.  What  do  you  give  a  man  an 
income  for?  Obviously  to  keep  him  alive. 
Since  it  is  evident  that  the  first  condition 
on  which  he  can  be  kept  alive  without 
enslaving  somebody  else  is  that  he  shall 
produce  an  equivalent  for  what  it  costs 
to  keep  him  alive,  we  may  quite  rationally 
compel  him  to  abstain  from  idling  by 
whatever  means  we  employ  to  compel 
him  to  abstain  from  murder,  arson, 
forgery,  or  any  other  crime.  The  one 
supremely  foolish  thing  to  do  with  him 
is  to  do  nothing:  that  is  to  be  as  idle, 
lazy,  and  heartless  in  dealing  with  him  as 
he  is  in  dealing  with  us.  Even  if  we  pro- 
vided work  for  him  instead  of  basing,  as 
we  do,  our  whole  industrial  system  on 
successive  competitive  waves  of  over- 
work with  their  ensuing  troughs  of  un- 
employment, we  should  still  sternly  deny 
him  the  alternative  of  not  doing  it;  for 
the  result  must  be  that  he  will  become 
poor  and  make  his  children  poor  if  he 
has  any;  and  poor  people  are  cancers  in 
the  commonwealth,  costing  far  more  than 
if  they  were  handsomely  pensioned  off  as 
incurables.  Jesus  had  more  sense  than  to 
propose  anything  of  the  sort.  He  said  to 
his  disciples,  in  effect,  "Do  your  work 
for  love;  and  let  the  other  people  lodge 
and  feed  and  clothe  you  for  love."  Or, 
as  we  should  put  it  nowadays,  "for 
nothing."  All  human  experience  and  all 
natural  uncommercialized  human  aspira- 
tion point  to  this  as  the  right  path.  The 
Greeks  said,  "First  secure  an  independent 
income;  and  then  practise  virtue."  We 
all  strive  towards  an  independent  income. 
We  all  know  as  well  as  Jesus  did  that  if 
we  have  to  take  thought  for  the  morrow 


as  to  whether  there  shall  be  anything  to 
eat  or  drink  it  will  be  impossible  for  us  to 
think  of  nobler  things,  or  live  a  higher 
life  than  that  of  a  mole,  whose  life  is  from 
beginning  to  end  a  frenzied  pursuit  of 
food.  Until  the  community  is  organized 
in  such  a  way  that  the  fear  of  bodily  want 
is  forgotten  as  completely  as  the  fear  of 
wolves  already  is  in  civilized  capitals,  we 
shall  never  have  a  decent  social  life. 
Indeed  the  whole  attraction  of  our  present 
arrangement  lies  in  the  fact  that  it  does 
relieve  a  handful  of  us  from  this  fear;  but 
as  the  relief  is  effected  stupidly  and 
wickedly  by  making  the  favored  handful 
parasitic  on  the  rest,  they  are  smitten 
with  the  degeneracy  which  seems  to  be 
the  inevitable  biological  penalty  of  com- 
plete parasitism.  They  corrupt  culture 
and  statecraft  instead  of  contributing  to 
them,  their  excessive  leisure  being  as 
mischievous  as  the  excessive  toil  of  the 
laborers.  Anyhow,  the  moral  is  clear.  The 
two  main  problems  of  organized  society: 
how  to  produce  subsistence  enough  for 
all  its  members,  and  how  to  prevent  the 
theft  of  that  subsistence  by  idlers,  should 
be  carefully  dissociated;  for  the  trium- 
phant solution  of  the  first  by  our  inven- 
tors and  chemists  has  been  offset  by  the 
disastrous  failure  of  our  rulers  to  solve 
the  other.  Optimism  on  this  point  is  only 
wilful  blindness:  we  all  have  the  hard  fact 
of  the  failure  before  us.  The  only  people 
who  cling  to  the  lazy  delusion  that  it  is 
possible  to  find  a  just  distribution  that 
will  work  automatically  are  those  who 
postulate  some  revolutionary  change  like 
land  nationalization,  which  by  itself 
would  obviously  only  force  into  greater 
urgency  the  problem  of  how  to  distribute 
the  product  of  the  land  among  all  the 
individuals  in  the  community. 

EQUAL  DISTRIBUTION 

When  that  problem  is  at  last  faced,  the 
question  of  the  proportion  in  which  the 
national  income  shall  be  distributed  can 
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have  only  one  answer.  All  our  shares 
must  be  equal.  It  has  always  been  so:  it 
always  will  be  so.  It  is  true  that  the 
incomes  of  robbers  vary  considerably 
from  individual  to  individual;  and  the 
variation  is  reflected  in  the  incomes  of 
their  parasites.  The  commercialization  of 
certain  exceptional  talents  has  also  pro- 
duced exceptional  incomes,  direct  and 
derivative.  Persons  who  live  on  rent  of 
land  and  capital  are  economically,  though 
not  legally,  in  the  category  of  robbers, 
and  have  grotesquely  different  incomes. 
But  in  the  huge  mass  of  mankind  varia- 
tion of  income  from  individual  to  indivi- 
dual is  unknown,  because  it  is  ridiculously 
impracticable.  As  a  device  for  persuading 
a  carpenter  that  a  judge  is  a  creature  of 
superior  nature  to  himself,  to  be  deferred 
and  submitted  to  even  to  the  death,  we 
may  give  a  carpenter  a  hundred  pounds  a 
year  and  a  judge  five  thousand;  but  the 
wage  for  one  carpenter  is  the  wage  for 
all  the  carpenters:  the  salary  for  one  judge 
is  the  salary  for  all  the  judges. 

THE  CAPTAIN  AND  THE  CABIN  BOY 

Nothing,  therefore,  is  really  in  ques- 
tion, or  ever  has  been,  but  the  differences 
between  class  incomes.  Already  there  is 
economic  equality  between  captains,  and 
economic  equality  between  cabin  boys. 
What  is  at  issue  still  is  whether  there 
shall  be  economic  equality  between  cap- 
tains and  cabin  boys.  What  would  Jesus 
have  said?  Presumably  he  would  have 
said  that  if  your  only  object  is  to  produce 
a  captain  and  a  cabin  boy  for  the  purpose 
of  transferring  you  from  Liverpool  to 
New  York,  or  to  manoeuvre  a  fleet  and 
carry  powder  from  the  magazine  to  the 
gun,  then  you  need  give  no  more  than  a 
shilling  to  the  cabin  boy  for  every  pound 
you  give  to  the  more  expensively  trained 
captain.  But  if  in  addition  to  this  you 
desire  to  allow  the  two  human  souls 
which  are  inseparable  from  the  captain 
and  the  cabin  boy,  and  which  alone 


differentiate  them  from  the  donkey- 
engine,  to  develop  all  their  possibilities, 
then  you  may  find  the  cabin  boy  costing 
rather  more  than  the  captain,  because 
cabin  boy's  work  does  not  do  so  much 
for  the  soul  as  captain's  work.  Conse- 
quently you  will  have  to  give  him  at  least 
as  much  as  the  captain  unless  you  defin- 
itely wish  him  to  be  a  lower  creature,  in 
which  case  the  sooner  you  are  hanged  as 
an  abortionist  the  better.  That  is  the 
fundamental  argument. 

THE  POLITICAL  AND   BIOLOGICAL 
OBJECTIONS  TO   INEQUALITY 

But  there  are  other  reasons  for  object- 
ing to  class  stratification  of  income  which 
have  heaped  themselves  up  since  the  time 
of  Jesus.  In  politics  it  defeats  every  form 
of  government  except  that  of  a  neces- 
sarily corrupt  oligarchy.  Democracy  in 
the  most  democratic  modern  republics: 
France  and  the  United  States  for  example, 
is  an  imposture  and  a  delusion.  It  reduces 
justice  and  law  to  a  farce:  law  becomes 
merely  an  instrument  for  keeping  the 
poor  in  subjection;  and  accused  workmen 
are  tried,  not  by  a  jury  of  their  peers,  but 
by  conspiracies  of  their  exploiters.  The 
press  is  the  press  of  the  rich  and  the  curse 
of  the  poor:  it  becomes  dangerous  to 
teach  men  to  read.  The  priest  becomes 
the  mere  complement  of  the  policeman  in 
the  machinery  by  which  the  country- 
house  oppresses  the  village.  Worst  of  all, 
marriage  becomes  a  class  affair:  the 
infinite  variety  of  choice  which  nature 
offers  to  the  young  in  search  of  a  mate  is 
narrowed  to  a  handful  of  persons  of 
similar  income;  and  beauty  and  health 
become  the  dreams  of  artists  and  the 
advertisements  of  quacks  instead  of  the 
normal  conditions  of  life.  Society  is  not 
only  divided  but  actually  destroyed  in  all 
directions  by  inequality  of  income  be- 
tween classes:  such  stability  as  it  has  is 
due  to  the  huge  blocks  of  people  between 
whom  there  is  equality  of  income. 
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JESUS  AS  ECONOMIST 


It  seems  therefore  that  we  must  begin 
by  holding  the  right  to  an  income  as 
sacred  and  equal,  just  as  we  now  begin  by 
holding  the  right  to  life  as  sacred  and 
equal.  Indeed  the  one  right  is  only  a 
restatement  of  the  other.  To  hang  me  for 
cutting  a  dock  laborer's  throat  after  mak- 
ing much  of  me  for  leaving  him  to  starve 
when  I  do  not  happen  to  have  a  ship  for 
him  to  unload  is  idiotic;  for  as  he  does  far 
less  mischief  with  his  throat  cut  than 
when  he  is  starving,  a  rational  society 
would  esteem  the  cutthroat  more  highly 
than  the  capitalist.  The  thing  has  become 
so  obvious,  and  the  evil  so  unendurable, 
that  if  our  attempt  at  civilization  is  not  to 
perish  like  all  the  previous  ones,  we  shall 
have  to  organize  our  society  in  such  a 
way  as  to  be  able  to  say  to  every  person 
in  the  land,  "Take  no  thought,  saying 
What  shall  we  eat?  or  What  shall  we 
drink?  or  Wherewithal  shall  we  be 
clothed ?"  We  shall  then  no  longer  have 
a  race  of  men  whose  hearts  are  in  their 
pockets  and  safes  and  at  their  bankers.  As 
Jesus  said,  where  your  treasure  is,  there 
will  your  heart  be  also.  That  was  why  he 
recommended  that  money  should  cease 
to  be  a  treasure,  and  that  we  should  take 
steps  to  make  ourselves  utterly  reckless 
of  it,  setting  our  minds  free  for  higher 
uses.  In  other  words,  that  we  should  all 
be  gentlemen  and  take  care  of  our  country 
because  our  country  takes  care  of  us, 
instead  of  the  commercialized  cads  we 
are,  doing  everything  and  anything  for 
money,  and  selling  our  souls  and  bodies 
by  the  pound  and  the  inch  after  wasting 
half  the  day  haggling  over  the  price. 
Decidedly,  whether  you  think  Jesus  was 
God  or  not,  you  must  admit  that  he  was 
a  first-rate  political  economist. 

JESUS  AS   BIOLOGIST 

He  was  also,  as  we  now  see,  a  first-rate 
biologist.  It  took  a  century  and  a  half  of 


evolutionary  preachers,  from  Buffon  and 
Goethe  to  Butler  and  Bergson,  to  con- 
vince us  that  we  and  our  father  are  one; 
that  as  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  within 
us  we  need  not  go  about  looking  for  it 
and  crying  Lo  here!  and  Lo  there!;  that 
God  is  not  a  picture  of  a  pompous  person 
in  white  robes  in  the  family  Bible,  but  a 
spirit;  that  it  is  through  this  spirit  that  we 
evolve  towards  greater  abundance  of  life; 
that  we  are  the  lamps  in  which  the  light  of 
the  world  burns:  that,  in  short,  we  are 
gods  though  we  die  like  men.  All  that  is 
today  sound  biology  and  psychology; 
and  the  efforts  of  Natural  Selectionists 
like  Weismann  to  reduce  evolution  to 
mere  automatism  have  not  touched  the 
doctrine  of  Jesus,  though  they  have  made 
short  work  of  the  theologians  who  con- 
ceived God  as  a  magnate  keeping  men 
and  angels  as  Lord  Rothschild  keeps 
buffaloes  and  emus  at  Tring. 

MONEY  THE   MIDWIFE   OF   SCIENTIFIC 
COMMUNISM 

It  may  be  asked  here  by  some  simple- 
minded  reader  why  we  should  not  resort 
to  crude  Communism  as  the  disciples 
were  told  to  do.  This  would  be  quite 
practicable  in  a  village  where  production 
was  limited  to  the  supply  of  the  primitive 
wants  which  nature  imposes  on  all  human 
beings  alike.  We  know  that  people  need 
bread  and  boots  without  waiting  for  them 
to  come  and  ask  for  these  things  and  offer 
to  pay  for  them.  But  when  civilization 
advances  to  the  point  at  which  articles  are 
produced  that  no  man  absolutely  needs 
and  that  only  some  men  fancy  or  can  use, 
it  is  necessary  that  individuals  should  be 
able  to  have  things  made  to  their  order 
and  at  their  own  cost.  It  is  safe  to  provide 
bread  for  everybody  because  everybody 
wants  and  eats  bread;  but  it  would  be 
absurd  to  provide  microscopes  and  trom- 
bones, pet  snakes  and  polo  mallets, 
alembics  and  test  tubes  for  everybody,  as 
nine-tenths  of  them  would  be  wasted; 
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and  the  nine-tenths  of  the  population 
who  do  not  use  such  things  would  object 
to  their  being  provided  at  all.  We  have  in 
the  invaluable  instrument  called  money  a 
means  of  enabling  every  individual  to 
order  and  pay  for  the  particular  things  he 
desires  over  and  above  the  things  he  must 
consume  in  order  to  remain  alive,  plus  the 
things  the  State  insists  on  his  having  and 
using  whether  he  wants  to  or  not:  for 
example,  clothes,  sanitary  arrangements, 
armies  and  navies.  In  large  communities, 
where  even  the  most  eccentric  demands 
for  manufactured  articles  average  them- 
selves out  until  they  can  be  foreseen 
within  a  negligible  margin  of  error,  direct 
communism  (Take  what  you  want  with- 
out payment,  as  the  people  do  in  Morris's 
News  From  Nowhere)  will,  after  a  little 
experience,  be  found  not  only  practicable 
but  highly  economical  to  an  extent  that 
now  seems  impossible.  The  sportsmen, 
the  musicians,  the  physicists,  the  bio- 
logists will  get  their  apparatus  for  the 
asking  as  easily  as  their  bread,  or,  as  at 
present,,  their  paving,  street  lighting,  and 
bridges;  and  the  deaf  man  will  not  object 
to  contribute  to  communal  flutes  when 
the  musician  has  to  contribute  to  com- 
munal ear  trumpets.  There  are  cases  (for 
example,  radium)  in  which  the  demand 
may  be  limited  to  the  merest  handful  of 
laboratory  workers,  and  in  which  never- 
theless the  whole  community  must  pay 
because  the  price  is  beyond  the  means  of 
any  individual  worker.  But  even  when 
the  utmost  allowance  is  made  for  exten- 
sions of  communism  that  now  seem 
fabulous,  there  will  still  remain  for  a  long 
time  to  come  regions  of  supply  and 
demand  in  which  men  will  need  and 
use  money  or  individual  credit,  and  for 
which,  therefore,  they  must  have  indivi- 
dual incomes.  Foreign  travel  is  an  obvious 
instance.  We  are  so  far  from  even  national 
communism  still,  that  we  shall  probably 
have  considerable  developments  of  local 
communism  before  it  becomes  possible 


for  a  Manchester  man  to  go  up  to  London 
for  a  day  without  taking  any  money  with 
him.  The  modern  practical  form  of  the 
communism  of  Jesus  is  therefore,  for  the 
present,  equal  distribution  of  the  surplus 
of  the  national  income  that  is  not  absorbed 
by  simple  communism. 

JUDGE  NOT 

In  dealing  with  crime  and  the  family, 
modern  thought  and  experience  have 
thrown  no  fresh  light  on  the  views  of 
Jesus.  When  Swift  had  occasion  to  illus- 
trate the  corruption  of  our  civilization  by 
making  a  catalogue  of  the  types  of 
scoundrels  it  produces,  he  always  gave 
judges  a  conspicuous  place  alongside  of 
them  they  judged.  And  he  seems  to  have 
done  this  not  as  a  restatement  of  the 
doctrine  of  Jesus,  but  as  the  outcome  of 
his  own  observation  and  judgment.  One 
of  Mr  Gilbert  Chesterton's  stories  has  for 
its  hero  a  judge  who,  whilst  trying  a 
criminal  case,  is  so  overwhelmed  by  the 
absurdity  of  his  position  and  the  wicked- 
ness of  the  things  it  forces  him  to  do,  that 
he  throws  off  the  ermine  there  and  then, 
and  goes  out  into  the  world  to  live  the 
life  of  an  honest  man  instead  of  that  of  a 
cruel  idol.  There  has  also  been  a  pro- 
paganda of  a  soulless  stupidity  called 
Determinism,  representing  man  as  a  dead 
object  driven  hither  and  thither  by  his 
environment,  antecedents,  circumstances, 
and  so  forth,  which  nevertheless  does 
remind  us  that  there  are  limits  to  the 
number  of  cubits  an  individual  can  add  to 
his  stature  morally  or  physically,  and  that 
it  is  silly  as  well  as  cruel  to  torment  a  man 
five  feet  high  for  not  being  able  to  pluck 
fruit  that  is  within  the  reach  of  men  of 
average  height.  I  have  known  a  case  of  an 
unfortunate  child  being  beaten  for  not 
being  able  to  tell  the  time  after  receiving 
an  elaborate  explanation  of  the  figures  on 
a  clock  dial,  the  fact  being  that  she  was 
short-sighted  and  could  not  see  them. 
This  is  a  typical  illustration  of  the  ab- 
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surdities  and  cruelties  into  which  we  are 
led  by  the  counter-stupidity  to  Deter- 
minism: the  doctrine  of  Free  Will.  The 
notion  that  people  can  be  good  if  they 
like,  and  that  you  should  give  them  a 
powerful  additional  motive  for  goodness 
by  tormenting  them  when  they  do  evil, 
would  soon  reduce  itself  to  absurdity  if 
its  application  were  not  kept  within  the 
limits  which  nature  sets  to  the  self-control 
of  most  of  us.  Nobody  supposes  that  a 
man  with  no  ear  for  music  or  no  mathe- 
matical faculty  could  be  compelled  on 
pain  of  death,  however  cruelly  inflicted, 
to  hum  all  the  themes  of  Beethoven's 
symphonies  or  to  complete  Newton's 
work  on  fluxions. 

LIMITS  TO   FREE  WILL 

Consequently  such  of  our  laws  as  are 
not  merely  the  intimidations  by  which 
tyrannies  are  maintained  under  pretext  of 
law,  can  be  obeyed  through  the  exercise 
of  a  quite  common  degree  of  reasoning 
power  and  self-control.  Most  men  and 
women  can  endure  the  ordinary  annoy- 
ances and  disappointments  of  life  without 
committing  murderous  assaults.  They 
conclude  therefore  that  any  person  can 
refrain  from  such  assaults  if  he  or  she 
chooses  to,  and  proceed  to  reinforce  self- 
control  by  threats  of  severe  punishment. 
.But  in  this  they  are  mistaken.  There  are 
people,  some  of  them  possessing  con- 
siderable powers  of  mind  and  body,  who 
can  no  more  restrain  the  fury  into  which 
a  trifling  mishap  throws  them  than  a  dog 
can  restrain  himself  from  snapping  if  he  is 
suddenly  and  painfully  pinched.  People 
fling  knives  and  lighted  paraffin  lamps  at 
one  another  in  a  dispute  over  a  dinner- 
table.  Men  who  have  suffered  several  long 
sentences  of  penal  servitude  for  murderous 
assaults  will,  the  very  day  after  they  are 
released,  seize  their  wives  and  cast  them 
under  drays  at  an  irritating  word.  We 
have  not  only  people  who  cannot  resist 
an  opportunity  of  stealing  for  the  sake  of 


satisfying  their  wants,  but  even  people 
who  have  a  specific  mania  for  stealing, 
and  do  it  when  they  are  in  no  need  of  the 
things  they  steal.  Burglary  fascinates  some 
men  as  sailoring  fascinates  some  boys. 
Among  respectable  people  how  many  are 
there  who  can  be  restrained  by  the  warn- 
ings of  their  doctors  and  the  lessons  of 
experience  from  eating  and  drinking  more 
than  is  good  for  them?  It  is  true  that 
between  self-controlled  people  and  un- 
governable people  there  is  a  narrow  mar- 
gin of  moral  malingerers  who  can  be 
made  to  behave  themselves  by  the  fear  of 
consequences;  but  it  is  not  worth  while 
maintaining  an  abominable  system  of 
malicious,  deliberate,  costly  and  degrad- 
ing ill-treatment  of  criminals  for  the  sake 
of  these  marginal  cases.  For  practical 
dealing  with  crime,  Determinism  or  Pre- 
destination is  quite  a  good  working  rule. 
People  without  self-control  enough  for 
social  purposes  may  be  killed,  or  may  be 
kept  in  asylums  with  a  view  to  studying 
their  condition  and  ascertaining  whether 
it  is  curable.  To  torture  them  and  give 
ourselves  virtuous  airs  at  their  expense  is 
ridiculous  and  barbarous;  and  the  desire 
to  do  it  is  vindictive  and  cruel.  And 
though  vindictiveness  and  cruelty  are  at 
least  human  qualities  when  they  are 
frankly  proclaimed  and  indulged,  they 
are  loathsome  when  they  assume  the  robes 
of  Justice.  Which,  I  take  it,  is  why 
Shakespear's  Isabella  gave  such  a  dress- 
ing-down to  Judge  Angelo,  and  why  Swift 
reserved  the  hottest  corner  of  his  hell  for 
judges.  Also,  of  course,  why  Jesus  said 
"Judge  not  that  ye  be  not  judged"  and 
"If  any  man  hear  my  words  and  believe 
not,  I  judge  him  not"  because  "he  hath 
one  that  judgeth  him":  namely,  the 
Father  who  is  one  with  him. 

When  we  are  robbed  we  generally 
appeal  to  the  criminal  law,  not  consider- 
ing that  if  the  criminal  law  were  effective 
we  should  not  have  been  robbed.  That 
convicts  us  of  vengeance. 
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I  need  not  elaborate  the  argument 
further.  I  have  dealt  with  it  sufficiently 
elsewhere.  I  have  only  to  point  out  that 
we  have  been  judging  and  punishing  ever 
since  Jesus  told  us  not  to;  and  I  defy  any- 
one to  make  out  a  convincing  case  for 
believing  that  the  world  has  been  any 
better  than  it  would  have  been  if  there 
had  never  been  a  judge,  a  prison,  or  a 
gallows  in  it  all  that  time.  We  have  simply 
added  the  misery  of  punishment  to  the 
misery  of  crime,  and  the  cruelty  of  the 
judge  to  the  cruelty  of  the  criminal.  We 
have  taken  the  bad  man,  and  made  him 
worse  by  torture  and  degradation,  inci- 
dentally making  ourselves  worse  in  the 
process.  It  does  not  seem  very  sensible, 
does  it?  It  would  have  been  far  easier  to 
kill  him  as  kindly  as  possible,  or  to  label 
him  and  leave  him  to  his  conscience,  or 
to  treat  him  as  an  invalid  or  a  lunatic  is 
now  treated  (it  is  only  of  late  years,  by 
the  way,  that  madmen  have  been  delivered 
from  the  whip,  the  chain,  and  the  cage); 
and  this,  I  presume,  is  the  form  in  which 
the  teaching  of  Jesus  could  have  been  put 
into  practice. 

JESUS   ON  MARRIAGE  AND  THE 
FAMILY 

When  we  come  to  marriage  and  the 
family,  we  find  Jesus  making  the  same 
objection  to  that  individual  appropriation 
of  human  beings  which  is  the  essence  of 
matrimony  as  to  the  individual  appropria- 
tion of  wealth.  A  married  man,  he  said, 
will  try  to  please  his  wife,  and  a  married 
woman  to  please  her  husband,  instead  of 
doing  the  work  of  God.  This  is  another 
version  of  "Where  your  treasure  is,  there 
will  your  heart  be  also ."  Eighteen  hundred 
years  later  we  find  a  very  different  person 
from  Jesus,  Talleyrand  to  wit,  saying  the 
same  thing.  A  married  man  with  a  family, 
said  Talleyrand,  will  do  anything  for 
money.  Now  this,  though  not  a  scientific- 
ally precise  statement,  is  true  enough  to 
be  a  moral  objection  to  marriage.  As  long 


as  a  man  has  a  right  to  risk  his  life  or  his 
livelihood  for  his  ideas  he  needs  only 
courage  and  conviction  to  make  his  in- 
tegrity unassailable.  But  he  forfeits  that 
right  when  he  marries.  It  took  a  revolu- 
tion to  rescue  Wagner  from  his  Court 
appointment  at  Dresden;  and  his  wife 
never  forgave  him  for  being  glad  and 
feeling  free  when  he  lost  it  and  threw  her 
back  into  poverty.  Millet  might  have  gone 
on  painting  potboiling  nudes  to  the  end 
of  his  life  if  his  wife  had  not  been  of  a 
heroic  turn  herself.  Women,  for  the  sake 
of  their  children  and  parents,  submit  to 
slaveries  and  prostitutions  that  no  un- 
attached woman  would  endure. 

This  was  the  beginning  and  the  end  of 
the  objection  of  Jesus  to  marriage  and 
family  ties,  and  the  explanation  of  his 
conception  of  heaven  as  a  place  where 
there  should  be  neither  marrying  nor 
giving  in  marriage.  Now  there  is  no 
reason  to  suppose  that  when  he  said  this 
he  did  not  mean  it.  He  did  not,  as  St  Paul 
did  afterwards  in  his  name,  propose  celi- 
bacy as  a  rule  of  life;  for  he  was  not  a 
fool,  nor,  when  he  denounced  marriage, 
had  he  yet  come  to  believe,  as  St  Paul  did, 
that  the  end  of  the  world  was  at  hand  and 
there  was  therefore  no  more  need  to 
replenish  the  earth.  He  must  have  meant 
that  the  race  should  be  continued  with- 
out dividing  with  women  and  men  the 
allegiance  the  individual  owes  to  God 
within  him.  This  raises  the  practical  pro- 
blem of  how  we  are  to  secure  the  spiritual 
freedom  and  integrity  of  the  priest  and 
the  nun  without  their  barrenness  and  un- 
completed experience.  Luther  the  priest 
did  not  solve  the  problem  by  marrying  a 
nun:  he  only  testified  in  the  most  con- 
vincing and  practical  way  to  the  fact  that 
celibacy  was  a  worse  failure  than  marri- 
age. 

WHY  JESUS  DID   NOT  MARRY 

To  all  appearance  the  problem  op- 
presses only  a  few  exceptional  people. 
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Thoroughly  conventional  women  married 
to  thoroughly  conventional  men  should 
not  be  conscious  of  any  restriction: 
the  chain  not  only  leaves  them  free 
to  do  whatever  they  want  to  do,  but 
greatly  facilitates  their  doing  it.  To  them 
an  attack  on  marriage  is  not  a  blow  struck 
in  defence  of  their  freedom  but  at  their 
rights  and  privileges.  One  would  expect 
that  they  would  not  only  demur  vehe- 
mently to  the  teachings  of  Jesus  in  this 
matter,  but  object  strongly  to  his  not 
having  been  a  married  man  himself.  Even 
those  who  regard  him  as  a  god  descended 
from  his  throne  in  heaven  to  take  on 
humanity  for  a  time  might  reasonably 
declare  that  the  assumption  of  humanity 
must  have  been  incomplete  at  its  most 
vital  point  if  he  were  a  celibate.  But  the 
facts  are  flatly  contrary.  The  mere  thought 
of  Jesus  as  a  married  man  is  felt  to  be 
blasphemous  by  the  most  conventional 
believers;  and  even  those  of  us  to  whom 
Jesus  is  no  supernatural  personage,  but  a 
prophet  only  as  Mahomet  was  a  prophet, 
feel  that  there  was  something  more 
dignified  in  the  bachelordom  of  Jesus 
than  in  the  spectacle  of  Mahomet  lying 
distracted  on  the  floor  of  his  harem 
whilst  his  wives  stormed  and  squabbled 
and  henpecked  round  him.  We  are  not 
surprised  that  when  Jesus  called  the  sons 
of  Zebedee  to  follow  him,  he  did  not  call 
their  father,  and  that  the  disciples,  like 
Jesus  himself,  were  all  men  without 
family  entanglements.  It  is  evident  from 
his  impatience  when  people  excused 
themselves  from  following  him  because 
of  their  family  funerals,  or  when  they 
assumed  that  his  first  duty  was  to  his 
mother,  that  he  had  found  family  ties  and 
domestic  affections  in  his  way  at  every 
turn,  and  had  become  persuaded  at  last 
that  no  man  could  follow  his  inner  light 
until  he  was  free  from  their  compulsion. 
The  absence  of  any  protest  against  this 
tempts  us  to  declare  that  on  this  question 
of  marriage  there  are  no  conventional 


people;  and  that  every  one  of  us  is  at 
heart  a  good  Christian  sexually. 

INCONSISTENCY   OF  THE   SEX  INSTINCT 

But  the  question  is  not  so  simple  as 
that.  Sex  is  an  exceedingly  subtle  and 
complicated  instinct;  and  the  mass  of 
mankind  neither  know  nor  care  much 
about  freedom  of  conscience,  which  is 
what  Jesus  was  thinking  about,  and  are 
concerned  almost  to  obsession  with  sex, 
as  to  which  Jesus  said  nothing.  In  our 
sexual  natures  we  are  torn  by  an  irresist- 
ible attraction  and  an  overwhelming  re- 
pugnance and  disgust.  We  have  two 
tyrannous  physical  passions:  concupis- 
cence and  chastity.  We  become  mad  in 
pursuit  of  sex:  we  become  equally  mad 
in  the  persecution  of  that  pursuit.  Unless 
we  gratify  our  desire  the  race  is  lost:  un- 
less we  restrain  it  we  destroy  ourselves. 
We  are  thus  led  to  devize  marriage  institu- 
tions which  will  at  the  same  time  secure 
opportunities  for  the  gratification  of  sex 
and  raise  up  innumerable  obstacles  to  it; 
which  will  sanctify  it  and  brand  it  as 
infamous;  which  will  identify  it  with 
virtue  and  with  sin  simultaneously.  Ob- 
viously it  is  useless  to  look  for  any  con- 
sistency in  such  institutions;  and  it  is  only 
by  continual  reform  and  readjustment, 
and  by  a  considerable  elasticity  in  their 
enforcement,  that  a  tolerable  result  can  be 
arrived  at.  I  need  not  repeat  here  the  long 
and  elaborate  examination  of  them  that 
I  prefixed  to  my  play  entitled  Getting 
Married.  Here  I  am  concerned  only 
with  the  views  of  Jesus  on  the  question; 
and  it  is  necessary,  in  order  to  understand 
the  attitude  of  the  world  towards  them, 
that  we  should  not  attribute  the  general 
approval  of  the  decision  of  Jesus  to  re- 
main unmarried  as  an  endorsement  of  his 
views.  We  are  simply  in  a  state  of  con- 
fusion on  the  subject;  but  it  is  part  of  the 
confusion  that  we  should  conclude  that 
Jesus  was  a  celibate,  and  shrink  even  from 
the  idea  that  his  birth  was  a  natural  one, 
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yet  cling  with  ferocity  to  the  sacredness 
of  the  institution  which  provides  a  refuge 
from  celibacy. 

FOR  BETTER  FOR  WORSE 

Jesus,  however,  did  not  express  a  com- 
plicated view  of  marriage.  His  objection 
to  it  was  quite  simple,  as  we  have  seen. 
He  perceived  that  nobody  could  live  the 
higher  life  unless  money  and  sexual  love 
were  obtainable  without  sacrificing  it; 
and  he  saw  that  the  effect  of  marriage  as 
it  existed  among  the  Jews  (and  as  it  still 
exists  among  ourselves)  was  to  make  the 
couples  sacrifice  every  higher  considera- 
tion until  they  had  fed  and  pleased  one 
another.  The  worst  of  it  is  that  this 
dangerous  preposterousness  in  marriage, 
instead  of  improving  as  the  general  con- 
duct of  married  couples  improves,  be- 
comes much  worse.  The  selfish  man  to 
whom  his  wife  is  nothing  but  a  slave,  the 
selfish  woman  to  whom  her  husband  is 
nothing  but  a  scapegoat  and  a  bread- 
winner, are  not  held  back  from  spiritual 
or  any  other  adventures  by  fear  of  their 
effect  on  the  welfare  of  their  mates.  Their 
wives  do  not  make  recreants  and  cowards 
of  them:  their  husbands  do  not  chain 
them  to  the  cradle  and  the  cooking  range 
when  their  feet  should  be  beautiful  on  the 
mountains.  It  is  precisely  as  people  be- 
come more  kindly,  more  conscientious, 
more  ready  to  shoulder  the  heavier  part 
of  the  burden  (which  means  that  the 
strong  shall  give  way  to  the  weak  and  the 
slow  hold  back  the  swift),  that  marriage 
becomes  an  intolerable  obstacle  to  indivi- 
dual evolution.  And  that  is  why  the  revolt 
against  marriage  of  which  Jesus  was  an 
exponent  always  recurs  when  civilization 
raises  the  standard  of  marital  duty  and 
affection,  and  at  the  same  time  produces 
a  greater  need  for  individual  freedom  in 
pursuit  of  a  higher  evolution. 

THE  REMEDY 

This,  fortunately,  is  only  one  side  of 


marriage;  and  the  question  arises,  can  it 
not  be  eliminated?  The  reply  is  reassur- 
ing: of  course  it  can.  There  is  no  mortal 
reason  in  the  nature  of  things  why  a 
married  couple  should  be  economically 
dependent  on  one  another.  The  Com- 
munism advocated  by  Jesus,  which  we 
have  seen  to  be  entirely  practicable,  and 
indeed  inevitable  if  our  civilization  is  to 
be  saved  from  collapse,  gets  rid  of  that 
difficulty  completely.  And  with  the  eco- 
nomic dependence  will  go  the  force  of  the 
outrageous  claims  that  derive  their  real 
sanction  from  the  economic  pressure 
behind  them.  When  a  man  allows  his 
wife  to  turn  him  from  the  best  work  he  is 
capable  of  doing,  and  to  sell  his  soul  at 
the  highest  commercial  prices  obtainable; 
when  he  allows  her  to  entangle  him  in 
a  social  routine  that  is  wearisome  and 
debilitating  to  him,  or  tie  him  to  her  apron 
strings  when  he  needs  that  occasional 
solitude  which  is  one  of  the  most  sacred 
of  human  rights,  he  does  so  because  he 
has  no  right  to  impose  eccentric  standards 
of  expenditure  and  unsocial  habits  on  her, 
and  because  these  conditions  have  pro- 
duced by  their  pressure  so  general  a  cus- 
tom of  chaining  wedded  couples  to  one 
another  that  married  people  are  coarsely 
derided  when  their  partners  break  the 
chain.  And  when  a  woman  is  condemned 
by  her  parents  to  wait  in  genteel  idle- 
ness and  uselessness  for  a  husband  when 
all  her  healthy  social  instincts  call  her  to 
acquire  a  profession  and  work,  it  is  again 
her  economic  dependence  on  them  that 
makes  their  tyranny  effective. 

THE  CASE   FOR  MARRIAGE 

Thus,  though  it  would  be  too  much  to 
say  that  everything  that  is  obnoxious  in 
marriage  and  family  life  will  be  cured  by 
Communism,  yet  it  can  be  said  that  it 
will  cure  what  Jesus  objected  to  in  these 
institutions.  He  made  no  comprehensive 
study  of  them:  he  only  expressed  his  own 
grievance  with  an  overwhelming  sense 
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that  it  is  a  grievance  so  deep  that  all  the 
considerations  on  the  other  side  are  as 
dust  in  the  balance.  Obviously  there  are 
such  considerations,  and  very  weighty 
ones  too.  When  Talleyrand  said  that  a 
married  man  with  a  family  is  capable  of 
anything,  he  meant  anything  evil;  but  an 
optimist  may  declare,  with  equal  half 
truth,  that  a  married  man  is  capable  of 
anything  good;  that  marriage  turns  vaga- 
bonds into  steady  citizens;  and  that  men 
and  women  will,  for  love  of  their  mates 
and  children,  practise  virtues  that  un- 
attached individuals  are  incapable  of.  It  is 
true  that  too  much  of  this  domestic  virtue 
is  self-denial,  which  is  not  a  virtue  at  all; 
but  then  the  following  of  the  inner  light 
at  all  costs  is  largely  self-indulgence, 
which  is  just  as  suicidal,  just  as  weak,  just 
as  cowardly  as  self-denial.  Ibsen,  who 
takes  us  into  the  matter  far  more  reso- 
lutely than  Jesus,  is  unable  to  find  any 
golden  rule:  both  Brand  and  Peer  Gynt 
come  to  a  bad  end;  and  though  Brand 
does  not  do  as  much  mischief  as  Peer,  the 
mischief  he  does  do  is  of  extraordinary 
intensity. 

CELIBACY  NO   REMEDY 

We  must,  I  think,  regard  the  protest  of 
Jesus  against  marriage  and  family  ties  as 
the  claim  of  a  particular  kind  of  individual 
to  be  free  from  them  because  they  hamper 
his  own  work  intolerably.  When  he  said 
that  if  we  are  to  follow  him  in  the  sense  of 
taking  up  his  work  we  must  give  up  our 
family  ties,  he  was  simply  stating  a  fact; 
and  to  this  day  the  Roman  Catholic 
priest,  the  Buddhist  lama,  and  the  fakirs 
of  all  the  eastern  denominations  accept 
the  saying.  It  is  also  accepted  by  the 
physically  enterprising,  the  explorers,  the 
restlessly  energetic  of  all  kinds:  in  short, 
by  the  adventurous.  The  greatest  sacrifice 
in  marriage  is  the  sacrifice  of  the  adven- 
turous attitude  towards  life:  the  being 
settled.  Those  who  are  born  tired  may 
crave  for  settlement;  but  to  fresher  and 


stronger  spirits  it  is  a  form  of  suicide. 

Now  to  say  of  any  institution  that  it  is 
incompatible  with  both  the  contempla- 
tive and  adventurous  life  is  to  disgrace  it 
so  vitally  that  all  the  moralizings  of  all 
the  Deans  and  Chapters  cannot  reconcile 
our  souls  to  its  slavery.  The  unmarried 
Jesus  and  the  unmarried  Beethoven,  the 
unmarried  Joan  of  Arc,  Clare,  Teresa, 
Florence  Nightingale  seem  as  they  should 
be;  and  the  saying  that  there  is  always 
something  ridiculous  about  a  married 
philosopher  becomes  inevitable.  And  yet 
the  celibate  is  still  more  ridiculous  than 
the  married  man:  the  priest,  in  accepting 
the  alternative  of  celibacy,  disables  him- 
self; and  the  best  priests  are  those  who 
have  been  men  of  this  world  before  they 
became  men  of  the  world  to  come.  But  as 
the  taking  of  vows  does  not  annul  an 
existing  marriage,  and  a  married  man 
cannot  become  a  priest,  we  are  again  con- 
fronted with  the  absurdity  that  the  best 
priest  is  a  reformed  rake.  Thus  does 
marriage,  itself  intolerable,  thrust  us  upon 
intolerable  alternatives.  The  practical 
solution  is  to  make  the  individual  econo- 
mically independent  of  marriage  and  the 
family,  and  to  make  marriage  as  easily 
dissoluble  as  any  other  partnership:  in 
other  words,  to  accept  the  conclusions  to 
which  experience  is  slowly  driving  both 
our  sociologists  and  our  legislators.  This 
will  not  instantly  cure  all  the  evils  of 
marriage,  nor  root  up  at  one  stroke  its 
detestable  tradition  of  property  in  human 
bodies.  But  it  will  leave  Nature  free  to 
effect  a  cure;  and  in  free  soil  the  root  may 
wither  and  perish. 

This  disposes  of  all  the  opinions  and 
teachings  of  Jesus  which  are  still  matters 
of  controversy.  They  are  all  in  line  with 
the  best  modern  thought.  He  told  us  what 
we  have  to  do;  and  we  have  had  to  find 
the  way  to  do  it.  Most  of  us  are  still,  as 
most  were  in  his  own  time,  extremely 
recalcitrant,  and  are  being  forced  along 
that  way  by  painful  pressure  of  circum- 
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stances,  protesting  at  every  step  that 
nothing  will  induce  us  to  go;  that  is 
a  ridiculous  way,  a  disgraceful  way,  a 
socialistic  way,  an  atheistic  way,  an  im- 
moral way,  and  that  the  vanguard  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  themselves  and  must  be 
made  to  turn  back  at  once.  But  they  find 
that  they  have  to  follow  the  vanguard  all 
the  same  if  their  lives  are  to  be  worth 
living. 

AFTER  THE   CRUCIFIXION 

Let  us  now  return  to  the  New  Testa- 
ment narrative;  for  what  happened  after 
the  disappearance  of  Jesus  is  instructive. 
Unfortunately,  the  crucifixion  was  a  com- 
plete political  success.  I  remember  that 
when  I  described  it  in  these  terms  once 
before,  I  greatly  shocked  a  most  respect- 
able newspaper  in  my  native  town,  the 
Dublin  Daily  Express,  because  my 
journalistic  phrase  shewed  that  I  was 
treating  it  as  an  ordinary  event  like  Home 
Rule  or  the  Insurance  Act:  that  is  (though 
this  did  not  occur  to  the  editor),  as  a  real 
event  which  had  really  happened,  instead 
of  a  portion  of  the  Church  service.  I  can 
only  repeat,  assuming  as  I  am  that  it  was 
a  real  event  and  did  actually  happen,  that 
it  was  as  complete  a  success  as  any  in 
history.  Christianity  as  a  specific  doctrine 
was  slain  with  Jesus,  suddenly  and 
utterly.  He  was  hardly  cold  in  his  grave, 
or  high  in  his  heaven  (as  you  please), 
before  the  apostles  dragged  the  tradition 
of  him  down  to  the  level  of  the  thing  it 
has  remained  ever  since.  And  that  thing 
the  intelligent  heathen  may  study,  if  they 
would  be  instructed  in  it  by  modern 
books,  in  Samuel  Butler's  novel,  The  Way 
of  All  Flesh. 

THE  VINDICTIVE  MIRACLES  AND  THE 
STONING   OF   STEPHEN 

Take,  for  example,  the  miracles.  Of 
Jesus  alone  of  all  the  Christian  miracle 
workers  there  is  no  record,  except  in  cer- 
tain gospels  that  all  men  reject,  of  a 


malicious  or  destructive  miracle.  A  barren 
fig-tree  was  the  only  victim  of  his  anger. 
Every  one  of  his  miracles  on  sentient 
subjects  was  an  act  of  kindness.  John 
declares  that  he  healed  the  wound  of  the 
man  whose  ear  was  cut  off  (by  Peter, 
John  says)  at  the  arrest  in  the  garden.  One 
of  the  first  things  the  apostles  did  with 
their  miraculous  power  was  to  strike  dead 
a  wretched  man  and  his  wife  who  had 
defrauded  them  by  holding  back  some 
money  from  the  common  stock.  They 
struck  people  blind  or  dead  without  re- 
morse, judging  because  they  had  been 
judged.  They  healed  the  sick  and  raised 
the  dead  apparently  in  a  spirit  of  pure 
display  and  advertisement.  Their  doctrine 
did  not  contain  a  ray  of  that  light  which 
reveals  Jesus  as  one  of  the  redeemers  of 
men  from  folly  and  error.  They  cancelled 
him,  and  went  back  straight  to  John  the 
Baptist  and  his  formula  of  securing  re- 
mission of  sins  by  repentance  and  the  rite 
of  baptism  (being  born  again  of  water 
and  the  spirit).  Peter's  first  harangue 
softens  us  by  the  human  touch  of  its 
exordium,  which  was  a  quaint  assurance 
to  his  hearers  that  they  must  believe  him 
to  be  sober  because  it  was  too  early  in  the 
day  to  get  drunk;  but  of  Jesus  he  had 
nothing  to  say  except  that  he  was  the 
Christ  foretold  by  the  prophets  as  coming 
from  the  seed  of  David,  and  that  they 
must  believe  this  and  be  baptized.  To  this 
the  other  apostles  added  incessant  de- 
nunciations of  the  Jews  for  having  cruci- 
fied him,  and  threats  of  the  destruction 
that  would  overtake  them  if  they  did  not 
repent:  that  is,  if  they  did  not  join  the 
sect  which  the  apostles  were  now  form- 
ing. A  quite  intolerable  young  speaker 
named  Stephen  delivered  an  oration  to 
the  council,  in  which  he  first  inflicted  on 
them  a  tedious  sketch  of  the  history  of 
Israel,  with  which  they  were  presumably 
as  well  acquainted  as  he,  and  then  reviled 
them  in  the  most  insulting  terms  as  "stiff- 
necked  and  uncircumcized."  Finally,  after 
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boring  and  annoying  them  to  the  utmost 
bearable  extremity,  he  looked  up  and 
declared  that  he  saw  the  heavens  open, 
and  Christ  standing  on  the  right  hand  of 
God.  This  was  too  much:  they  threw  him 
out  of  the  city  and  stoned  him  to  death. 
It  was  a  severe  way  of  suppressing  a 
tactless  and  conceited  bore;  but  it  was 
pardonable  and  human  in  comparison 
to  the  slaughter  of  poor  Ananias  and 
Sapphira. 

PAUL 

Suddenly  a  man  of  genius,  Paul,  vio- 
lently anti-Christian,  enters  on  the  scene, 
holding  the  clothes  of  the  men  who  are 
stoning  Stephen.  He  persecutes  the  Chris- 
tians with  great  vigor,  a  sport  which  he 
combines  with  the  business  of  a  tent- 
maker.  This  temperamental  hatred  of 
Jesus,  whom  he  has  never  seen,  is  a 
pathological  symptom  of  that  particular 
sort  of  conscience  and  nervous  constitu- 
tion which  brings  its  victims  under  the 
tyranny  of  two  delirious  terrors:  the 
terror  of  sin  and  the  terror  of  death,which 
may  be  called  also  the  terror  of  sex  and 
the  terror  of  life.  Now  Jesus,  with  his 
healthy  conscience  on  his  higher  plane, 
was  free  from  these  terrors.  He  consorted 
freely  with  sinners,  and  was  never  con- 
cerned for  a  moment,  as  far  as  we  know, 
about  whether  his  conduct  was  sinful  or 
not;  so  that  he  has  forced  us  to  accept 
him  as  the  man  without  sin.  Even  if  we 
reckon  his  last  days  as  the  days  of  his 
delusion,  he  none  the  less  gave  a  fairly 
convincing  exhibition  of  superiority  to 
the  fear  of  death.  This  must  have  both 
fascinated  and  horrified  Paul,  or  Saul,  as 
he  was  first  called.  The  horror  accounts 
for  his  fierce  persecution  of  the  Chris- 
tians. The  fascination  accounts  for  the 
strangest  of  his  fancies:  the  fancy  for 
attaching  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  to  the 
great  idea  which  flashed  upon  him  on  the 
road  to  Damascus,  the  idea  that  he  could 
not  only  make  a  religion  of  his  two 


terrors,  but  that  the  movement  started  by 
Jesus  offered  him  the  nucleus  for  his  new 
Church.  It  was  a  monstrous  idea;  and  the 
shock  of  it,  as  he  afterwards  declared, 
struck  him  blind  for  days.  He  heard  Jesus 
calling  to  him  from  the  clouds,  "Why 
persecute  me?"  His  natural  hatred  of  the 
teacher  for  whom  Sin  and  Death  had  no 
terrors  turned  into  a  wild  personal  wor- 
ship of  him  which  has  the  ghastliness  of  a 
beautiful  thing  seen  in  a  false  light. 

The  chronicler  of  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles  sees  nothing  of  the  significance 
of  this.  The  great  danger  of  conversion  in 
all  ages  has  been  that  when  the  religion 
of  the  high  mind  is  offered  to  the  lower 
mind,  the  lower  mind,  feeling  its  fascina- 
tion without  understanding  it,  and  being 
incapable  of  rising  to  it,  drags  it  down  to 
its  level  by  degrading  it.  Years  ago  I  said 
that  the  conversion  of  a  savage  to  Chris- 
tianity is  the  conversion  of  Christianity 
to  savagery.  The  conversion  of  Paul  was 
no  conversion  at  all:  it  was  Paul  who 
converted  the  religion  that  has  raised  one 
man  above  sin  and  death  into  a  religion 
that  delivered  millions  of  men  so  com- 
pletely into  their  dominion  that  their  own 
common  nature  became  a  horror  to  them, 
and  the  religious  life  became  a  denial  of 
life.  Paul  had  no  intention  of  surrender- 
ing either  his  Judaism  or  his  Roman 
citizenship  to  the  new  moral  world  (as 
Robert  Owen  called  it)  of  Communism 
and  Jesuism.  Just  as  in  our  own  time 
Karl  Marx,  not  content  to  take  political 
economy  as  he  found  it,  insisted  on  re- 
building it  from  the  bottom  upwards  in 
his  own  way,  and  thereby  gave  a  new 
lease  of  life  to  the  errors  it  was  just  out- 
growing, so  Paul  reconstructed  the  old 
Salvationism  from  which  Jesus  had  vainly 
tried  to  redeem  him,  and  produced  a 
fantastic  theology  which  is  still  the  most 
amazing  thing  of  the  kind  known  to  us. 
Being  intellectually  an  inveterate  Roman 
Rationalist,  always  discarding  the  ir- 
rational real  thing  for  the  unreal  but 


ANDROCLES  AND  THE  LION 


589 


ratiocinable  postulate,  he  began  by  dis- 
carding Man  as  he  is,  and  substituted  a 
postulate  which  he  called  Adam.  And 
when  he  was  asked,  as  he  surely  must 
have  been  in  a  world  not  wholly  mad, 
what  had  become  of  the  natural  man,  he 
replied  "Adam  is  the  natural  man."  This 
was  confusing  to  simpletons,  because 
according  to  tradition  Adam  was  cer- 
tainly the  name  of  the  natural  man  as 
created  in  the  garden  of  Eden.  It  was  as  if 
a  preacher  of  our  own  time  had  described 
as  typically  British  Frankenstein's  mon- 
ster, and  called  him  Smith,  and  somebody, 
on  demanding  what  about  the  man  in  the 
street,  had  been  told  "Smith  is  the  man 
in  the  street."  The  thing  happens  often 
enough;  for  indeed  the  world  is  full  of 
these  Adams  and  Smiths  and  men  in  the 
street  and  average  sensual  men  and 
economic  men  and  womanly  women  and 
what  not,  all  of  them  imaginary  Atlases 
carrying  imaginary  worlds  on  their  un- 
substantial shoulders. 

The  Eden  story  provided  Adam  with  a 
sin:  the  "original  sin"  for  which  we  are 
all  damned.  Baldly  stated,  this  seems 
ridiculous;  nevertheless  it  corresponds 
to  something  actually  existent  not  only  in 
Paul's  consciousness  but  in  our  own.  The 
original  sin  was  not  the  eating  of  the  for- 
bidden fruit,  but  the  consciousness  of  sin 
which  the  fruit  produced.  The  moment 
Adam  and  Eve  tasted  the  apple  they  found 
themselves  ashamed  of  their  sexual  rela- 
tion, which  until  then  had  seemed  quite 
innocent  to  them;  and  there  is  no  get- 
ting over  the  hard  fact  that  this  shame, 
or  state  of  sin,  has  persisted  to  this  day, 
and  is  one  of  the  strongest  of  our  in- 
stincts. Thus  Paul's  postulate  of  Adam  as 
the  natural  man  was  pragmatically  true: 
it  worked.  But  the  weakness  of  Prag- 
matism is  that  most  theories  will  work  if 
you  put  your  back  into  making  them 
work,  provided  they  have  some  point  of 
contact  with  human  nature.  Hedonism 
will  pass  the  pragmatic  test  as  well  as 


Stoicism.  Up  to  a  certain  point  every 
social  principle  that  is  not  absolutely 
idiotic  works:  Autocracy  works  in  Russia 
and  Democracy  in  America;  Atheism 
works  in  France,  Polytheism  in  India, 
Monotheism  throughout  Islam,  and  Prag- 
matism, or  No-ism,  in  England.  Paul's 
fantastic  conception  of  the  damned  Adam, 
represented  by  Bunyan  as  a  pilgrim  with 
a  great  burden  of  sins  on  his  back,  corre- 
sponded to  the  fundamental  condition  of 
evolution,  which  is,  that  life,  including 
human  life,  is  continually  evolving,  and 
must  therefore  be  continually  ashamed  of 
itself  and  its  present  and  past.  Bunyan's 
pilgrim  wants  to  get  rid  of  his  bundle  of 
sins;  but  he  also  wants  to  reach  "yonder 
shining  light";  and  when  at  last  his  bundle 
falls  off  him  into  the  sepulchre  of  Christ, 
his  pilgrimage  is  still  unfinished  and  his 
hardest  trials  still  ahead  of  him.  His  con- 
science remains  uneasy;  "original  sin" 
still  torments  him;  and  his  adventure  with 
Giant  Despair,  who  throws  him  into  the 
dungeon  of  Doubting  Castle,  from  which 
he  escapes  by  the  use  of  a  skeleton  key,  is 
more  terrible  than  any  he  met  whilst  the 
bundle  was  still  on  his  back.  Thus  Bun- 
yan's allegory  of  human  nature  breaks 
through  the  Pauline  theology  at  a  hun- 
dred points.  His  theological  allegory,  The 
Holy  War,  with  its  troops  of  Election 
Doubters,  and  its  cavalry  of  "those  that 
rode  Reformadoes,"  is,  as  a  whole,  ab- 
surd, impossible,  and,  except  in  passages 
where  the  artistic  old  Adam  momentarily 
got  the  better  of  the  Salvationist  theo- 
logian, hardly  readable. 

Paul's  theory  of  original  sin  was  to 
some  extent  idiosyncratic.  He  tells  us 
definitely  that  he  finds  himself  quite  well 
able  to  avoid  the  sinfulness  of  sex  by 
practising  celibacy;  but  he  recognizes, 
rather  contemptuously,  that  in  this  respect 
he  is  not  as  other  men  are,  and  says  that 
they  had  better  marry  than  burn,  thus 
admitting  that  though  marriage  may  lead 
to  placing  the  desire  to  please  wife  or 
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husband  before  the  desire  to  please  God, 
yet  preoccupation  with  unsatisfied  desire 
may  be  even  more  ungodly  than  pre- 
occupation with  domestic  affection.  This 
view  of  the  case  inevitably  led  him  to 
insist  that  a  wife  should  be  rather  a  slave 
than  a  partner,  her  real  function  being, 
not  to  engage  a  man's  love  and  loyalty, 
but  on  the  contrary  to  release  them  for 
God  by  relieving  the  man  of  all  pre- 
occupation with  sex  just  as  in  her  capacity 
of  housekeeper  and  cook  she  relieves  his 
preoccupation  with  hunger  by  the  simple 
expedient  of  satisfying  his  appetite.  This 
slavery  also  justifies  itself  pragmatically 
by  working  effectively;  but  it  has  made 
Paul  the  eternal  enemy  of  Woman.  Inci- 
dentally it  has  led  to  many  foolish  sur- 
mises about  Paul's  personal  character  and 
circumstances,  by  people  so  enslaved  by 
sex  that  a  celibate  appears  to  them  a  sort 
of  monster.  They  forget  that  not  only 
whole  priesthoods,  official  and  unofficial, 
from  Paul  to  Carlyle  and  Ruskin,  have 
defied  the  tyranny  of  sex,  but  immense 
numbers  of  ordinary  citizens  of  both 
sexes  have,  either  voluntarily  or  under 
pressure  of  circumstances  easily  sur- 
mountable, saved  their  energies  for  less 
primitive  activities. 

Howbeit,  Paul  succeeded  in  stealing 
the  image  of  Christ  crucified  for  the 
figure-head  of  his  Salvationist  vessel, 
with  its  Adam  posing  as  the  natural  man, 
its  doctrine  of  original  sin,  and  its  damna- 
tion avoidable  only  by  faith  in  the  sacri- 
fice of  the  cross.  In  fact,  no  sooner  had 
Jesus  knocked  over  the  dragon  of  super- 
stition than  Paul  boldly  set  it  on  its  legs 
again  in  the  name  of  Jesus. 

THE  CONFUSION   OF  CHRISTENDOM 

Now  it  is  evident  that  two  religions 
having  such  contrary  effects  on  mankind 
should  not  be  confused  as  they  are  under 
a  common  name.  There  is  not  one  word 
of  Pauline  Christianity  in  the  character- 
istic utterances  of  Jesus.  When  Saul 


watched  the  clothes  of  the  men  who 
stoned  Stephen,  he  was  not  acting  upon 
beliefs  which  Paul  renounced.  There  is  no 
record  of  Christ's  having  ever  said  to  any 
man:  "Go  and  sin  as  much  as  you  like: 
you  can  put  it  all  on  me."  He  said  "Sin  no 
more,"  and  insisted  that  he  was  putting 
up  the  standard  of  conduct,  not  debasing 
it,  and  that  the  righteousness  of  the  Chris- 
tian must  exceed  that  of  the  Scribe  and 
Pharisee.  The  notion  that  he  was  shed- 
ding his  blood  in  order  that  every  petty 
cheat  and  adulterator  and  libertine  might 
wallow  in  it  and  come  out  whiter  than 
snow,  cannot  be  imputed  to  him  on  his 
own  authority.  "I  come  as  an  infallible 
patent  medicine  for  bad  consciences"  is 
not  one  of  the  sayings  in  the  gospels.  If 
Jesus  could  have  been  consulted  on  Bun- 
yan's  allegory  as  to  that  business  of  the 
burden  of  sin  dropping  from  the  pilgrim's 
back  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  cross, 
we  must  infer  from  his  teaching  that  he 
would  have  told  Bunyan  in  forcible  terms 
that  he  had  never  made  a  greater  mistake 
in  his  life,  and  that  the  business  of  a  Christ 
was  to  make  self-satisfied  sinners  feel  the 
burden  of  their  sins  and  stop  committing 
them  instead  of  assuring  them  that  they 
could  not  help  it,  as  it  was  all  Adam's 
fault,  but  that  it  did  not  matter  as  long  as 
they  were  credulous  and  friendly  about 
himself.  Even  when  he  believed  himself 
to  be  a  god,  he  did  not  regard  himself  as 
a  scapegoat.  He  was  to  take  away  the  sins 
of  the  world  by  good  government,  by 
justice  and  mercy,  by  setting  the  welfare 
of  little  children  above  the  pride  of 
princes,  by  casting  all  the  quackeries  and 
idolatries  which  now  usurp  and  malver- 
sate  the  power  of  God  into  what  our  local 
authorities  quaintly  call  the  dust  destruc- 
tor, and  by  riding  on  the  clouds  of  heaven 
in  glory  instead  of  in  a  thousand-guinea 
motor  car.  That  was  delirious,  if  you  like; 
but  it  was  the  delirium  of  a  free  soul,  not 
of  a  shame-bound  one  like  Paul's.  There 
has  really  never  been  a  more  monstrous 
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imposition  perpetrated  than  the  imposi- 
tion of  the  limitations  of  Paul's  soul  upon 
the  soul  of  Jesus. 

THE   SECRET   OF   PAUL'S  SUCCESS 

Paul  must  soon  have  found  that  his 
followers  had  gained  peace  of  mind  and 
victory  over  death  and  sin  at  the  cost  of 
all  moral  responsibility;  for  he  did  his  best 
to  reintroduce  it  by  making  good  conduct 
the  test  of  sincere  belief,  and  insisting  that 
sincere  belief  was  necessary  to  salvation. 
But  as  his  system  was  rooted  in  the  plain 
fact  that  as  what  he  called  sin  includes  sex 
and  is  therefore  an  ineradicable  part  of 
human  nature  (why  else  should  Christ 
have  had  to  atone  for  the  sin  of  all  future 
generations?)  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
declare  that  sin,  even  in  its  wickedest  ex- 
tremity, could  forfeit  the  sinner's  salva- 
tion if  he  repented  and  believed.  And  to 
this  day  Pauline  Christianity  is,  and  owes 
its  enormous  vogue  to  being,  a  premium 
on  sin.  Its  consequences  have  had  to  be 
held  in  check  by  the  worldly  wise  majority 
through  a  violently  anti-Christian  system 
of  criminal  law  and  stern  morality.  But  of 
course  the  main  restraint  is  human  nature, 
which  has  good  impulses  as  well  as  bad 
ones,  and  refrains  from  theft  and  murder 
and  cruelty,  even  when  it  is  taught  that  it 
can  commit  them  all  at  the  expense  of 
Christ  and  go  happily  to  heaven  after- 
wards, simply  because  it  does  not  always 
want  to  murder  or  rob  or  torture. 

It  is  now  easy  to  understand  why  the 
Christianity  of  Jesus  failed  completely  to 
establish  itself  politically  and  socially,  and 
was  easily  suppressed  by  the  police  and 
the  Church,  whilst  Paulinism  overran  the 
whole  western  civilized  world,  which  was 
at  that  time  the  Roman  Empire,  and  was 
adopted  by  it  as  its  official  faith,  the  old 
avenging  gods  falling  helplessly  before 
the  new  Redeemer.  It  still  retains,  as  we 
may  see  in  Africa,  its  power  of  bringing 
to  simple  people  a  message  of  hope  and 
consolation  that  no  other  religion  offers. 


But  this  enchantment  is  produced  by  its 
spurious  association  with  the  personal 
charm  of  Jesus,  and  exists  only  for  un- 
trained minds.  In  the  hands  of  a  logical 
Frenchman  like  Calvin,  pushing  it  to  its 
utmost  conclusions,  and  devizing  "insti- 
tutes" for  hardheaded  adult  Scots  and 
literal  Swiss,  it  becomes  the  most  infernal 
of  fatalisms;  and  the  lives  of  civilized 
children  are  blighted  by  its  logic  whilst 
negro  piccaninnies  are  rejoicing  in  its 
legends. 

PAUL'S  QUALITIES 

Paul,  however,  did  not  get  his  great 
reputation  by  mere  imposition  and  re- 
action. It  is  only  in  comparison  with  Jesus 
(to  whom  many  prefer  him)  that  he  ap- 
pears common  and  conceited.  Though  in 
The  Acts  he  is  only  a  vulgar  revivalist,  he 
comes  out  in  his  own  epistles  as  a  genuine 
poet,  though  by  flashes  only.  He  is  no 
more  a  Christian  than  Jesus  was  a  Baptist: 
he  is  a  disciple  of  Jesus  only  as  Jesus  was 
a  disciple  of  John.  He  does  nothing  that 
Jesus  would  have  done,  and  says  nothing 
that  Jesus  would  have  said,  though  much, 
like  the  famous  ode  to  charity,  that  he 
would  have  admired.  He  is  more  Jewish 
than  the  Jews,  more  Roman  than  the 
Romans,  proud  both  ways,  full  of  start- 
ling confessions  and  self-revelations  that 
would  not  surprise  us  if  they  were 
slipped  into  the  pages  of  Nietzsche,  tor- 
mented by  an  intellectual  conscience  that 
demanded  an  argued  case  even  at  the  cost 
of  sophistry,  with  all  sorts  of  fine  qualities 
and  occasional  illuminations,  but  always 
hopelessly  in  the  toils  of  Sin,  Death,  and 
Logic,  which  had  no  power  over  Jesus. 
As  we  have  seen,  it  was  by  introducing 
this  bondage  and  terror  of  his  into  the 
Christian  doctrine  that  he  adapted  it  to 
the  Church  and  State  systems  which 
Jesus  transcended,  and  made  it  practicable 
by  destroying  the  specifically  Jesuist  side 
of  it.  He  would  have  been  quite  in  his 
place  in  any  modern  Protestant  State;  and 
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he,  not  Jesus,  is  the  true  head  and  founder 
of  our  Reformed  Church,  as  Peter  is  of 
the  Roman  Church.  The  followers  of 
Paul  and  Peter  made  Christendom,  whilst 
the  Nazarenes  were  wiped  out. 

THE  ACTS   OF  THE  APOSTLES 

Here  we  may  return  to  the  narrative 
called  The  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  which 
we  left  at  the  point  where  the  stoning  of 
Stephen  was  followed  by  the  introduc- 
tion of  Paul.  The  author  of  The  Acts, 
though  a  good  story-teller,  like  Luke, 
was  (herein  also  like  Luke)  much  weaker 
in  power  of  thought  than  in  imaginative 
literary  art.  Hence  we  find  Luke  credited 
with  the  authorship  of  The  Acts  by  people 
who  like  stories  and  have  no  aptitude  for 
theology,  whilst  the  book  itself  is  de- 
nounced as  spurious  by  Pauline  theo- 
logians because  Paul,  and  indeed  all  the 
apostles,  are  represented  in  it  as  very 
commonplace  revivalists,  interesting  us 
by  their  adventures  more  than  by  any 
qualities  of  mind  or  character.  Indeed,  but 
for  the  epistles,  we  should  have  a  very 
poor  opinion  of  the  apostles.  Paul  in 
particular  is  described  as  setting  a  fashion 
which  has  remained  in  continual  use  to 
this  day.  Whenever  he  addresses  an 
audience,  he  dwells  with  great  zest  on  his 
misdeeds  before  his  pseudo  conversion, 
with  the  effect  of  throwing  into  stronger 
relief  his  present  state  of  blessedness;  and 
he  tells  the  story  of  that  conversion  over 
and  over  again,  ending  with  exhortations 
to  the  hearers  to  come  and  be  saved,  and 
threats  of  the  wrath  that  will  overtake 
them  if  they  refuse.  At  any  revival  meet- 
ing today  the  same  thing  may  be  heard, 
followed  by  the  same  conversions.  This 
is  natural  enough;  but  it  is  totally  unlike 
the  preaching  of  Jesus,  who  never  talked 
about  his  personal  history,  and  never 
"worked  up"  an  audience  to  hysteria.  It 
aims  at  a  purely  nervous  effect;  it  brings 
no  enlightenment;  the  most  ignorant  man 
has  only  to  become  intoxicated  with  his 


own  vanity,  and  mistake  his  self-satisfac- 
tion for  the  Holy  Ghost,  to  become  quali- 
fied as  an  apostle;  and  it  has  absolutely 
nothing  to  do  with  the  characteristic 
doctrines  of  Jesus.  The  Holy  Ghost  may 
be  at  work  all  round  producing  wonders 
of  art  and  science,  and  strengthening  men 
to  endure  all  sorts  of  martyrdoms  for  the 
enlargement  of  knowledge,  and  the  en- 
richment and  intensification  of  life  ("that 
ye  may  have  life  more  abundantly");  but 
the  apostles,  as  described  in  The  Acts, 
take  no  part  in  the  struggle  except  as 
persecutors  and  revilers.  To  this  day, 
when  their  successors  get  the  upper  hand, 
as  in  Geneva  (Knox's  "perfect  city  of 
Christ")  and  in  Scotland  and  Ulster,  every 
spiritual  activity  but  moneymaking  and 
churchgoing  is  stamped  out;  heretics  are 
ruthlessly  persecuted;  and  such  pleasures 
as  money  can  purchase  are  suppressed  so 
that  its  possessors  are  compelled  to  go  on 
making  money  because  there  is  nothing 
else  to  do.  And  the  compensation  for  all 
this  privation  is  partly  an  insane  conceit 
of  being  the  elect  of  God,  with  a  reserved 
seat  in  heaven,  and  partly,  since  even  the 
most  infatuated  idiot  cannot  spend  his  life 
admiring  himself,  the  less  innocent  excite- 
ment of  punishing  other  people  for  not 
admiring  him,  and  the  nosing  out  of  the 
sins  of  the  people  who,  being  intelligent 
enough  to  be  incapable  of  mere  dull  self- 
righteousness,  and  highly  susceptible  to 
the  beauty  and  interest  of  the  real  work- 
ings of  the  Holy  Ghost,  try  to  live  more 
rational  and  abundant  lives.  The  abomin- 
able amusement  of  terrifying  children 
with  threats  of  hell  is  another  of  these 
diversions,  and  perhaps  the  vilest  and 
most  mischievous  of  them.  The  net  result 
is  that  the  imitators  of  the  apostles, 
whether  they  are  called  Holy  Willies  or 
Stigginses  in  derision,  or,  in  admiration, 
Puritans  or  saints,  are,  outside  their  own 
congregations,  and  to  a  considerable  ex- 
tent inside  them,  heartily  detested.  Now 
nobody  detests  Jesus,  though  many  who 
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have  been  tormented  in  their  childhood 
in  his  name  include  him  in  their  general 
loathing  of  everything  connected  with 
the  word  religion;  whilst  others,  who 
know  him  only  by  misrepresentation  as  a 
sentimental  pacifist  and  an  ascetic,  include 
him  in  their  general  dislike  of  that  type  of 
character.  In  the  same  way  a  student  who 
has  had  to  "get  up"  Shakespear  as  a 
college  subject  may  hate  Shakespear;  and 
people  who  dislike  the  theatre  may  in- 
clude Moli£re  in  that  dislike  without  ever 
having  read  a  line  of  his  or  witnessed  one 
of  his  plays;  but  nobody  with  any  know- 
ledge of  Shakespear  or  Moliere  could 
possibly  detest  them,  or  read  without 
pity  and  horror  a  description  of  their 
being  insulted,  tortured,  and  killed.  And 
the  same  is  true  of  Jesus.  But  it  requires 
the  most  strenuous  effort  of  conscience  to 
refrain  from  crying  "Serve  him  right" 
when  we  read  of  the  stoning  of  Stephen; 
and  nobody  has  ever  cared  twopence 
about  the  martyrdom  of  Peter:  many 
better  men  have  died  worse  deaths:  for 
example,  honest  Hugh  Latimer,  who  was 
burned  by  us,  was  worth  fifty  Stephens 
and  a  dozen  Peters.  One  feels  at  last  that 
when  Jesus  called  Peter  from  his  boat,  he 
spoiled  an  honest  fisherman,  and  made 
nothing  better  out  of  the  wreck  than  a 
salvation  monger. 

THE   CONTROVERSIES   ON  BAPTISM 
AND  TRANSUBSTANTIATION 

Meanwhile  the  inevitable  effect  of 
dropping  the  peculiar  doctrines  of  Jesus 
and  going  back  to  John  the  Baptist,  was 
to  make  it  much  easier  to  convert  Gentiles 
than  Jews;  and  it  was  by  following  the 
line  of  least  resistance  that  Paul  became 
the  apostle  to  the  Gentiles.  The  Jews  had 
their  own  rite  of  initiation:  the  rite  of 
circumcision;  and  they  were  fiercely 
jealous  for  it,  because  it  marked  them  as 
the  chosen  people  of  God,  and  set  them 
apart  from  the  Gentiles,  who  were  simply 
the  uncircumcized.  When  Paul,  finding 


that  baptism  made  way  faster  among  the 
Gentiles  than  among  the  Jews,  as  it  en- 
abled them  to  plead  that  they  too  were 
sanctified  by  a  rite  of  later  and  higher 
authority  than  the  Mosaic  rite,  he  was 
compelled  to  admit  that  circumcision  did 
not  matter;  and  this,  to  the  Jews,  was  an 
intolerable  blasphemy.  To  Gentiles  like 
ourselves,  a  good  deal  of  the  Epistle  to 
the  Romans  is  now  tedious  to  unreadable- 
ness  because  it  consists  of  a  hopeless 
attempt  by  Paul  to  evade  the  conclusion 
that  if  a  man  were  baptized  it  did  not 
matter  a  rap  whether  he  was  circumcized 
or  not.  Paul  claims  circumcision  as  an 
excellent  thing  in  its  way  for  a  Jew;  but  if 
it  has  no  efficacy  towards  salvation,  and  if 
salvation  is  the  one  thing  needful — and 
Paul  was  committed  to  both  propositions 
— his  pleas  in  mitigation  only  made  the 
Jews  more  determined  to  stone  him. 

Thus  from  the  very  beginning  of  apos- 
tolic Christianity,  it  was  hampered  by  a 
dispute  as  to  whether  salvation  was  to  be 
attained  by  a  surgical  operation  or  by  a 
sprinkling  of  water:  mere  rites  on  which 
Jesus  would  not  have  wasted  twenty 
words.  Later  on,  when  the  new  sect 
conquered  the  Gentile  west,  where  the 
dispute  had  no  practical  application,  the 
other  ceremony — that  of  eating  the  god 
— produced  a  still  more  disastrous  dis- 
pute, in  which  a  difference  of  belief,  not 
as  to  the  obligation  to  perform  the  cere- 
mony, but  as  to  whether  it  was  a  symbolic 
or  a  real  ingestion  of  divine  substance, 
produced  persecution,  slaughter,  hatred, 
and  everything  that  Jesus  loathed,  on  a 
monstrous  scale. 

But  long  before  that,  the  superstitions 
which  had  fastened  on  the  new  faith  made 
trouble.  The  parthenogenetic  birth  of 
Christ,  simple  enough  at  first  as  a  popular 
miracle,  was  not  left  so  simple  by  the 
theologians.  They  began  to  ask  of  what 
substance  Christ  was  made  in  the  womb 
of  the  virgin.  When  the  Trinity  was  added 
to  the  faith  the  question  arose,  was  the 
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virgin  the  mother  of  God  or  only  the 
mother  of  Jesus?  Arian  schisms  and  Nes- 
torian  schisms  arose  on  these  questions; 
and  the  leaders  of  the  resultant  agitations 
rancorously  deposed  one  another  and 
excommunicated  one  another  according 
to  their  luck  in  enlisting  the  emperors  on 
their  side.  In  the  IV  century  they  began 
to  burn  one  another  for  differences  of 
opinion  in  such  matters.  In  the  VIII  cen- 
tury Charlemagne  made  Christianity 
compulsory  by  killing  those  who  refused 
to  embrace  it;  and  though  this  made  an 
end  of  the  voluntary  character  of  conver- 
sion, Charlemagne  may  claim  to  be  the 
first  Christian  who  put  men  to  death  for 
any  point  of  doctrine  that  really  mattered. 
From  his  time  onward  the  history  of 
Christian  controversy  reeks  with  blood 
and  fire,  torture  and  warfare.  The  Cru- 
sades, the  persecutions  in  Albi  and  else- 
where, the  Inquisition,  the  "wars  of  re- 
ligion" which  followed  the  Reformation, 
all  presented  themselves  as  Christian 
phenomena;  but  who  can  doubt  that  they 
would  have  been  repudiated  with  horror 
by  Jesus?  Our  own  notion  that  the  mass- 
acre of  St  Bartholomew's  was  an  outrage 
on  Christianity,  whilst  the  campaigns  of 
Gustavus  Adolphus,  and  even  of  Fred- 
erick the  Great,  were  a  defence  of  it,  is 
as  absurd  as  the  opposite  notion  that 
Frederick  was  Antichrist,  and  Torque- 
mada  and  Ignatius  Loyola  men  after  the 
very  heart  of  Jesus.  Neither  they  nor  their 
exploits  had  anything  to  do  with  him.  It 
is  probable  that  Archbishop  Laud  and 
John  Wesley  died  equally  persuaded  that 
he  in  whose  name  they  had  made  them- 
selves famous  on  earth  would  receive 
them  in  Heaven  with  open  arms.  George 
Fox  the  Quaker  would  have  had  ten 
times  their  chance;  and  yet  Fox  made 
rather  a  miserable  business  of  life. 

Nevertheless  all  these  perversions  of 
the  doctrine  of  Jesus  derived  their  moral 
force  from  his  credit,  and  so  had  to  keep 
his  gospel  alive.  When  the  Protestants 


translated  the  Bible  into  the  vernacular 
and  let  it  loose  among  the  people,  they 
did  an  extremely  dangerous  thing,  as  the 
mischief  which  followed  proves;  but  they 
incidentally  let  loose  the  sayings  of  Jesus 
in  open  competition  with  the  sayings  of 
Paul  and  Koheleth  and  David  and  Solo- 
mon and  the  authors  of  Job  and  the 
Pentateuch;  and,  as  we  have  seen,  Jesus 
seems  to  be  the  winning  name.  The  glar- 
ing contradiction  between  his  teaching 
and  the  practice  of  all  the  States  and  all 
the  Churches  is  no  longer  hidden.  And  it 
may  be  that  though  nineteen  centuries 
have  passed  since  Jesus  was  born  (the 
date  of  his  birth  is  now  quaintly  given  as 
7  B.C.,  though  some  contend  for  100  B.C.), 
and  though  his  Church  has  not  yet  been 
founded  nor  his  political  system  tried,  the 
bankruptcy  of  all  the  other  systems  when 
audited  by  our  vital  statistics,  which  give 
us  a  final  test  for  all  political  systems,  is 
driving  us  hard  into  accepting  him,  not 
as  a  scapegoat,  but  as  one  who  was  much 
less  of  a  fool  in  practical  matters  than  we 
have  hitherto  all  thought  him. 

THE  ALTERNATIVE  CHRISTS 

Let  us  now  clear  up  the  situation  a 
little.  The  New  Testament  tells  two 
stories  for  two  different  sorts  of  readers. 
One  is  the  old  story  of  the  achievement  of 
our  salvation  by  the  sacrifice  and  atone- 
ment of  a  divine  personage  who  was 
barbarously  slain  and  rose  again  on  the 
third  day:  the  story  as  it  was  accepted  by 
the  apostles.  And  in  this  story  the  political, 
economic,  and  moral  views  of  the  Christ 
have  no  importance:  the  atonement  is 
everything;  and  we  are  saved  by  our  faith 
in  it,  and  not  by  works  or  opinions  (other 
than  that  particular  opinion)  bearing  on 
practical  affairs. 

The  other  is  the  story  of  a  prophet 
who,  after  expressing  several  very  inter- 
esting opinions  as  to  practical  conduct, 
both  personal  and  political,  which  are  now 
of  pressing  importance,  and  instructing 
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his  disciples  to  carry  them  out  in  their 
daily  life,  lost  his  head;  believed  himself 
to  be  a  crude  legendary  form  of  god;  and 
under  that  delusion  courted  and  suffered 
a  cruel  execution  in  the  belief  that  he 
would  rise  from  the  dead  and  come  in 
glory  to  reign  over  a  regenerated  world. 
In  this  form,  the  political,  economic,  and 
moral  opinions  of  Jesus,  as  guides  to 
conduct,  are  interesting  and  important: 
the  rest  is  mere  psychopathy  and  super- 
stition. The  accounts  of  the  resurrection, 
the  parthenogenetic  birth,  and  the  more 
incredible  miracles  are  rejected  as  inven- 
tions; and  such  episodes  as  the  conversa- 
tion with  the  devil  are  classed  with  similar 
conversations  recorded  of  St  Dunstan, 
Luther,  Bunyan,  Swedenborg,  and  Blake. 

CREDULITY  NO  CRITERION 

This  arbitrary  acceptance  and  rejection 
of  parts  of  the  gospel  is  not  peculiar  to  the 
Secularist  view.  We  have  seen  Luke  and 
John  reject  Matthew's  story  of  the  mass- 
acre of  the  innocents  and  the  flight  into 
Egypt  without  ceremony.  The  notion 
that  Matthew's  manuscript  is  a  literal  and 
infallible  record  of  facts,  not  subject  to 
the  errors  that  beset  all  earthly  chroni- 
clers, would  have  made  John  stare,  being 
as  it  is  a  comparatively  modern  fancy  of 
intellectually  untrained  people  who  keep 
the  Bible  on  the  same  shelf  with  Napo- 
leon's Book  of  Fate,  Old  Moore's  Alma- 
nack, and  handbooks  of  therapeutic 
herbalism.  You  may  be  a  fanatical  Salva- 
tionist and  reject  more  miracle  stories 
than  Huxley  did;  and  you  may  utterly 
repudiate  Jesus  as  the  Savior  and  yet  cite 
him  as  a  historical  witness  to  the  posses- 
sion by  men  of  the  most  marvellous 
thaumaturgical  powers.  "Christ  Scien- 
tist" and  Jesus  the  Mahatma  are  preached 
by  people  whom  Peter  would  have  struck 
dead  as  worse  infidels  than  Simon  Magus; 
and  the  Atonement  is  preached  by  Baptist 
and  Congregationalist  ministers  whose 
views  of  the  miracles  are  those  of  Inger- 


soll  and  Bradlaugh.  Luther,  who  made  a 
clean  sweep  of  all  the  saints  with  their 
million  miracles,  and  reduced  the  Blessed 
Virgin  herself  to  the  status  of  an  idol, 
concentrated  Salvationism  to  a  point  at 
which  the  most  execrable  murderer  who 
believes  in  it  when  the  rope  is  round  his 
neck,  flies  straight  to  the  arms  of  Jesus, 
whilst  Tom  Paine  and  Shelley  fall  into 
the  bottomless  pit  to  burn  there  to  all 
eternity.  And  sceptical  physicists  like  Sir 
William  Crookes  demonstrate  by  labora- 
tory experiments  that  "mediums"  like 
Dunglas  Home  can  make  the  pointer  of  a 
spring-balance  go  round  without  touch- 
ing the  weight  suspended  from  it. 

BELIEF   IN  PERSONAL  IMMORTALITY 
NO   CRITERION 

Nor  is  belief  in  individual  immortality 
any  criterion.  Theosophists,  rejecting 
vicarious  atonement  so  sternly  that  they 
insist  that  the  smallest  of  our  sins  brings 
its  Karma,  also  insist  on  individual  im- 
mortality and  metempsychosis  in  order 
to  provide  an  unlimited  field  for  Karma 
to  be  worked  out  by  the  unredeemed 
sinner.  The  belief  in  the  prolongation  of 
individual  life  beyond  the  grave  is  far 
more  real  and  vivid  among  table-rapping 
Spiritualists  than  among  conventional 
Christians.  The  notion  that  those  who 
reject  the  Christian  (or  any  other)  scheme 
of  salvation  by  atonement  must  reject 
also  belief  in  personal  immortality  and  in 
miracles  is  as  baseless  as  the  notion  that 
if  a  man  is  an  atheist  he  will  steal  your 
watch. 

I  could  multiply  these  instances  to 
weariness.  The  main  difference  that  set 
Gladstone  and  Huxley  by  the  ears  is  not 
one  between  belief  in  supernatural  per- 
sons or  miraculous  events  and  the  stern- 
est view  of  such  belief  as  a  breach  of 
intellectual  integrity:  it  is  the  difference 
between  belief  in  the  efficacy  of  the  cruci- 
fixion as  an  infallible  cure  for  guilt, 
and  a  congenital  incapacity  for  believing 
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this,  or  (the  same  thing)  desiring  to 
believe  it. 

THE  SECULAR  VIEW  NATURAL,  NOT 
RATIONAL,  THEREFORE   INEVITABLE 

It  must  therefore  be  taken  as  a  flat 
fundamental  modern  fact,  whether  we 
like  it  or  not,  that  whilst  many  of  us 
cannot  believe  that  Jesus  got  his  curious 
grip  of  our  souls  by  mere  sentimentality, 
neither  can  we  believe  that  he  was  John 
Barleycorn.  The  more  our  reason  and 
study  lead  us  to  believe  that  Jesus  was 
talking  the  most  penetrating  good  sense 
when  he  preached  Communism;  when 
he  declared  that  the  reality  behind  the 
popular  belief  in  God  was  a  creative  spirit 
in  ourselves  called  by  him  the  ^Heavenly 
Father  and  by  us  Evolution,  Elan  Vital, 
Life  Force  and  other  names;  when  he  pro- 
tested against  the  claims  of  marriage  and 
the  family  to  appropriate  that  high  part 
of  our  energy  that  was  meant  for  the  ser- 
vice of  his  Father,  the  more  impossible  it 
becomes  for  us  to  believe  that  he  was 
talking  equally  good  sense  when  he  so 
suddenly  announced  that  he  was  himself 
a  visible  concrete  God;  that  his  flesh  and 
blood  were  miraculous  food  for  us;  that 
he  must  be  tortured  and  slain  in  the 
traditional  manner  and  would  rise  from 
the  dead  after  three  days;  and  that  at  his 
Second  Coming  the  stars  would  fall  from 
heaven  and  he  become  king  of  an  earthly 
paradise.  But  it  is  easy  and  reasonable  to 
believe  that  an  overwrought  preacher  at 
last  went  mad  as  Swift  and  Ruskin  and 
Nietzsche  went  mad.  Every  asylum  has  in 
it  a  patient  suffering  from  the  delusion 
that  he  is  a  god,  yet  otherwise  sane 
enough.  These  patients  do  not  nowadays 
declare  that  they  will  be  barbarously  slain 
and  will  rise  from  the  dead,  because  they 
have  lost  that  tradition  of  the  destiny  of 
godhead;  but  they  claim  everything  ap- 
pertaining to  divinity  that  is  within  their 
knowledge. 

Thus  the  gospels  as  memoirs  and  sug- 


gestive statements  of  sociological  and 
biological  doctrine,  highly  relevant  to 
modern  civilization,  though  ending  in  the 
history  of  a  psychopathic  delusion,  are 
quite  credible,  intelligible,  and  interesting 
to  modern  thinkers.  In  any  other  light 
they  are  neither  credible,  intelligible,  nor 
interesting  except  to  people  upon  whom 
the  delusion  imposes. 

"THE  HIGHER  CRITICISM" 

Historical  research  and  paleographic 
criticism  will  no  doubt  continue  their 
demonstrations  that  the  New  Testament, 
like  the  Old,  seldom  tells  a  single  story  or 
expounds  a  single  doctrine,  and  gives  us 
often  an  accretion  and  conglomeration  of 
widely  discrete  and  even  unrelated  tradi- 
tions and  doctrines.  But  these  disintegra- 
tions, though  technically  interesting  to 
scholars,  and  gratifying  or  exasperating, 
as  the  case  may  be,  to  people  who  are 
merely  defending  or  attacking  the  paper 
fortifications  of  the  infallibility  of  the 
Bible,  have  hardly  anything  to  do  with 
the  purpose  of  these  pages.  I  have  men- 
tioned the  fact  that  most  of  the  authorities 
are  now  agreed  (for  the  moment)  that  the 
date  of  the  birth  of  Jesus  may  be  placed 
at  about  7  B.C.;  but  they  do  not  therefore 
date  their  letters  1923,  nor,  I  presume,  do 
they  expect  me  to  do  so.  What  I  am 
engaged  in  is  a  criticism  (in  the  Kantian 
sense)  of  an  established  body  of  belief 
which  has  become  an  actual  part  of  the 
mental  fabric  of  my  readers;  and  I  should 
be  the  most  exasperating  of  triflers  and 
pedants  if  I  were  to  digress  into  a  criticism 
of  some  other  belief  or  no-belief  which  my 
readers  might  conceivably  profess  if  they 
were  erudite  Scriptural  paleographers  and 
historians,  in  which  case,  by  the  way,  they 
would  have  to  change  their  views  so 
frequently  that  the  gospel  they  received 
in  their  childhood  would  dominate  them 
after  all  by  its  superior  persistency.  The 
chaos  of  mere  facts  in  which  the  Sermon 
on  the  Mount  and  the  Ode  to  Charity 
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suggest  nothing  but  disputes  as  to 
whether  they  are  interpolations  or  not,  in 
which  Jesus  becomes  nothing  but  a  name 
suspected  of  belonging  to  ten  different 
prophets  or  executed  persons,  in  which 
Paul  is  only  the  man  who  could  not 
possibly  have  written  the  epistles  attri- 
buted to  him,  in  which  Chinese  sages, 
Greek  philosophers,  Latin  authors,  and 
writers  of  ancient  anonymous  inscrip- 
tions are  thrown  at  our  heads  as  the 
sources  of  this  or  that  scrap  of  the  Bible, 
is  neither  a  religion  nor  a  criticism  of 
religion:  one  does  not  offer  the  fact  that 
a  good  deal  of  the  medieval  building  in 
Peterborough  Cathedral  was  found  to  be 
flagrant  jerry-building  as  a  criticism  of 
the  Dean's  sermons.  For  good  or  evil, 
we  have  made  a  synthesis  out  of  the 
literature  we  call  the  Bible;  and  though 
the  discovery  that  there  is  a  good  deal  of 
jerry-building  in  the  Bible  is  interesting  in 
its  way,  because  everything  about  the 
Bible  is  interesting,  it  does  not  alter  the 
synthesis  very  materially  even  for  the 
paleographers,  and  does  not  alter  it  at  all 
for  those  who  know  no  more  about 
modern  paleography  than  Archbishop 
Ussher  did.  I  have  therefore  indicated 
little  more  of  the  discoveries  than  Arch- 
bishop Ussher  might  have  guessed  for 
himself  if  he  had  read  the  Bible  without 
prepossessions. 

For  the  rest,  I  have  taken  the  synthesis 
as  it  really  lives  and  works  in  men.  After 
all,  a  synthesis  is  what  you  want:  it  is  the 
case  you  have  to  judge  brought  to  an 
apprehensible  issue  for  you.  Even  if  you 
have  little  more  respect  for  synthetic  bio- 
graphy than  for  synthetic  rubber,  syn- 
thetic milk,  and  the  still  unachieved 
synthetic  protoplasm  which  is  to  enable  us 
to  make  different  sorts  of  men  as  a  pastry- 
cook makes  different  sorts  of  tarts,  the 
practical  issue  still  lies  as  plainly  before 
you  as  before  the  most  credulous  votaries 
of  what  pontificates  as  the  Higher 
Criticism. 


THE  PERILS  OF  SALVATIONISM 


The  secular  view  of  Jesus  is  powerfully 
reinforced  by  the  increase  in  our  day  of 
the  number  of  people  who  have  had  the 
means  of  educating  and  training  them- 
selves to  the  point  at  which  they  are  not 
afraid  to  look  facts  in  the  face,  even  such 
terrifying  facts  as  sin  and  death.  The 
result  is  greater  sternness  in  modern 
thought.  The  conviction  is  spreading  that 
to  encourage  a  man  to  believe  that  though 
his  sins  be  as  scarlet  he  can  be  made 
whiter  than  snow  by  an  easy  exercise  of 
self-conceit,  is  to  encourage  him  to  be  a 
rascal.  It  did  not  work  so  badly  when  you 
could  also  conscientiously  assure  him  that 
if  he  let  himself  be  caught  napping  in  the 
matter  of  faith  by  death,  a  red-hot  hell 
would  roast  him  alive  to  all  eternity.  In 
those  days  a  sudden  death — the  most 
enviable  of  all  deaths — was  regarded  as 
the  most  frightful  calamity.  It  was  classed 
with  plague,  pestilence,  and  famine,  battle 
and  murder,  in  our  prayers.  But  belief  in 
that  hell  is  fast  vanishing.  All  the  leaders 
of  thought  have  lost  it;  and  even  for  the 
rank  and  file  it  has  fled  to  those  parts  of 
Ireland  and  Scotland  which  are  still  in  the 
seventeenth  century.  Even  there,  it  is 
tacitly  reserved  for  the  other  fellow. 

THE   IMPORTANCE   OF  HELL  IN  THE 
SALVATION   SCHEME 

The  seriousness  of  throwing  over  hell 
whilst  still  clinging  to  the  Atonement  is 
obvious.  If  there  is  no  punishment  for  sin 
there  can  be  no  self-forgiveness  for  it.  If 
Christ  paid  our  score,  and  if  there  is  no 
hell  and  therefore  no  chance  of  our  getting 
into  trouble  by  forgetting  the  obligation, 
then  we  can  be  as  wicked  as  we  like  with 
impunity  inside  the  secular  law,  even 
from  self-reproach,  which  becomes  mere 
ingratitude  to  the  Savior.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  Christ  did  not  pay  our  score,  it 
still  stands  against  us;  and  such  debts 
make  us  extremely  uncomfortable.  The 
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drive  of  evolution,  which  we  call  con- 
science and  honor,  seizes  on  such  slips, 
and  shames  us  to  the  dust  for  being  so 
low  in  the  scale  as  to  be  capable  of  them. 
The  "saved"  thief  experiences  an  ecstatic 
happiness  which  can  never  come  to  the 
honest  atheist:  he  is  tempted  to  steal  again 
to  repeat  the  glorious  sensation.  But  if  the 
atheist  steals  he  has  no  such  happiness.  He 
is  a  thief  and  knows  that  he  is  a  thief. 
Nothing  can  rub  that  off  him.  He  may  try 
to  soothe  his  shame  by  some  sort  of  re- 
stitution or  equivalent  act  of  benevol- 
ence; but  that  does  not  alter  the  fact  that 
he  did  steal;  and  his  conscience  will  not 
be  easy  until  he  has  conquered  his  will  to 
steal  and  changed  himself  into  an  honest 
man  by  developing  that  divine  spark 
within  him  which  Jesus  insisted  on  as 
the  everyday  reality  of  what  the  atheist 
denies. 

Now  though  the  state  of  the  believers 
in  the  Atonement  may  thus  be  the 
happier,  it  is  most  certainly  not  more  de- 
sirable from  the  point  of  view  of  the  com- 
munity. The  fact  that  a  believer  is  happier 
than  a  sceptic  is  no  more  to  the  point  than 
the  fact  that  a  drunken  man  is  happier 
than  a  sober  one.  The  happiness  of  cred- 
ulity is  a  cheap  and  dangerous  quality  of 
happiness,  and  by  no  means  a  necessity 
of  life.  Whether  Socrates  got  as  much 
happiness  out  of  life  as  Wesley  is  an  un- 
answerable question;  but  a  nation  of 
Socrateses  would  be  much  safer  and 
happier  than  a  nation  of  Wesleys;  and  its 
individuals  would  be  higher  in  the  evolu- 
tionary scale.  At  all  events  it  is  in  the 
Socratic  man  and  not  in  the  Wesleyan 
that  our  hope  lies  now. 

THE  RIGHT  TO  REFUSE  ATONEMENT 

Consequently,  even  if  it  were  mentally 
possible  for  all  of  us  to  believe  in  the 
Atonement,  we  should  have  to  cry  off  it, 
as  we  evidently  have  a  right  to  do.  Every 
man  to  whom  salvation  is  offered  has  an 
inalienable  natural  right  to  say  "No, 


thank  you:  I  prefer  to  retain  my  full 
moral  responsibility:  it  is  not  good  forme 
to  be  able  to  load  a  scapegoat  with  my 
sins:  I  should  be  less  careful  how  I  com- 
mitted them  if  I  knew  they  would  cost 
me  nothing/'  Then,  too,  there  is  the 
attitude  of  Ibsen:  that  iron  moralist  to 
whom  the  whole  scheme  of  salvation  was 
only  an  ignoble  attempt  to  cheat  God;  to 
get  into  heaven  without  paying  the  price. 
To  be  let  off,  to  beg  for  and  accept  eternal 
life  as  a  present  instead  of  earning  it, 
would  be  mean  enough  even  if  we  ac- 
cepted the  contempt  of  the  Power  on 
whose  pity  we  were  trading;  but  to  bar- 
gain for  a  crown  of  glory  as  well!  that 
was  too  much  for  Ibsen:  it  provoked  him 
to  exclaim,  "Your  God  is  an  old  man 
whom  you  cheat,"  and  to  lash  the  deadened 
conscience  of  the  nineteenth  century 
back  to  life  with  a  whip  of  scorpions. 

THE  TEACHING   OF  CHRISTIANITY 

And  there  I  must  leave  the  matter  to 
such  choice  as  your  nature  allows  you. 
The  honest  teacher  who  has  to  make 
known  to  a  novice  the  facts  about  Chris- 
tianity cannot  in  any  essential  regard,  I 
think,  put  the  facts  otherwise  than  as 
I  have  put  them.  If  children  are  to  be 
delivered  from  the  proselytizing  atheist 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  proselytizing 
nun  in  the  convent  school  on  the  other, 
with  all  the  other  proselytizers  that  lie 
between  them,  they  must  not  be  burdened 
with  idle  controversies  as  to  whether 
there  was  ever  such  a  person  as  Jesus  or 
not.  When  Hume  said  that  Joshua's  cam- 
paigns were  impossible,  Whately  did  not 
wrangle  about  it:  he  proved,  on  the  same 
lines,  that  the  campaigns  of  Napoleon 
were  impossible.  Only  fictitious  char- 
acters will  stand  Hume's  sort  of  examina- 
tion: nothing  will  ever  make  Edward  the 
Confessor  and  St  Louis  as  real  to  us  as 
Don  Quixote  and  Mr  Pickwick.  We  must 
cut  the  controversy  short  by  declaring 
that  there  is  the  same  evidence  for  the 
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existence  of  Jesus  as  for  that  of  any  other 
person  of  his  time;  and  the  fact  that  you 
may  not  believe  everything  Matthew  tells 
you  no  more  disproves  the  existence  of 
Jesus  than  the  fact  that  you  do  not  believe 
everything  Macaulay  tells  you  disproves 
the  existence  of  William  III.  The  gospel 
narratives  in  the  main  give  you  a  bio- 
graphy which  is  quite  credible  and 
accountable  on  purely  secular  grounds 
when  you  have  trimmed  off  everything 
that  Hume  or  Grimm  or  Rousseau  or 
Huxley  or  any  modern  bishop  could  re- 
ject as  fanciful.  Without  going  further 
than  this,  you  can  become  a  follower  of 
Jesus  just  as  you  can  become  a  follower 
of  Confucius  or  Lao  Tse,  and  may  there- 
fore call  yourself  a  Jesuist,  or  even  a 
Christian,  if  you  hold,  as  the  strictest 
Secularist  quite  legitimately  may,  that  all 
prophets  are  inspired,  and  all  men  with  a 
mission,  Christs. 

The  teacher  of  Christianity  has  then  to 
make  known  to  the  child,  first  the  song 
of  John  Barleycorn,  with  the  fields  and 
seasons  as  witness  to  its  eternal  truth. 
Then,  as  the  child's  mind  matures,  it  can 
learn,  as  historical  and  psychological 
phenomena,  the  tradition  of  the  scape- 
goat, the  Redeemer,  the  Atonement,  the 
Resurrection,  the  Second  Coming,  and 
how,  in  a  world  saturated  with  this  tradi- 
tion, Jesus  has  been  largely  accepted  as 
the  long  expected  and  often  prophesied 
Redeemer,  the  Messiah,  the  Christ.  It  is 
open  to  the  child  also  to  accept  him.  If 
the  child  is  built  like  Gladstone,  he  will 
accept  Jesus  as  his  Savior,  and  Peter  and 
John  the  Baptist  as  the  Savior's  revealer 
and  forerunner  respectively.  If  he  is  built 
like  Huxley,  he  will  take  the  secular  view, 
in  spite  of  all  that  a  pious  family  can  do 
to  prevent  him.  The  important  thing  now 
is  that  the  Gladstones  and  Huxleys  should 
no  longer  waste  their  time  irrelevantly 
and  ridiculously  wrangling  about  the 
Gadarene  swine,  and  that  they  should 
make  up  their  minds  as  to  the  soundness 


of  the  secular  doctrines  of  Jesus;  for  it  is 
about  these  that  they  may  come  to  blows 
in  our  own  time. 

CHRISTIANITY  AND   THE  EMPIRE 

Finally,  let  us  ask  why  it  is  that  the  old 
superstitions  have  so  suddenly  lost  coun- 
tenance that  although,  to  the  utter  dis- 
grace of  the  nation's  leaders  and  rulers, 
the  laws  by  which  persecutors  can  de- 
stroy or  gag  all  freedom  of  thought  and 
speech  in  these  matters  are  still  unrepealed 
and  ready  to  the  hand  of  our  bigots  and 
fanatics  (quite  recently  a  respectable 
shopkeeper  was  convicted  of  "blas- 
phemy" for  saying  that  if  a  modern  girl 
accounted  for  an  illicit  pregnancy  by  say- 
ing she  had  conceived  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
we  should  know  what  to  think:  a  remark 
which  would  never  have  occurred  to  him 
had  he  been  properly  taught  how  the 
story  was  grafted  on  the  gospel),  yet 
somehow  they  are  used  only  against  poor 
men,  and  that  only  in  a  half-hearted  way. 
When  we  consider  that  from  the  time 
when  the  first  scholar  ventured  to  whisper 
as  a  professional  secret  that  the  Penta- 
teuch could  not  possibly  have  been 
written  by  Moses  to  the  time  within  my 
own  recollection  when  Bishop  Colenso, 
for  saying  the  same  thing  openly,  was 
inhibited  from  preaching  and  actually  ex- 
communicated, eight  centuries  elapsed 
(the  point  at  issue,  though  technically  in- 
teresting to  paleographers  and  historians, 
having  no  more  bearing  on  human  wel- 
fare than  the  controversy  as  to  whether 
uncial  or  cursive  is  the  older  form  of 
writing);  yet  now,  within  fifty  years  of 
Colenso's  heresy,  there  is  not  a  Church- 
man of  any  authority  living,  or  an  edu- 
cated layman,  who  could  without  ridicule 
declare  that  Moses  wrote  the  Pentateuch 
as  Pascal  wrote  his  Thoughts  or 
D'Aubigny  his  History  of  the  Reforma- 
tion, or  that  St  Jerome  wrote  the  passage 
about  the  three  witnesses  in  the  Vulgate, 
or  that  there  are  less  than  three  different 
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accounts  of  the  creation  jumbled  to- 
gether in  the  book  of  Genesis.  Now  the 
maddest  Progressive  will  hardly  contend 
that  our  growth  in  wisdom  and  liberality 
has  been  greater  in  the  last  half  century 
than  in  the  sixteen  half  centuries  preced- 
ing: indeed  it  would  be  easier  to  sustain 
the  thesis  that  the  last  fifty  years  have 
witnessed  a  distinct  reaction  from  Vic- 
torian Liberalism  to  Collectivism  which 
has  perceptibly  strengthened  the  State 
Churches.  Yet  the  fact  remains  that 
whereas  Byron's  Cain,  published  a  cen- 
tury ago,  is  a  leading  case  on  the  point 
that  there  is  no  copyright  in  a  blas- 
phemous book,  the  Salvation  Army  might 
now  include  it  among  its  publications 
without  shocking  anyone. 

I  suggest  that  the  causes  which  have 
produced  this  sudden  clearing  of  the  air 
include  the  transformation  of  many 
modern  States,  notably  the  old  self-con- 
tained French  Republic  and  the  tight 
little  Island  of  Britain,  into  empires  which 
overflow  the  frontiers  of  all  the  Churches. 
In  India,  for  example,  there  are  less  than 
four  million  Christians  out  of  a  popula- 
tion of  three  hundred  and  sixteen  and  a 
half  millions.  The  King  of  England  is  the 
defender  of  the  faith;  but  what  faith  is 
now  the  faith?  The  inhabitants  of  this 
island  would,  within  the  memory  of 
persons  still  living,  have  claimed  that 
their  faith  is  surely  the  faith  of  God, 
and  that  all  others  are  heathen.  But  we 
islanders  are  only  forty-five  millions;  and 
if  we  count  ourselves  all  as  Christians, 
there  are  still  seventy-seven  and  a  quarter 
million  Mahometans  in  the  Empire.  Add 
to  these  the  Hindoos  and  Buddhists, 
Sikhs  and  Jains,  whom  I  was  taught  in 
my  childhood,  by  way  of  religious  in- 
struction, to  regard  as  gross  idolaters 
consigned  to  eternal  perdition,  but  whose 
faith  I  can  now  be  punished  for  disparaging 
by  a  provocative  word,  and  you  have  a 
total  of  over  three  hundred  and  forty-two 
and  a  quarter  million  heretics  to  swamp 


our  forty-five  million  Britons,  of  whom, 
by  the  way,  only  six  thousand  call  them- 
selves distinctively  "disciples  of  Christ," 
the  rest  being  members  of  the  Church  of 
England  and  other  denominations  whose 
discipleship  is  less  emphatically  affirmed. 
In  short,  the  Englishman  of  today,  in- 
stead of  being,  like  the  forefathers  whose 
ideas  he  clings  to,  a  subject  of  a  State 
practically  wholly  Christian,  is  now 
crowded,  and  indeed  considerably  over- 
crowded, into  a  corner  of  an  Empire  in 
which  the  Christians  are  a  mere  eleven 
per  cent  of  the  population;  so  that  the 
Nonconformist  who  allows  his  umbrella 
stand  to  be  sold  up  rather  than  pay  rates 
towards  the  support  of  a  Church  of 
England  school,  finds  himself  paying 
taxes  not  only  to  endow  the  Church  of 
Rome  in  Malta,  but  to  send  Christians  to 
prison  for  the  blasphemy  of  offering 
Bibles  for  sale  in  the  streets  of  Khartoum. 

Turn  to  France,  a  country  ten  times 
more  insular  in  its  preoccupation  with  its 
own  language,  its  own  history,  its  own 
character,  than  we,  who  have  always  been 
explorers  and  colonizers  and  grumblers. 
This  once  self-centred  nation  is  forty 
millions  strong.  The  total  population  of 
the  French  Republic  is  about  one  hundred 
and  fourteen  millions.  The  French  are 
not  in  our  hopeless  Christian  minority  of 
eleven  per  cent;  but  they  are  in  a  minority 
of  thirty-five  per  cent,  which  is  fairly 
conclusive.  And,  being  a  more  logical 
people  than  we,  they  have  officially  aban- 
doned Christianity  and  declared  that  the 
French  State  has  no  specific  religion. 

Neither  has  the  British  State,  though  it 
does  not  say  so.  No  doubt  there  are  many 
innocent  people  in  England  who  take 
Charlemagne's  view,  and  would,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  offer  our  eighty-nine 
per  cent  of  * 'pagans,  I  regret  to  say"  the 
alternative  of  death  or  Christianity  but 
for  a  vague  impression  that  these  lost 
ones  are  all  being  converted  gradually  by 
the  missionaries.  But  no  statesman  can 
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entertain  such  ludicrously  parochial  delu- 
sions. No  English  king  or  French  presi- 
dent can  possibly  govern  on  the  assump- 
tion that  the  theology  of  Peter  and  Paul, 
Luther  and  Calvin,  has  any  objective 
validity,  or  that  the  Christ  is  more  than 
the  Buddha,  or  Jehovah  more  than 
Krishna,  or  Jesus  more  or  less  human 
than  Mahomet  or  Zoroaster  or  Confucius. 
He  is  actually  compelled,  in  so  far  as  he 
makes  laws  against  blasphemy  at  all,  to 
treat  all  the  religions,  including  Chris- 
tianity, as  blasphemous  when  paraded 
before  people  who  are  not  accustomed  to 
them  and  do  not  want  them.  And  even 
that  is  a  concession  to  a  mischievous 
intolerance  which  an  empire  should  use 
its  control  of  education  to  eradicate. 

On  the  other  hand,  Governments  can- 
not really  divest  themselves  of  religion, 
or  even  of  dogma.  When  Jesus  said  that 
people  should  not  only  live  but  live  more 
abundantly,  he  was  dogmatizing;  and 
many  Pessimist  sages,  including  Shake- 
spear,  whose  hero  begged  his  friend  to 
refrain  from  suicide  in  the  words  "Absent 
thee  from  felicity  awhile,"  would  say 
dogmatizing  very  perniciously.  Indeed 
many  preachers  and  saints  declare,  some 
of  them  in  the  name  of  Jesus  himself, 
that  this  world  is  a  vale  of  tears,  and  that 
our  lives  had  better  be  passed  in  sorrow 
and  even  in  torment,  as  a  preparation  for 
a  better  life  to  come.  Make  these  sad 
people  comfortable;  and  they  baffle  you 
by  putting  on  hair  shirts. 

None  the  less,  Governments  must  pro- 
ceed on  dogmatic  assumptions,  whether 
they  call  them  dogmas  or  not;  and  they 
must  clearly  be  assumptions  common 
enough  to  stamp  those  who  reject  them 
as  eccentrics  or  lunatics.  And  the  greater 
and  more  heterogeneous  the  population 
the  commoner  the  assumptions  must  be. 
A  Trappist  monastery  can  be  conducted 
on  assumptions  which  would  in  twenty- 
four  hours  provoke  the  village  at  its  gates 
to  insurrection.  That  is  because  the 


monastery  selects  its  people;  and  if  a 
Trappist  does  not  like  it  he  can  leave  it. 
But  a  subject  of  the  British  Empire  or  the 
French  Republic  is  not  selected;  and  if 
he  does  not  like  it  he  must  lump  it; 
for  emigration  is  practicable  only  within 
narrow  limits,  and  seldom  provides  an 
effective  remedy,  all  civilizations  being 
now  much  alike. 

To  anyone  capable  of  comprehending 
government  at  all  it  must  be  evident 
without  argument  that  the  set  of  funda- 
mental assumptions  drawn  up  in  the 
thirty-nine  articles  or  in  the  Westminster 
Confession  are  wildly  impossible  as 
political  constitutions  for  modern  em- 
pires. A  personal  profession  of  them  by 
any  person  disposed  to  take  such  profes- 
sions seriously  would  practically  dis- 
qualify him  for  high  imperial  office.  A 
Calvinist  Viceroy  of  India  and  a  Particular 
Baptist  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign 
Affairs  would  wreck  the  empire.  The 
Stuarts  wrecked  even  the  tight  little  island 
which  was  the  nucleus  of  the  empire 
by  their  Scottish  logic  and  theological 
dogma;  and  it  may  be  sustained  very 
plausibly  that  the  alleged  aptitude  of  the 
English  for  self-government,  which  is 
contradicted  by  every  chapter  of  their 
history.,  is  really  only  an  incurable  in- 
aptitude for  theology,  and  indeed  for  co- 
ordinated thought  in  any  direction,which 
makes  them  equally  impatient  of  system- 
atic despotism  and  systematic  good 
government:  their  history  being  that  of 
a  badly  governed  and  accidentally  free 
people  (comparatively).  Thus  our  success 
in  colonizing,  as  far  as  it  has  not  been 
produced  by  exterminating  the  natives, 
has  been  due  to  our  indifference  to  the 
salvation  of  our  subjects.  Ireland  is  the 
exception  which  proves  the  rule;  for 
Ireland,  the  standing  instance  of  the  in- 
ability of  the  English  to  colonize  without 
extermination  of  natives,  is  also  the  one 
country  under  British  rule  in  which  the 
conquerors  and  colonizers  proceeded  on 


602 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


the  assumption  that  their  business  was  to 
establish  Protestantism  as  well  as  to  make 
money  and  thereby  secure  at  least  the 
lives  of  the  unfortunate  inhabitants  out  of 
whose  labor  it  could  be  made.  At  this 
moment  Ulster  is  refusing  to  accept 
fellow-citizenship  with  the  other  Irish 
provinces  because  the  south  believes  in 
St  Peter  and  Bossuet,  and  the  north  in  St 
Paul  and  Calvin*  Imagine  the  effect  of 
trying  to  govern  India  or  Egypt  from 
Belfast  or  from  the  Vatican! 

The  position  is  perhaps  graver  for 
France  than  for  England,  because  the 
sixty-five  per  cent  of  French  subjects 
who  are  neither  French  nor  Christian  nor 
Modernist  includes  some  thirty  millions 
of  negroes  who  are  susceptible,  and  indeed 
highly  susceptible,  of  conversion  to  those 
Salvationist  forms  of  pseudo-Christianity 
which  have  produced  all  the  persecutions 
and  religious  wars  of  the  last  fifteen 
hundred  years.  When  the  late  explorer 
Sir  Henry  Stanley  told  me  of  the  emo- 
tional grip  which  Christianity  had  over 
the  Baganda  tribes,  and  read  me  their 
letters,  which  were  exactly  like  medieval 
letters,  in  their  literal  faith  and  ever- 
present  piety,  I  said  "Can  these  men 
handle  a  rifle?"  To  which  Stanley  replied 
with  some  scorn  "Of  course  they  can,  as 
well  as  any  white  man."  Now  at  this 
moment  (1915)  a  vast  European  war  is 
being  waged,  in  which  the  French  are  us- 
ing Senegalese  soldiers.  I  ask  the  French 
Government,  which,  like  our  own 
Government,  is  deliberately  leaving  the 
religious  instruction  of  these  negroes  in 
the  hands  of  missions  of  Petrine  Catholics 
and  Pauline  Calvinists,  whether  they  have 
considered  the  possibility  of  a  new  series 
of  crusades,  by  ardent  African  Salva- 
tionists, to  rescue  Paris  from  the  grip  of 
the  modern  scientific  "infidel,"  and  to 
raise  the  cry  of  "Back  to  the  Apostles: 
back  to  Charlemagne!" 

We  are  more  fortunate  in  that  an  over- 
whelming majority  of  our  subjects  are 


Hindoos,  Mahometans,  and  Buddhists: 
that  is,  they  have,  as  a  prophylactic 
against  Salvationist  Christianity,  highly 
civilized  religions  of  their  own.  Mahomet- 
anism,  which  Napoleon  at  the  end  of  his 
career  classed  as  perhaps  the  best  popular 
religion  for  modern  political  use,  might 
in  some  respects  have  arisen  as  a  reformed 
Christianity  if  Mahomet  had  had  to  deal 
with  a  population  of  seventeenth  century 
Christians  instead  of  Arabs  who  wor- 
shipped stones.  As  it  is,  men  do  not  reject 
Mahomet  for  Calvin;  and  to  offer  a 
Hindoo  so  crude  a  theology  as  ours  in 
exchange  for  his  own,  or  our  Jewish 
canonical  literature  as  an  improvement 
on  Hindoo  scripture,  is  to  offer  old  lamps 
for  older  ones  in  a  market  where  the 
oldest  lamps,  like  old  furniture  in  Eng- 
land, are  the  most  highly  valued. 

Yet,  I  repeat,  government  is  impossible 
without  a  religion:  that  is,  without  a  body 
of  common  assumptions.  The  open  mind 
never  acts:  when  we  have  done  our 
utmost  to  arrive  at  a  reasonable  conclu- 
sion, we  still,  when  we  can  reason  and 
investigate  no  more,  must  close  our  minds 
for  the  moment  with  a  snap,  and  act 
dogmatically  on  our  conclusions.  The 
man  who  waits  to  make  an  entirely 
reasonable  will  dies  intestate.  A  man  so 
reasonable  as  to  have  an  open  mind  about 
theft  and  murder,  or  about  the  need  for 
food  and  reproduction,  might  just  as  well 
be  a  fool  and  a  scoundrel  for  any  use  he 
could  be  as  a  legislator  or  a  State  official. 
The  modern  pseudo-democratic  states- 
man, who  says  that  he  is  only  in  power 
to  carry  out  the  will  of  the  people,  and 
moves  only  as  the  cat  jumps,  is  clearly 
a  political  and  intellectual  brigand.  The 
rule  of  the  negative  man  who  has  no  con- 
victions means  in  practice  the  rule  of  the 
positive  mob.  Freedom  of  conscience  as 
Cromwell  used  the  phrase  is  an  excellent 
thing;  nevertheless  if  any  man  had  pro- 
posed to  give  effect  to  freedom  of  con- 
science as  to  cannibalism  in  England, 
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Cromwell  would  have  laid  him  by  the 
heels  almost  as  promptly  as  he  would 
have  laid  a  Roman  Catholic,  though  in 
Fiji  at  the  same  moment  he  would  have 
supported  heartily  the  freedom  of  con- 
science of  a  vegetarian  who  disparaged 
the  sacred  diet  of  Long  Pig. 

Here  then  comes  in  the  importance  of 
the  repudiation  by  Jesus  of  proselytism. 
His  rule  "Dont  pull  up  the  tares:  sow  the 
wheat:  if  you  try  to  pull  up  the  tares  you 
will  pull  up  the  wheat  with  it"  is  the  only 
possible  rule  for  a  statesman  governing 
a  modern  empire,  or  a  voter  supporting 
such  a  statesman.  There  is  nothing  in  the 
teaching  of  Jesus  that  cannot  be  assented 
to  by  a  Brahman,  a  Mahometan,  a  Bud- 
dhist, or  a  Jew,  without  any  question  of 
their  conversion  to  Christianity.  In  some 
ways  it  is  easier  to  reconcile  a  Mahometan 
to  Jesus  than  a  British  parson,  because  the 
idea  of  a  professional  priest  is  unfamiliar 
and  even  monstrous  to  a  Mahometan  (the 
tourist  who  persists  in  asking  who  is  the 
dean  of  St  Sophia  puzzles  beyond  words 
the  sacristan  who  lends  him  a  huge  pair 
of  slippers);  and  Jesus  never  suggested 
that  his  disciples  should  separate  them- 
selves from  the  laity:  he  picked  them  up 
by  the  wayside,  where  any  man  or  woman 
might  follow  him.  For  priests  he  had 
not  a  civil  word;  and  they  shewed  their 
sense  of  his  hostility  by  getting  him  killed 
as  soon  as  possible.  He  was,  in  short, 


a  thoroughgoing  anti  -  Clerical.  And 
though,  as  we  have  seen,  it  is  only  by 
political  means  that  his  doctrine  can  be 
put  into  practice,  he  not  only  never  sug- 
gested a  sectarian  theocracy  as  a  form  of 
government,  and  would  certainly  have 
prophesied  the  downfall  of  the  late  Presi- 
dent Kruger  if  he  had  survived  to  his 
time,  but,  when  challenged,  he  refused  to 
teach  his  disciples  not  to  pay  tribute  to 
Caesar,  admitting  that  Caesar,  who  pre- 
sumably had  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
within  him  as  much  as  any  disciple,  had 
his  place  in  the  scheme  of  things.  Indeed 
the  apostles  made  this  an  excuse  for 
carrying  subservience  to  the  State  to  a 
pitch  of  idolatry  that  ended  in  the  theory 
of  the  divine  right  of  kings,  and  provoked 
men  to  cut  kings'  heads  off  to  restore 
some  sense  of  proportion  in  the  matter. 
Jesus  certainly  did  not  consider  the  over- 
throw of  the  Roman  empire  or  the  sub- 
stitution of  a  new  ecclesiastical  organiza- 
tion for  the  Jewish  Church  or  for  the 
priesthood  of  the  Roman  gods  as  part  ot 
his  program.  He  said  that  God  was  better 
than  Mammon;  but  he  never  said  that 
Tweedledum  was  better  than  Tweedle- 
dee;  and  that  is  why  it  is  now  possible  for 
British  citizens  and  statesmen  to  follow 
Jesus,  though  they  cannot  possibly  follow 
either  Tweedledum  or  Tweedledee  with- 
out bringing  the  empire  down  with  a  crash 
on  their  heads.  And  at  that  I  must  leave  it. 
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JOAN  THE  ORIGINAL  AND  PRESUMPTUOUS 

Joan  of  Arc,  a  village  girl  from  the 
Vosges,  was  born  about  1412;  burnt  for 
heresy,  witchcraft,  and  sorcery  in  1431; 
rehabilitated  after  a  fashion  in  1456;  de- 
signated Venerable  in  1904;  declared 
Blessed  in  1908;  and  finally  canonized  in 
1920.  She  is  the  most  notable  Warrior 
Saint  in  the  Christian  calendar,  and  the 
queerest  fish  among  the  eccentric  worthies 
of  the  Middle  Ages.  Though  a  professed 
and  most  pious  Catholic,  and  the  pro- 
jector of  a  Crusade  against  the  Husites, 
she  was  in  fact  one  of  die  first  Protestant 
martyrs.  She  was  also  one  of  the  first 
apostles  of  Nationalism,  and  the  first 
French  practitioner  of  Napoleonic  real- 
ism in  warfare  as  distinguished  from  the 
sporting  ransom-gambling  chivalry  of 
her  time.  She  was  the  pioneer  of  rational 
dressing  for  women,  and,  like  Queen 
Christina  of  Sweden  two  centuries  later, 
to  say  nothing  of  Catalina  de  Erauso  and 
innumerable  obscure  heroines  who  have 
disguised  themselves  as  men  to  serve  as 
soldiers  and  sailors,  she  refused  to  accept 
the  specific  woman's  lot,  and  dressed  and 
fought  and  lived  as  men  did. 

As  she  contrived  to  assert  herself  in 
all  these  ways  with  such  force  that  she 
was  famous  throughout  western  Europe 
before  she  was  out  of  her  teens  (indeed 
she  never  got  out  of  them),  it  is  hardly 
surprising  that  she  was  judicially  burnt, 
ostensibly  for  a  number  of  capital  crimes 
which  we  no  longei  punish  as  such,  but 
essentially  foi  what  we  call  unwomanly 
and  insufferable  presumption.  At  eighteen 
Joan's  pretension?  were  beyond  those  of 
the  proudest  Pope  or  the  haughtiest  em- 
peror. She  claimed  to  be  the  ambassador 
and  plenipotentiary  of  God,  and  10  be, 


in  effect,  a  member  of  the  Church  Tri- 
umphant whilst  still  in  the  flesh  on  earth. 
She  patronized  her  own  king,  and  sum- 
moned the  English  king  to  repentance 
and  obedience  to  her  commands.  She 
lectured,  talked  down,  and  overruled 
statesmen  and  prelates.  She  pooh-poohed 
the  plans  of  generals,  leading  their  troops 
to  victory  on  plans  of  her  own.  She  had 
an  unbounded  and  quite  unconcealed 
contempt  for  official  opinion,  judgment, 
and  authority,  and  for  War  Office  tactics 
and  strategy.  Had  she  been  a  sage  and 
monarch  in  whom  the  most  venerable 
hierarchy  and  the  most  illustrious  dynasty 
converged,  her  pretensions  and  proceed- 
ings would  have  been  as  trying  to  the 
official  mind  as  the  pretensions  of  Caesar 
were  to  Cassius.  As  her  actual  condition 
was  pure  upstart,  there  were  only  two 
opinions  about  her.  One  was  that  she  was 
miraculous:  the  other  that  she  was  un- 
bearable. 

JOAN   AND    SOCRATES 

If  Joan  had  been  malicious,  selfish, 
cowardly  or  stupid,  she  would  have  been 
one  of  the  most  odious  persons  known  to 
history  instead  of  one  of  die  most  attract- 
ive. If  she  had  been  old  enough  to  know 
the  effect  she  was  producing  on  the  men 
whom  she  humiliated  by  being  right 
when  they  were  wrong,  and  had  learned 
to  flatter  and  manage  them,  she  might 
have  lived  as  long  as  Queen  Elizabeth. 
But  she  was  too  young  and  rustical  and 
inexperienced  to  have  any  such  arts. 
When  she  was  thwarted  by  men  whom 
she  thought  fools,  she  made  no  secret  of 
her  opinion  of  them  or  her  impatience 
with  their  folly;  and  she  was  naive  enough 
to  expect  them  to  be  obliged  to  her  for 
setting  them  right  and  keeping  them  out 
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of  mischief.  Now  it  is  always  hard  for 
superior  wits  to  understand  the  fury 
roused  by  their  exposures  of  the  stu- 
pidities of  comparative  dullards.  Even 
Socrates,  for  all  his  age  and  experience, 
did  not  defend  himself  at  his  trial  like  a 
man  who  understood  the  long  accumu- 
lated fury  that  had  burst  on  him,  and  was 
clamoring  for  his  death.  His  accuser,  if 
born  2300  years  later,  might  have  been 
picked  out  of  any  first  class  carriage  on  a 
suburban  railway  during  the  evening  or 
morning  rush  from  or  to  the  City;  for  he 
had  really  nothing  to  say  except  that  he 
and  his  like  could  not  endure  being 
shewn  up  as  idiots  every  time  Socrates 
opened  his  mouth.  Socrates,  unconscious 
of  this,  was  paralyzed  by  his  sense  that 
somehow  he  was  missing  the  point  of  the 
attack.  He  petered  out  after  he  had  estab- 
lished the  fact  that  he  was  an  old  soldier 
and  a  man  of  honorable  life,  and  that  his 
accuser  was  a  silly  snob.  He  had  no  sus- 
picion of  the  extent  to  which  his  mental 
superiority  had  roused  fear  and  hatred 
against  him  in  the  hearts  of  men  towards 
whom  he  was  conscious  of  nothing  but 
good  will  and  good  service. 

CONTRAST  WITH  NAPOLEON 

If  Socrates  was  as  innocent  as  this  at 
the  age  of  seventy,  it  may  be  imagined 
how  innocent  Joan  was  at  the  age  of 
seventeen.  Now  Socrates  was  a  man  of 
argument,  operating  slowly  and  peace- 
fully on  men's  minds,  whereas  Joan  was 
a  woman  of  action,  operating  with  im- 
petuous violence  on  their  bodies.  That, 
no  doubt,  is  why  the  contemporaries  of 
Socrates  endured  him  so  long,  and  why 
Joan  was  destroyed  before  she  was  fully 
grown.  But  both  of  them  combined 
terrifying  ability  ^jj^stjimnlcness^  per- 
sonal^modesty,  andTenevplence  which 
ma3e  thelurious  dislike  to  which  they 
fell  victims  absolutely  unreasonable,  and 
therefore  inapprehensible  by  themselves. 
Napoleon,  also  possessed  of  terrifying 


ability,  but  neither  frank  nor  disinterested, 
had  no  illusions  as  to  the  nature  of  his 
popularity.  When  he  was  asked  how  the 
world  would  take  his  death,  he  said  it 
would  give  a  gasp  of  relief.  But  it  is  not 
so  easy  for  mental  giants  who  neither 
hate  nor  intend  to  injure  their  fellows  to 
realize  that  nevertheless  their  fellows  hate 
mental  giants  and  would  like  to  destroy 
them,  not  only  enviously  because  the 
juxtaposition  of  a  superior  wounds  their 
vanity,  but  quite  humbly  and  honestly 
because  it  frightens  them.  Fear  will  drive 
men  to  any  extreme;  and  the  fear  inspired 
by  a  superior  being  is  a  mystery  which 
cannot  be  reasoned  away.  Being  im- 
measurable it  is  unbearable  when  there 
is  no  presumption  or  guarantee  of  its 
benevolence  and  moral  responsibility:  in 
other  words,  when  it  has  no  official  status. 
The  legal  and  conventional  superiority 
of  Herod  and  Pilate,  and  of  Annas  and 
Caiaphas,  inspires  fear;  but  the  fear,  being 
a  reasonable  fear  of  measurable  and  avoid- 
able consequences  which  seem  salutary 
and  protective,  is  bearable;  whilst  the 
jstrange  superiority  of  Christ  and  the  fear 
it  inspires  elicit  a  shriek  of  Crucif^jjim 
from  all  who  cannot  divine  its~Benevol- 
ence.  SocratesTias  to  drmkjffie  hemlock, 
Christ  to  hang  on  the  cross,  ancTJoan  to 
burn  at  the  stake,  whilst  Napoleon,  though 
he  ends  in  St  Helena,  at  least  dies  in  his 
bed  there;  and  many  terrifying  but  quite 
comprehensible  official  scoundrels  die 
natural  deaths  in  all  the  glory  of  the  king- 
doms of  this  world,  proving  that  it  is  far 
more  dangerous  to  be  a  saint  than  to  be 
a  conqueror.  Those  who  have  been  both, 
like  Mahomet  and  Joan,  have  found  that 
it  is  the  conqueror  who  must  save  the 
saint,  and  that  defeat  and  capture  mean 
martyrdom.  Joan  was  burnt  without  a 
hand  lifted  on  her  own  side  to  save  her. 
The  comrades  she  had  led  to  victory  and 
the  enemies  she  had  disgraced  and  de- 
feated, the  French  king  she  had  crowned 
and  the  English  king  whose  crown  she 
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had  kicked  into  the  Loire,  were  equally 
glad  to  be  rid  of  her. 

WAS  JOAN   INNOCENT  OR  GUILTY? 

As  this  result  could  have  been  pro- 
duced by  a  crapulous  inferiority  as  well 
as  by  a  sublime  superiority,  the  question 
which  of  the  two  was  operative  in  Joan's 
case  has  to  be  faced.  It  was  decided 
against  her  by  her  contemporaries  after 
a  very  careful  and  conscientious  trial;  and 
the  reversal  of  the  verdict  twentyfive 
years  later,  in  form  a  rehabilitation  of 
Joan,  was  really  only  a  confirmation  of 
the  validity  of  the  coronation  of  Charles 
VII.  It  is  the  more  impressive  reversal  by 
a  unanimous  Posterity,  culminating  in 
her  canonization,  that  has  quashed  the 
original  proceedings,  and  put  her  judges 
on  their  trial,  which,  so  far,  has  been 
much  more  unfair  than  their  trial  of  her. 
Nevertheless  the  rehabilitation  of  1456, 
corrupt  job  as  it  was,  really  did  produce 
evidence  enough  to  satisfy  all  reasonable 
critics  that  Joan  was  not  a  common  ter- 
magant, not  a  harlot,  not  a  witch,  not 
a  blasphemer,  no  more  an  idolater  than 
the  Pope  himself,  and  not  ill  conducted 
in  any  sense  apart  from  her  soldiering, 
her  wearing  of  men's  clothes,  and  her 
audacity,  but  on  the  contrary  good- 
humored,  an  intact  virgin,  very  pious, 
very  temperate  (we  should  call  her  meal 
of  bread  soaked  in  the  common  wine 
which  is  the  drinking  water  of  France 
ascetic),  very  kindly,  and,  though  a  brave 
and  hardy  soldier,  unable  to  endure  loose 
language  or  licentious  conduct.  She  went 
to  the  stake  without  a  stain  on  her  char- 
acter except  the  overweening  presump- 
tion, the  superbity  as  they  called  it,  that 
led  her  thither.  It  would  therefore  be 
waste  of  time  now  to  prove  that  the  Joan 
of  the  first  part  of  the  Elizabethan 
chronicle  play  of  Henry  VI  (supposed 
to  have  been  tinkered  by  Shakespear) 
grossly  libels  her  in  its  concluding  scenes 
in  deference  to  Jingo  patriotism.  The 


mud  that  was  thrown  at  her  has  dropped 
off  by  this  time  so  completely  that  there 
is  no  need  for  any  modern  writer  to  wash 
up  after  it.  What  is  far  more  difficult  to 
get  rid  of  is  the  mud  that  is  being  thrown 
at  her  judges,  and  the  whitewash  which 
disfigures  her  beyond  recognition.  When 
Jingo  scurrility  had  done  its  worst  to  her, 
sectarian  scurrility  (in  this  case  Pro- 
testant scurrility)  used  her  stake  to  beat 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church  and  the 
Inquisition.  The  easiest  way  to  make 
these  institutions  the  villains  of  a  melo- 
drama was  to  make  The  Maid  its  heroine. 
That  melodrama  may  be  dismissed  as 
rubbish.  Joan  got  a  far  fairer  trial  from 
the  Church  and  the  Inquisition  than  any 
prisoner  of  her  type  and  in  her  situation 
gets  nowadays  in  any  official  secular 
court;  and  the  decision  was  strictly  ac- 
cording to  law.  And  she  was  not  a  melo- 
dramatic heroine:  that  is,  a  physically 
beautiful  lovelorn  parasite  on  an  equally 
beautiful  hero,  but  a  genius  and  a  saint, 
about  as  completely  the  opposite  of  a 
melodramatic  heroine  as  it  is  possible  for 
a  human  being  to  be. 

Let  us  be  clear  about  the  meaning  of 
the  terms.  A  genius  is  a  person  who,  see- 
ing farther  and  probing  deeper  than  other 
people,  has  a  different  set  of  ethical  valua- 
tions from  theirs,  and  has  energy  enough 
to  give  effect  to  this  extra  vision  and  its 
valuations  in  whatever  manner  best  suits 
his  or  her  specific  talents.  A  saint  is  one 
who  having  practised  heroic  virtues,  and 
enjoyed  revelations  or  powers  of  the  order 
which  The  Church  classes  technically  as 
supernatural,  is  eligible  for  canonization. 
If  a  historian  is  an  Anti-Feminist,  and 
does  not  believe  women  to  be  capable  of 
genius  in  the  traditional  masculine  de- 
partments, he  will  never  make  anything 
of  Joan,  whose  genius  was  turned  to 
practical  account  mainly  in  soldiering  and 
politics.  If  he  is  Rationalist  enough  to 
deny  that  saints  exist,  and  to  hold  that- 
new  ideas  cannot  come  otherwise  than 
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by  conscious  ratiocination,  he  will  never 
catch  Joan's  likeness.  Her  ideal  biographer 
must  be  free  from  nineteenth  century 
prejudices  and  biases;  must  understand 
the  Middle  Ages,  the  Roman  Catholic 
CJrir?1).  and  the  Holy  Roman  Empire 
much  more  intimately  than  our  Whig 
historians  have  ever  understood  them; 
and  must  be  capable  of  throwing  off  sex 
partialities  and  their  romance,  and  re- 
garding woman  as  the  female  of  the 
human  species,  and  not  as  a  different 
kind  of  animal  with  specific  charms  and 
specific  imbecilities. 

JOAN'S  GOOD  LOOKS 

To  put  the  last  point  roughly,  any 
book  about  Joan  which  begins  by  de- 
scribing her  as  a  beauty  may  be  at  once 
classed  as  a  romance.  Not  one  of  Joan's 
comrades,  in  village,  court,  or  camp,  even 
when  they  were  straining  themselves  to 
please  the  king  by  praising  her,  ever 
claimed  that  she  was  pretty.  All  the  men 
who  alluded  to  the  matter  declared  most 
emphatically  that  she  was  unattractive 
sexually  to  a  degree  that  seemed  to  them 
miraculous,  considering  that  she  was  in 
the  bloom  of  youth,  and  neither  ugly, 
awkward,  deformed,  nor  unpleasant  in 
her  person.  The  evident  truth  is  that  like 
most  women  of  her  hardy  managing  type 
she  seemed  neutral  in  the  conflict  of  sex 
because  men  were  too  much  afraid  of  her 
to  fall  in  love  with  her.  She  herself  was 
not  sexless:  in  spite  of  the  virginity  she 
had  vowed  up  to  a  point,  and  preserved 
to  her  death,  she  never  excluded  the 
possibility  of  marriage  for  herself.  But 
marriage,  with  its  preliminary  of  the 
attraction,  pursuit,  and  capture  of  a  hus- 
band, was  not  her  business:  she  had  some- 
thing else  to  do.  Byron's  formula,  "Man's 
love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart:  'tis 
woman's  whole  existence,"  did  not  apply 
to  her  any  more  than  to  George  Washing- 
ton or  any  other  masculine  worker  on 
the  heroic  scale.  Had  she  lived  in  our 


time,  picture  postcards  might  have  been 
sold  of  her  as  a  general:  they  would  not 
have  been  sold  of  her  as  a  sultana.  Never- 
theless there  is  one  reason  for  crediting 
her  with  a  very  remarkable  face.  A  sculp- 
tor of  her  time  in  Orleans  made  a  statue 
of  a  helmeted  young  woman  with  a  face 
that  is  unique  in  art  in  point  of  being 
evidently  not  an  ideal  face  but  a  portrait, 
and  yet  so  uncommon  as  to  be  unlike  any 
real  woman  one  has  ever  seen.  It  is  sur- 
mised that  Joan  served  unconsciously  as 
the  sculptor's  model.  There  is  no  proof 
of  this;  but  those  extraordinarily  spaced 
eyes  raise  so  powerfully  the  question  "If 
this  woman  be  not  Joan,  who  is  she?" 
that  I  dispense  with  further  evidence,  and 
challenge  those  who  disagree  with  me  to 
prove  a  negative.  It  is  a  wonderful  face, 
but  quite  neutral  from  the  point  of  view 
of  the  operatic  beauty  fancier. 

Such  a  fancier  may  perhaps  be  finally 
chilled  by  the  prosaic  fact  that  Joan  was 
the  defendant  in  a  suit  for  breach  of 
promise  of  marriage,  and  that  she  con- 
ducted her  own  case  and  won  it. 

JOAN'S  SOCIAL  POSITION 

By  class  Joan  was  the  daughter  of  a 
working  farmer  who  was  one  of  the  head- 
men of  his  village,  and  transacted  its 
feudal  business  for  it  with  the  neighbor- 
ing squires  and  their  lawyers.  When  the 
castle  in  which  the  villagers  were  en- 
titled to  take  refuge  from  raids  became 
derelict,  he  organized  a  combination  of 
half  a  dozen  farmers  to  obtain  possession 
of  it  so  as  to  occupy  it  when  there  was  any 
danger  of  invasion.  As  a  child,  Joan  could 
please  herself  at  times  with  being  the 
young  lady  of  this  castle.  Her  mother  and 
brothers  were  able  to  follow  and  share 
her  fortune  at  court  without  making 
themselves  notably  ridiculous.  These 
facts  leave  us  no  excuse  for  the  popular 
romance  that  turns  every  heroine  into 
either  a  princess  or  a  beggarmaid.  In  the 
somewhat  similar  case  of  Shakespear  a 
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whole  inverted  pyramid  of  wasted  re- 
search has  been  based  on  the  assumption 
that  he  was  an  illiterate  laborer,  in  the 
face  of  the  plainest  evidence  that  his 
father  was  a  man  of  business,  and  at  one 
time  a  very  prosperous  one,  married  to 
a  woman  of  some  social  pretensions. 
There  is  the  same  tendency  to  drive  Joan 
into  the  position  of  a  hired  shepherd  girl, 
though  a  hired  shepherd  girl  in  Dom- 
remy  would  have  deferred  to  her  as  the 
young  lady  of  the  farm. 

The  difference  between  Joan's  case  and 
Shakespear's  is  that  Shakespear  was  not 
illiterate.  He  had  been  to  school,  and 
knew  as  much  Latin  and  Greek  as  most 
university  passmen  retain:  that  is,  for 
practical  purposes,  none  at  all.  Joan  was 
absolutely  illiterate.  "I  do  not  know  A 
from  B"  she  said.  But  many  princesses  at 
that  time  and  for  long  after  might  have 
said  the  same.  Marie  Antoinette,  for  in- 
stance, at  Joan's  age  could  not  spell  her 
own  name  correctly.  But  this  does  not 
mean  that  Joan  was  an  ignorant  person, 
or  that  she  suffered  from  the  diffidence 
and  sense  of  social  disadvantage  now  felt 
by  people  who  cannot  read  or  write.  If 
she  could  not  write  letters,  she  could  and 
did  dictate  them  and  attach  full  and  in- 
deed excessive  importance  to  them.  When 
she  was  called  a  shepherd  lass  to  her  face 
she  very  warmly  resented  it,  and  chal- 
lenged any  woman  to  compete  with  her 
in  the  household  arts  of  the  mistresses  of 
well  furnished  houses.  She  understood 
the  political  and  military  situation  in 
France  much  better  than  most  of  our 
newspaper  fed  university  women-gradu- 
ates understand  the  corresponding  situa- 
tion of  their  own  country  today.  Her  first 
convert  was  the  neighboring  command- 
ant at  Vaucouleurs;  and  she  converted 
him  by  telling  him  about  the  defeat  of  the 
Dauphin's  troops  at  the  Battle  of  Her- 
rings so  long  before  he  had  official  news 
of  it  that  he  concluded  she  must  have  had 
a  divine  revelation.  This  knowledge  of 


and  interest  in  public  affairs  was  nothing 
extraordinary  among  farmers  in  a  war- 
swept  countryside.  Politicians  came  to 
the  door  too  often  sword  in  hand  to  be 
disregarded:  Joan's  people  could  not 
afford  to  be  ignorant  of  what  was  going 
on  in  the  feudal  world.  They  were  not 
rich;  and  Joan  worked  on  the  farm  as  her 
father  did,  driving  the  sheep  to  pasture 
and  so  forth;  but  there  is  no  evidence  or 
suggestion  of  sordid  poverty,  and  no 
reason  to  believe  that  Joan  had  to  work 
as  a  hired  servant  works,  or  indeed  to 
work  at  all  when  she  preferred  to  go  to 
confession,  or  dawdle  about  waiting  for 
visions  and  listening  to  the  church  bells 
to  hear  voices  in  them.  In  short,  much 
more  of  a  young  lady,  and  even  of  an  in- 
tellectual, than  most  of  the  daughters  of 
our  petty  bourgeoisie. 

JOAN'S  VOICES  AND  VISIONS 

Joan's  voices  and  visions  have  played 
many  tricks  with  her  reputation.  They 
have  been  held  to  prove  that  she  was  mad, 
that  she  was  a  liar  and  impostor,  that  she 
was  a  sorceress  (she  was  burned  for  this), 
and  finally  that  she  was  a  saint.  They  do 
not  prove  any  of  these  things;  but  the 
variety  of  the  conclusions  reached  shew 
how  little  our  matter-of-fact  historians 
know  about  other  people's  minds,  or  even 
about  their  own.  There  are  people  in  the 
world  whose  imagination  is  so  vivid  that 
when  they  have  an  idea  it  comes  to  them 
as  an  audible  voice,  sometimes  uttered  by 
a  visible  figure.  Criminal  lunatic  asylums 
are  occupied  largely  by  murderers  who 
have  obeyed  voices.  Thus  a  woman  may 
hear  voices  telling  her  that  she  must  cut 
her  husband's  throat  and  strangle  her 
child  as  they  lie  asleep;  and  she  may  feel 
obliged  to  do  what  she  is  told.  By  a 
medico-legal  superstition  it  is  held  in  our 
courts  that  criminals  whose  temptations 
present  themselves  under  these  illusions 
are  not  responsible  for  their  actions,  and 
must  be  treated  as  insane.  But  the  seers 
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of  visions  and  the  hearers  of  revelations 
are  not  always  criminals.  The  inspira- 
tions and  intuitions  and  unconsciously 
reasoned  conclusions  of  genius  some- 
times assume  similar  illusions.  Socrates, 
Luther,  Swedenborg,  Blake  saw  visions 
and  heard  voices  just  as  Saint  Francis  and 
Saint  Joan  did.  If  Newton's  imagination 
had  been  of  the  same  vividly  dramatic 
kind  he  might  have  seen  the  ghost  of 
Pythagoras  walk  into  the  orchard  and  ex- 
plain why  the  apples  were  falling.  Such 
an  illusion  would  have  invalidated  neither 
the  theory  of  gravitation  nor  Newton's 
general  sanity.  What  is  more,  the  vision- 
ary method  of  making  the  discovery 
would  not  be  a  whit  more  miraculous 
than  the  normal  method.  The  test  of 
sanity  is  not  the  normality  of  the  method 
but  the  reasonableness  of  the  discovery. 
If  Newton  had  been  informed  by  Pytha- 
goras that  the  moon  was  made  of  green 
cheese,  then  Newton  would  have  been 
locked  up.  Gravitation,  being  a  reasoned 
hypothesis  which  fitted  remarkably  well 
into  the  Copernican  version  of  the  ob- 
served physical  facts  of  the  universe, 
established  Newton's  reputation  for  extra- 
ordinary intelligence,  and  would  have 
done  so  no  matter  how  fantastically  he 
had  arrived  at  it.  Yet  his  theory  of  gravi- 
tation is  not  so  impressive  a  mental  feat 
as  his  astounding  chronology,  which 
establishes  him  as  the  king  of  mental  con- 
jurors, but  a  Bedlamite  king  whose 
authority  no  one  now  accepts.  On  the 
subject  of  the  eleventh  horn  of  the  beast 
seen  by  the  prophet  Daniel  he  was  more 
fantastic  than  Joan,  because  his  imagina- 
tion was  not  dramatic  but  mathematical 
and  therefore  extraordinarily  susceptible 
to  numbers:  indeed  if  all  his  works  were 
lost  except  his  chronology  we  should  say 
that  he  was  as  mad  as  a  hatter.  As  it  is, 
who  dares  diagnose  Newton  as  a  mad- 
man? 

In  the  same  way  Joan  must  be  judged 
a  sane  woman  in  spite  of  her  voices  be- 


cause they  never  gave  her  any  advice  that 
might  not  have  come  to  her  from  her 
mother  wit  exactly  as  gravitation  came 
to  Newton.  We  can  all  see  now,  especi- 
ally since  the  late  war  threw  so  many  of 
our  women  into  military  life,  that  Joan's 
campaigning  could  not  have  been  carried 
on  in  petticoats.  This  was  not  only  be- 
cause she  did  a  man's  work,  but  because 
it  was  morally  necessary  that  sex  should 
be  left  out  of  the  question  as  between  her 
and  her  comrades-in-arms.  She  gave  this 
reason  herself  when  she  was  pressed  on 
the  subject;  and  the  fact  that  this  entirely 
reasonable  necessity  came  to  her  imagina- 
tion first  as  an  order  from  God  delivered 
through  the  mouth  of  Saint  Catherine 
does  not  prove  that  she  was  mad.  The 
soundness  of  the  order  proves  that  she 
was  unusually  sane;  but  its  form  proves 
that  her  dramatic  imagination  played 
tricks  with  her  senses.  Her  policy  was 
also  quite  sound:  nobody  disputes  that 
the  relief  of  Orleans,  followed  up  by  the 
coronation  at  Rheims  of  the  Dauphin  as 
a  counterblow  to  the  suspicions  then  cur- 
rent of  his  legitimacy  and  consequently 
of  his  title,  were  military  and  political 
masterstrokes  that  saved  France.  They 
might  have  been  planned  by  Napoleon 
or  any  other  illusionproof  genius.  They 
came  to  Joan  as  an  instruction  from  her 
Counsel,  as  she  called  her  visionary 
saints;  but  she  was  none  the  less  an  able 
leader  of  men  for  imagining  her  ideas  in 
this  way. 

THE  EVOLUTIONARY  APPETITE 

What  then  is  the  modern  view  of 
Joan's  voices  and  visions  and  messages 
from  God?  The  nineteenth  century  said 
that  they  were  delusions,  but  that  as  she 
was  a  pretty  girl,  and  had  been  abomin- 
ably ill-treated  and  finally  done  to  death 
by  a  superstitious  rabble  of  medieval 
priests  hounded  on  by  a  corrupt  political 
bishop,  it  must  be  assumed  that  she  was 
the  innocent  dupe  of  these  delusions.  The 
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twentieth  century  finds  this  explanation 
too  vapidly  commonplace,  and  demands 
something  more  mystic.  I  think  the 
twentieth  century  is  right,  because  an 
explanation  which  amounts  to  Joan  being 
mentally  defective  instead  of,  as  she  obvi- 
ously was,  mentally  excessive,  will  not 
wash.  I  cannot  believe,  nor,  if  I  could, 
could  I  expect  all  my  readers  to  believe, 
as  Joan  did,  that  three  ocularly  visible 
well  dressed  persons,  named  respectively 
Saint  Catherine,  Saint  Margaret,  and 
Saint  Michael,  came  down  from  heaven 
and  gave  her  certain  instructions  with 
which  they  were  charged  by  God  for  her. 
Not  that  such  a  belief  would  be  more  im- 
probable or  fantastic  than  some  modern 
beliefs  which  we  all  swallow;  but  there 
are  fashions  and  family  habits  in  belief, 
and  it  happens  that,  my  fashion  being 
Victorian  and  my  family  habit  Protestant, 
I  find  myself  unable  to  attach  any  such 
objective  validity  to  the  form  of  Joan's 
visions. 

But  that  there  are  forces  at  work  which 
use  individuals  for  purposes  far  transcend- 
ing the  purpose  of  keeping  these  indi- 
viduals alive  and  prosperous  and  respect- 
able and  safe  and  happy  in  the  middle 
station  in  life,  which  is  all  any  good  bour- 
geois can  reasonably  require,  is  estab- 
lished by  the  fact  that  men  will,  in  the  pur- 
suit of  knowledge  and  of  social  readjust- 
ments for  which  they  will  not  be  a  penny 
the  better,  and  are  indeed  often  many 
pence  the  worse,  face  poverty,  infamy, 
exile,  imprisonment,  dreadful  hardship, 
and  death.  Even  the  selfish  pursuit  of 
personal  power  does  not  nerve  men  to 
the  efforts  and  sacrifices  which  are  eagerly 
made  in  pursuit  of  extensions  of  our 
power  over  nature,  though  these  exten- 
sions may  not  touch  the  personal  life  of 
the  seeker  at  any  point.  There  is  no  more 
mystery  about  this  appetite  for  know- 
ledge and  power  than  about  the  appetite 
for  food:  both  are  known  as  facts  and  as 
facts  only,  the  difference  between  them 


being  that  the  appetite  for  food  is  neces- 
sary to  the  life  of  the  hungry  man  and  is 
therefore  a  personal  appetite,  whereas  the 
other  is  an  appetite  for  evolution,  and 
therefore  a  superpersonal  need. 

The  diverse  manners  in  which  our  im- 
aginations dramatize  the  approach  of  the 
superpersonal  forces  is  a  problem  for  the 
psychologist,  not  for  the  historian.  Only, 
the  historian  must  understand  that  vision- 
aries are  neither  impostors  nor  lunatics. 
It  is  one  thing  to  say  that  the  figure  Joan 
recognized  as  St  Catherine  was  not  really 
St  Catherine,  but  the  dramatization  by 
Joan's  imagination  of  that  pressure  upon 
her  of  the  driving  force  that  is  behind  evo- 
lution which  I  have  just  called  the  evolu- 
tionary appetite.  It  is  quite  another  to 
class  her  visions  with  the  vision  of  two 
moons  seen  by  a  drunken  person,  or  with 
Brocken  spectres,  echoes  and  the  like. 
Saint  Catherine's  instructions  were  far  too 
cogent  for  that;  and  the  simplest  French 
peasant  who  believes  in  apparitions  of 
celestial  personages  to  favored  mortals  is 
nearer  to  the  scientific  truth  about  Joan 
than  the  Rationalist  and  Materialist  his- 
torians and  essayists  who  feel  obliged  to 
set  down  a  girl  who  saw  saints  and  heard 
them  talking  to  her  as  either  crazy  or  men- 
dacious. If  Joan  was  mad,  all  Christen- 
dom was  mad  too;  for  people  who  believe 
devoutly  in  the  existence  of  celestial  per- 
sonages are  every  whit  as  mad  in  that 
sense  as  the  people  who  think  they  see 
them.  Luther,  when  he  threw  his  inkhorn 
at  the  devil,  was  no  more  mad  than  any 
other  Augustinian  monk:  he  had  a  more 
vivid  imagination,  and  had  perhaps  eaten 
and  slept  less:  that  was  all. 

THE  MERE   ICONOGRAPHY  DOES   NOT 
MATTER 

All  the  popular  religions  in  the  world 
are  made  apprehensible  by  an  array  of 
legendary  personages,  with  an  Almighty 
Father,  and  sometimes  a  mother  and 
divine  child,  as  the  central  figures.  These 
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are  presented  to  the  mind's  eye  in  child- 
hood; and  the  result  is  a  hallucination 
which  persists  strongly  throughout  life 
when  it  has  been  well  impressed.  Thus 
all  the  thinking  of  the  hallucinated  adult 
about  the  fountain  of  inspiration  which 
is  continually  flo  Adng  in  the  universe,  or 
about  the  promptings  of  virtue  and  the 
revulsions  of  shame:  in  short,  about  as- 
piration and  conscience,  both  of  which 
forces  are  matters  of  fact  more  obvious 
than  electro-magnetism,  is  thinking  in 
terms  of  the  celestial  vision.  And  when 
in  the  case  of  exceptionally  imaginative 
persons,  especially  those  practising  cer- 
tain appropriate  austerities,  the  hallucina- 
tion extends  from  the  mind's  eye  to  the 
body's,  the  visionary  sees  Krishna  or  the 
Buddha  or  the  Blessed  Virgin  or  St 
Catherine  as  the  case  may  be. 

THE   MODERN  EDUCATION  WHICH 
JOAN  ESCAPED 

It  is  important  to  everyone  nowadays 
to  understand  this,  because  modern 
science  is  making  short  work  of  the  hal- 
lucinations without  regard  to  the  vital 
importance  of  the  things  they  symbol- 
ize. If  Joan  were  reborn  today  she  would 
be  sent,  first  to  a  convent  school  in  which 
she  would  be  mildly  taught  to  connect 
inspiration  and  conscience  with  St  Cath- 
erine and  St  Michael  exactly  as  she  was 
in  the  fifteenth  century,  and  then  finished 
up  with  a  very  energetic  training  in  the  ! 
gospel  of  Saints  Louis  Pasteur  and  Paul 
Bert,  who  would  tell  her  (possibly  in 
visions  but  more  probably  in  pamphlets) 
not  to  be  a  superstitious  little  fool,  and 
to  empty  out  St  Catherine  and  the  rest 
of  the  Catholic  hagiology  as  an  obsolete 
iconography  of  exploded  myths.  It  would 
be  rubbed  into  her  that  Galileo  was  a 
martyr,  and  his  persecutors  incorrigible 
ignoramuses,  and  that  St  Teresa's  hor- 
mones had  gone  astray  and  left  her  in- 
curably hyperpituitary  or  hyperadrenal 
or  hysteroid  or  epileptoid  or  anything 


but  asteroid.  She  would  have  been  con- 
vinced by  precept  and  experiment  that 
baptism  and  receiving  the  body  of  her 
Lord  were  contemptible  superstitions, 
and  that  vaccination  and  vivisection  were 
enlightened  practices.  Behind  her  new 
Saints  Louis  and  Paul  there  would  be 
not  only  Science  purifying  Religion  and 
being  purified  by  it,  but  hypochondria, 
melancholia,  cowardice,  stupidity,  cruelty, 
muckraking  curiosity,  knowledge  with- 
out wisdom,  and  everything  that  the  eter- 
nal soul  in  Nature  loathes,  instead  of  the 
virtues  of  which  St  Catherine  was  the 
figure  head.  As  to  the  new  rites,  which 
would  be  the  saner  Joan?  the  one  who 
carried  little  children  to  be  baptized  of 
water  and  the  spirit,  or  the  one  who  sent 
the  police  to  force  their  parents  to  have 
the  most  villainous  racial  poison  we  know 
thrust  into  their  veins?  the  one  who  told 
them  the  story  of  the  angel  and  Mary,  or 
the  one  who  questioned  them  as  to  their 
experiences  of  the  Edipus  complex?  the 
one  to  whom  the  consecrated  wafer  was 
the  very  body  of  the  virtue  that  was  her 
salvation,  or  the  one  who  looked  forward 
to  a  precise  and  convenient  regulation  of 
her  health  and  her  desires  by  a  nicely 
calculated  diet  of  thyroid  extract,  adrena- 
lin, thymin,  pituitrin,  and  insulin,  with 
pick-me-ups  of  hormone  stimulants,  the 
blood  being  first  carefully  fortified  with 
antibodies  against  all  possible  infections 
by  inoculations  of  infected  bacteria  and 
serum  from  infected  animals,  and  against 
old  age  by  surgical  extirpation  of  the  re- 
productive ducts  or  weekly  doses  of 
monkey  gland? 

It  is  true  that  behind  all  these  quack- 
eries there  is  a  certain  body  of  genuine 
scientific  physiology.  But  was  there  any 
the  less  a  certain  body  of  genuine  psycho- 
logy behind  St  Catherine  and  the  Holy 
Ghost?  And  which  is  the  healthier  mind? 
the  saintly  mind  or  the  monkey  gland 
mind?  Does  not  the  present  cry  of  Back 
to  the  Middle  Ages,  which  has  been  in- 
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cubating  ever  since  the  pre-Raphaelite 
movement  began,  mean  that  it  is  no 
longer  our  Academy  pictures  that  are  in- 
tolerable, but  our  credulities  that  have 
not  the  excuse  of  being  superstitions,  our 
cruelties  that  have  not  the  excuse  of  bar- 
barism, our  persecutions  that  have  not 
the  excuse  of  religious  faith,  our  shame- 
less substitution  of  successful  swindlers 
and  scoundrels  and  quacks  for  saints  as 
objects  of  worship,  and  our  deafness  and 
blindness  to  the  calls  and  visions  of  the 
inexorable  power  that  made  us,  and  will 
destroy  us  if  we  disregard  it?  To  Joan 
and  her  contemporaries  we  should  appear 
as  a  drove  of  Gadarene  swine,  possessed 
by  all  the  unclean  spirits  cast  out  by  the 
faith  and  civilization  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
running  violently  down  a  steep  place  into 
a  hell  of  high  explosives.  For  us  to  set  up 
our  condition  as  a  standard  of  sanity,  and 
declare  Joan  mad  because  she  never  con- 
descended to  it,  is  to  prove  that  we  are 
not  only  lost  but  irredeemable.  Let  us 
then  once  for  all  drop  all  nonsense  about 
Joan  being  cracked,  and  accept  her  as  at 
least  as  sane  as  Florence  Nightingale, 
who  also  combined  a  very  simple  icono- 
graphy of  religious  belief  with  a  mind  so 
exceptionally  powerful  that  it  kept  her 
in  continual  trouble  with  the  medical  and 
military  panjandrums  of  her  time. 

FAILURES   OF  THE  VOICES 

That  the  voices  and  visions  were  illu- 
sory, and  their  wisdom  all  Joan's  own, 
is  shewn  by  the  occasions  on  which  they 
failed  her,  notably  during  her  trial,  when 
they  assured  her  that  she  would  be  res- 
cued. Here  her  hopes  flattered  her;  but 
they  were  not  unreasonable:  her  military 
colleague  La  Hire  was  in  command  of  a 
considerable  force  not  so  very  far  off; 
and  if  the  Armagnacs,  as  her  party  was 
called,  had  really  wanted  to  rescue  her, 
and  had  put  anything  like  her  own  vigor 
into  the  enterprise,  they  could  have  at- 
tempted it  with  very  fair  chances  of  suc- 


cess. She  did  not  understand  that  they 
were  glad  to  be  rid  of  her,  nor  that  the 
rescue  of  a  prisoner  from  the  hands  of  the 
Church  was  a  much  more  serious  busi- 
ness for  a  medieval  captain,  or  even  a 
medieval  king,  than  its  mere  physical 
difficulty  as  a  military  exploit  suggested. 
According  to  her  lights  her  expectation 
of  a  rescue  was  reasonable;  therefore  she 
heard  Madame  Saint  Catherine  assuring 
her  it  would  happen,  that  being  her  way 
of  finding  out  and  making  up  her  own 
mind.  When  it  became  evident  that  she 
had  miscalculated:  when  she  was  led  to 
the  stake,  and  La  Hire  was  not  thundering 
at  the  gates  of  Rouen  nor  charging  War- 
wick's men  at  arms,  she  threw  over  Saint 
Catherine  at  once,  and  recanted.  Nothing 
could  be  more  sane  or  practical.  It  was 
not  until  she  discovered  that  she  had 
gained  nothing  by  her  recantation  but 
close  imprisonment  for  life  that  she  with- 
drew it,  and  deliberately  and  explicitly 
chose  burning  instead:  a  decision  which 
shewed  not  only  the  extraordinary  de- 
cision of  her  character,  but  also  a  Ration- 
alism carried  to  its  ultimate  human  test 
of  suicide.  Yet  even  in  this  the  illusion 
persisted;  and  she  announced  her  relapse 
as  dictated  to  her  by  her  voices. 

JOAN  A  GALTONIC  VISUALIZER 

The  most  sceptical  scientific  reader 
may  therefore  accept  as  a  flat  fact,  carry- 
ing no  implication  of  unsoundness  of 
mind,  that  Joan  was  what  Francis  Galton 
and  other  modern  investigators  of  human 
faculty  call  a  visualizer.  She  saw  imagin- 
ary saints  just  as  some  other  people  see 
imaginary  diagrams  and  landscapes  with 
numbers  dotted  about  them,  and  are 
thereby  able  to  perform  feats  of  memory 
and  arithmetic  impossible  to  non-visual- 
izers.  Visualizers  will  understand  this  at 
once.  Non-visualizers  who  have  never 
read  Galton  will  be  puzzled  and  incredul- 
ous. But  a  very  little  inquiry  among  their 
acquaintances  will  reveal  to  them  that  the 
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mind's  eye  is  more  or  less  a  magic  lantern, 
and  that  the  street  is  full  of  normally  sane 
people  who  have  hallucinations  of  all 
sorts  which  they  believe  to  be  part  of 
the  normal  permanent  equipment  of  all 
human  beings. 

JOAN'S  MANLINESS  AND  MILITARISM 

Joan's  other  abnormality,  too  common 
among  uncommon  things  to  be  properly 
called  a  peculiarity,  was  her  craze  for 
soldiering  and  the  masculine  life.  Her 
father  tried  to  frighten  her  out  of  it  by 
threatening  to  drown  her  if  she  ran  away 
with  the  soldiers,  and  ordering  her 
brothers  to  drown  her  if  he  were  not  on 
the  spot.  This  extravagance  was  clearly 
not  serious:  it  must  have  been  addressed 
to  a  child  young  enough  to  imagine  that 
he  was  in  earnest.  Joan  must  therefore 
as  a  child  have  wanted  to  run  away  and 
be  a  soldier.  The  awful  prospect  of  being 
thrown  into  the  Meuse  and  drowned  by 
a  terrible  father  and  her  big  brothers  kept 
her  quiet  until  the  father  had  lost  his 
terrors  and  the  brothers  yielded  to  her 
natural  leadership;  and  by  that  time  she 
had  sense  enough  to  know  that  the  mascu- 
line and  military  life  was  not  a  mere 
matter  of  running  away  from  home.  But 
the  taste  for  it  never  left  her,  and  was 
fundamental  in  determining  her  career. 

If  anyone  doubts  this,  let  him  ask  him- 
self why  a  maid  charged  with  a  special 
mission  from  heaven  to  the  Dauphin  (this 
was  how  Joan  saw  her  very  able  plan  for 
retrieving  the  desperate  situation  of  the 
uncrowned  king)  should  not  have  simply 
gone  to  the  court  as  a  maid,  in  woman's 
dress,  and  urged  her  counsel  upon  him 
in  a  woman's  way,  as  other  women  with 
similar  missions  had  come  to  his  mad 
father  and  his  wise  grandfather.  Why  did 
she  insist  on  having  a  soldier's  dress  and 
arms  and  sword  and  horse  and  equip- 
ment, and  on  treating  her  escort  of 
soldiers  as  comrades,  sleeping  side  by 
side  with  them  on  the  floor  at  night  as  if 


there  were  no  difference  of  sex  between 
them?  It  may  be  answered  that  this  was 
the  safest  way  of  travelling  through  a 
country  infested  with  hostile  troops  and 
bands  of  marauding  deserters  from  both 
sides.  Such  an  answer  has  no  weight  be- 
cause it  applies  to  all  the  women  who 
travelled  in  France  at  that  time,  and  who 
never  dreamt  of  travelling  otherwise  than 
as  women.  But  even  if  we  accept  it,  how 
does  it  account  for  the  fact  that  when 
the  danger  was  over,  and  she  could  pre- 
sent herself  at  court  in  feminine  attire 
with  perfect  safety  and  obviously  with 
greater  propriety,  she  presented  herself 
in  her  man's  dress,  and  instead  of  urging 
Charles,  like  Queen  Victoria  urging  the 
War  Office  to  send  Roberts  to  the  Trans- 
vaal, to  send  D'Alenson,  De  Rais,  La 
Hire  and  the  rest  to  the  relief  of  Dunois 
at  Orleans,  insisted  that  she  must  go  her- 
self and  lead  the  assault  in  person?  Why 
did  she  give  exhibitions  of  her  dexterity 
in  handling  a  lance,  and  of  her  seat  as  a 
rider?  Why  did  she  accept  presents  of 
armor  and  chargers  and  masculine  sur- 
coats,  and  in  every  action  repudiate  the 
conventional  character  of  a  woman?  The 
simple  answer  to  all  these  questions  is 
that  she  was  the  sort  of  woman  that  wants 
to  lead  a  man's  life.  They  are  to  be  found 
wherever  there  are  armies  on  foot  or 
navies  on  the  seas,  serving  in  male  dis- 
guise, eluding  detection  for  astonishingly 
long  periods,  and  sometimes,  no  doubt, 
escaping  it  entirely.  When  they  are  in  a 
position  to  defy  public  opinion  they 
throw  off  all  concealment.  You  have  your 
Rosa  Bonheur  painting  in  male  blouse 
and  trousers,  and  George  Sand  living  a 
man's  life  and  almost  compelling  her 
Chopins  and  De  Mussets  to  live  women's 
lives  to  amuse  her.  Had  Joan  not  been 
one  of  those  "unwomanly  women,'* 
she  might  have  been  canonized  much 
sooner. 

But  it  is  not  necessary  to  wear  trousers 
and  smoke  big  cigars  to  live  a  man's  life 
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any  more  than  it  is  necessary  to  wear 
petticoats  to  live  a  woman's.  There  are 
plenty  of  gowned  and  bodiced  women  in 
ordinary  civil  life  who  manage  their  own 
affairs  and  other  people's,  including  those 
of  their  menfolk,  and  are  entirely  mascu- 
line in  their  tastes  and  pursuits.  There 
always  were  such  women,  even  in  the 
Victorian  days  when  women  had  fewer 
legal  rights  than  men,  and  our  modern 
women  magistrates,  mayors,  and  mem- 
bers of  Parliament  were  unknown.  In  re- 
actionary Russia  in  our  own  century  a 
woman  soldier  organized  an  effective 
regiment  of  amazons,  which  disappeared 
only  because  it  was  Aldershottian  enough 
to  be  against  the  Revolution.  The  exemp- 
tion of  women  from  military  service  is 
founded,  not  on  any  natural  inaptitude 
that  men  do  not  share,  but  on  the  fact 
that  communities  cannot  reproduce  them- 
selves without  plenty  of  women.  Men  are 
more  largely  dispensable,  and  are  sacri- 
ficed accordingly. 

WAS  JOAN  SUICIDAL? 

These  two  abnormalities  were  the  only 
ones  that  were  irresistibly  prepotent  in 
Joan;  and  they  brought  her  to  the  stake. 
Neither  of  them  was  peculiar  to  her. 
There  was  nothing  peculiar  about  her 
except  the  vigor  and  scope  of  her  mind 
and  character,  and  the  intensity  of  her 
vital  energy.  She  was  accused  of  a  suicidal 
tendency;  and  it  is  a  fact  that  when  she 
attempted  to  escape  from  Beaurevoir 
Castle  by  jumping  from  a  tower  said  to 
be  sixty  feet  high,  she  took  a  risk  beyond 
reason,  though  she  recovered  from  the 
crash  after  a  few  days  fasting.  Her  death 
was  deliberately  chosen  as  an  alternative 
to  life  without  liberty.  In  battle  she  chal- 
lenged death  as  Wellington  did  at  Water- 
loo, and  as  Nelson  habitually  did  when 
he  walked  his  quarter  deck  during  his 
battles  with  all  his  decorations  in  full 
blaze.  As  neither  Nelson  nor  Wellington 
nor  any  of  those  who  have  performed 


desperate  feats,  and  preferred  death  to 
captivity,  has  been  accused  of  suicidal 
mania,  Joan  need  not  be  suspected  of  it. 
In  the  Beaurevoir  affair  there  was  more 
at  stake  than  her  freedom.  She  was  dis- 
tracted by  the  news  that  Compiegne  was 
about  to  fall;  and  she  was  convinced  that 
she  could  save  it  if  only  she  could  get 
free.  Still,  the  leap  was  so  perilous  that 
her  conscience  was  not  quite  easy  about 
it;  and  she  expressed  this,  as  usual,  by 
saying  that  Saint  Catherine  had  for- 
bidden her  to  do  it,  but  forgave  her  after- 
wards for  her  disobedience. 

JOAN   SUMMED   UP 

We  may  accept  and  admire  Joan,  then, 
as  a  sane  and  shrewd  country  girl  of  ex- 
traordinary strength  of  mind  and  hardi- 
hood of  body.  Everything  she  did  was 
thoroughly  calculated;  and  though  the 
process  was  so  rapid  that  she  was  hardly 
conscious  of  it,  and  ascribed  it  all  to  her 
voices,  she  was  a  woman  of  policy  and 
not  of  blind  impulse.  In  war  she  was  as 
much  a  realist  as  Napoleon:  she  had  his 
eye  for  artillery  and  his  knowledge  of 
what  it  could  do.  She  did  not  expect  be- 
sieged cities  to  fall  Jerichowise  at  tlie 
sound  of  her  trumpet,  but,  like  Welling- 
ton, adapted  her  methods  of  attack  to  the 
peculiarities  of  the  defence;  and  she  an- 
ticipated the  Napoleonic  calculation  that 
if  you  only  hold  on  long  enough  the 
other  fellow  will  give  in:  for  example,  her 
final  triumph  at  Orleans  was  achieved 
after  her  commander  Dunois  had  sounded 
the  retreat  at  the  end  of  a  day's  fighting 
without  a  decision.  She  was  never  for  a 
moment  what  so  many  romancers  and 
playwrights  have  pretended:  a  romantic 
young  lady.  She  was  a  thorough  daughter 
of  the  soil  in  her  peasantlike  matter-of- 
factness  and  doggedness,  and  her  accept- 
ance of  great  lords  and  kings  and  prelates 
as  such  without  idolatry  or  snobbery, 
seeing  at  a  glance  how  much  they  were 
individually  good  for.  She  had  the  re- 
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spectable  countrywoman's  sense  of  the 
value  of  public  decency,  and  would  not 
tolerate  foul  language  and  neglect  of 
religious  observances,  nor  allow  disreput- 
rble  women  to  hang  about  her  soldiers. 
She  had  one  pious  ejaculation  "En  nom 
De!"  and  one  meaningless  oath  "Par  mon 
martin";  and  this  much  swearing  she 
allowed  to  the  incorrigibly  blasphemous 
La  Hire  equally  with  herself.  The  value 
of  this  prudery  was  so  great  in  restoring 
the  self-respect  of  the  badly  demoralized 
army  that,  like  most  of  her  policy,  it 
justified  itself  as  soundly  calculated.  She 
talked  to  and  dealt  with  people  of  all 
classes,  from  laborers  to  kings,  without 
embarrassment  or  affectation,  and  got 
them  to  do  what  she  wanted  when  they 
were  not  afraid  or  corrupt.  She  could  coax 
and  she  could  hustle,  her  tongue  having 
a  soft  side  and  a  sharp  edge.  She  was  very 
capable:  a  born  boss. 

JOAN'S   IMMATURITY  AND   IGNORANCE 

All  this,  however,  must  be  taken  with 
one  heavy  qualification.  She  was  only  a 
girl  in  her  teens.  If  we  could  think  of  her 
as  a  managing  woman  of  fifty  we  should 
seize  her  type  at  once;  for  we  have  plenty 
of  managing  women  among  us  of  that 
age  who  illustrate  perfectly  the  sort  of 
person  she  would  have  become  had  she 
lived.  But  she,  being  only  a  lass  when  all 
is  said,  lacked  their  knowledge  of  men's 
vanities  and  of  the  weight  and  proportion 
of  social  forces.  She  knew  nothing  of  iron 
hands  in  velvet  gloves:  she  just  used  her 
fists.  She  thought  political  changes  much 
easier  than  they  are,  and,  like  Mahomet 
in  his  innocence  of  any  world  but  the 
tribal  world,  wrote  letters  to  kings  calling 
on  them  to  make  millennial  rearrange- 
ments. Consequently  it  was  only  in  the 
enterprises  that  were  really  simple  and 
compassable  by  swift  physical  force,  like 
the  coronation  and  the  Orleans  campaign, 
that  she  was  successful. 

Her  want  of  academic  education  dis- 


abled her  when  she  had  to  deal  with  such 
elaborately  artificial  structures  as  the  great 
ecclesiastical  and  social  institutions  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  She  had  a  horror  of 
heretics  without  suspecting  that  she  was 
herself  a  heresiarch,  one  of  the  precursors 
of  a  schism  that  rent  Europe  in  two,  and 
cost  centuries  of  bloodshed  that  is  not 
yet  staunched.  She  objected  to  foreigners 
on  the  sensible  ground  that  they  were  not 
in  their  proper  place  in  France;  but  she 
had  no  notion  of  how  this  brought  her 
into  conflict  with  Catholicism  and  Feud- 
alism, both  essentially  international.  She 
worked  by  commonsense;  and  where 
scholarship  was  the  only  clue  to  institu- 
tions she  was  in  the  dark,  and  broke  her 
shins  against  them,  all  the  more  rudely 
because  of  her  enormous  self-confidence, 
which  made  her  the  least  cautious  of 
human  beings  in  civil  affairs. 

This  combination  of  inept  youth  and 
academic  ignorance  with  great  natural 
capacity,  push,  courage,  devotion,  origin- 
ality and  oddity,  fully  accounts  for  all  the 
facts  in  Joan's  career,  and  makes  her  a 
credible  historical  and  human  pheno- 
menon; but  it  clashes  most  discordantly 
both  with  the  idolatrous  romance  that 
has  grown  up  round  her,  and  the  belitt- 
ling scepticism  that  reacts  against  that 
romance. 

THE  MAID   IN  LITERATURE 

English  readers  would  probably  like 
to  know  how  these  idolizations  and  re- 
actions have  affected  the  books  they  are 
most  familiar  with  about  Joan.  There  is 
the  first  part  of  the  Shakespearean,  or 
pseudo-Shakespearean  trilogy  of  Henry 
VI,  in  which  Joan  is  one  of  the  leading 
characters.  This  portrait  of  Joan  is  not 
more  authentic  than  the  descriptions  in 
the  London  papers  of  George  Washing- 
ton in  1780,  of  Napoleon  in  1803,  of 
the  German  Crown  Prince  in  1915,  or  of 
Lenin  in  1917.  It  ends  in  mere  scurrility. 
The  impression  left  by  it  is  that  the  play- 
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wright,  having  begun  by  an  attempt  to 
make  Jean  a  beautiful  and  romantic  figure, 
was  tola  by  his  scandalized  company  that 
English  patriotism  would  never  stand  a 
sympathetic  representation  of  a  French 
conqueror  of  English  troops,  and  that 
unless  he  at  once  introduced  all  the  old 
charges  against  Joan  of  being  a  sorceress 
and  a  harlot,  and  assumed  her  to  be 
guilty  of  all  of  them,  his  play  could  not 
be  produced.  As  likely  as  not,  this  is  what 
actually  happened:  indeed  there  is  only 
one  other  apparent  way  of  accounting 
for  the  sympathetic  representation  of 
Joan  as  a  heroine  culminating  in  her  elo- 
quent appeal  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
followed  by  the  blackguardly  scurrility 
of  the  concluding  scenes.  That  other  way 
is  to  assume  that  the  original  play  was 
wholly  scurrilous,  and  that  Shakespear 
touched  up  the  earlier  scenes.  As  the 
work  belongs  to  a  period  at  which  he  was 
only  beginning  his  practice  as  a  tinker  of 
old  works,  before  his  own  style  was  fully 
formed  and  hardened,  it  is  impossible 
to  verify  this  guess.  His  finger  is  not  un- 
mistakeably  evident  in  the  play,  which  is 
poor  and  base  in  its  moral  tone;  but  he 
may  have  tried  to  redeem  it  from  down- 
right infamy  by  shedding  a  momentary 
glamor  on  the  figure  of  The  Maid. 

When  we  jump  over  two  centuries  to 
Schiller,  we  find  Die  Jungfrau  von  Or- 
leans drowned  in  a  witch's  caldron  of 
raging  romance.  Schiller's  Joan  has  not 
a  single  point  of  contact  with  the  real 
Joan,  nor  indeed  with  any  mortal  woman 
that  ever  walked  this  earth.  There  is  really 
nothing  to  be  said  of  his  play  but  that 
it  is  not  about  Joan  at  all,  and  can  hardly 
be  said  to  pretend  to  be;  for  he  makes  her 
die  on  the  battlefield,  finding  her  burning 
unbearable.  Before  Schiller  came  Vol- 
taire, who  burlesqued  Homer  in  a  mock 
epic  called  La  Pucelle.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
dismiss  this  with  virtuous  indignation  as 
an  obscene  libel;  and  I  certainly  cannot 
defend  it  against  the  charge  of  extra- 


vagant indecorum.  But  its  purpose  was 
not  to  depict  Joan,  but  to  kill  with  ridi- 
cule everything  that  Voltaire  righteously 
hated  in  the  institutions  and  fashions  of 
his  own  day.  He  made  Joan  ridiculous, 
but  not  contemptible  nor  (comparatively) 
unchaste;  and  as  he  also  made  Homer  and 
St  Peter  and  St  Denis  and  the  brave 
Dunois  ridiculous,  and  the  other  hero- 
ines of  the  poem  very  unchaste  indeed, 
he  may  be  said  to  have  let  Joan  off  very 
easily.  But  indeed  the  personal  adventures 
of  the  characters  are  so  outrageous,  and 
so  Homerically  free  from  any  pretence 
at  or  even  possibility  of  historical  veracity, 
that  those  who  affect  to  take  them  seri- 
ously only  make  themselves  Pecksniffian. 
Samuel  Butler  believed  The  Iliad  to  be  a 
burlesque  of  Greek  Jingoism  and  Greek 
religion,  written  by  a  hostage  or  a  slave; 
and  La  Pucelle  makes  Butler's  theory 
almost  convincing.  Voltaire  represents 
Agnes  Sorel,  the  Dauphin's  mistress, 
whom  Joan  never  met,  as  a  woman  with 
a  consuming  passion  for  the  chastest  con- 
cubinal  fidelity,  whose  fate  it  was  to  be 
continually  falling  into  the  hands  of  licen- 
tious foes  and  suffering  the  worst  ex- 
tremities of  rapine.  The  combats  in 
which  Joan  rides  a  flying  donkey,  or  in 
which,  taken  unaware  with  no  clothes  on, 
she  defends  Agnes  with  her  sword,  and 
inflicts  appropriate  mutilations  on  her 
assailants,  can  be  laughed  at  as  they  are 
intended  to  be  without  scruple;  for  no 
sane  person  could  mistake  them  for  sober 
history;  and  it  may  be  that  their  ribald 
irreverence  is  more  wholesome  than  the 
beglamored  sentimentality  of  Schiller. 
Certainly  Voltaire  should  not  have  as- 
serted that  Joan's  father  was  a  priest;  but 
when  he  was  out  to  ecraser  I'infdme  (the 
French  Church)  he  stuck  at  nothing. 

So  far,  the  literary  representations  of 
The  Maid  were  legendary.  But  the  publica- 
tion by  Quicherat  in  1841  of  the  reports 
of  her  trial  and  rehabilitation  placed  the 
subject  on  a  new  footing.  These  entirely 
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realistic  documents  created  a  living  in- 
terest in  Joan  which  Voltaire's  mock 
Homerics  and  Schiller's  romantic  non- 
sense missed.  Typical  products  of  that 
interest  in  America  and  England  are  the 
histories  of  Joan  by  Mark  Twain  and 
Andrew  Lang.  Mark  Twain  was  con- 
verted to  downright  worship  of  Joan 
directly  by  Quicherat.  Later  on,  another 
man  of  genius,  Anatole  France,  reacted 
against  the  Quicheratic  wave  of  enthusi- 
asm, and  wrote  a  Life  of  Joan  in  which  he 
attributed  Joan's  ideas  to  clerical  prompt- 
ing and  her  military  success  to  an  adroit 
use  of  her  by  Dunois  as  a  mascotte:  in 
short,  he  denied  that  she  had  any  serious 
military  or  political  ability.  At  this  An- 
drew saw  red,  and  went  for  Anatole's 
scalp  in  a  rival  Life  of  her  which  should 
be  read  as  a  corrective  to  the  other.  Lang 
had  no  difficulty  in  shewing  that  Joan's 
ability  was  not  an  unnatural  fiction  to  be 
explained  away  as  an  illusion  manufac- 
tured by  priests  and  soldiers,  but  a 
straightforward  fact. 

It  has  been  lightly  pleaded  in  explana- 
tion that  Anatole  France  is  a  Parisian  of 
the  art  world,  into  whose  scheme  of 
things  the  able,  hardheaded,  hardhanded 
female,  though  she  dominates  provincial 
France  and  business  Paris,  does  not  enter; 
whereas  Lang  was  a  Scot,  and  every  Scot 
knows  that  the  grey  mare  is  as  likely  as 
not  to  be  the  better  horse.  But  this  ex- 
planation does  not  convince  me.  I  cannot 
believe  that  Anatole  France  does  not 
know  what  everybody  knows.  I  wish 
everybody  knew  all  that  he  knows.  One 
feels  antipathies  at  work  in  his  book.  He 
is  not  anti-Joan;  but  he  is  an ti -clerical, 
anti-mystic,  and  fundamentally  unable 
to  believe  that  there  ever  was  any  such 
person  as  the  real  Joan. 

Mark  Twain's  Joan,  skirted  to  the 
ground,  and  with  as  many  petticoats  as 
Noah's  wife  in  a  toy  ark,  is  an  attempt  to 
combine  Bayard  with  Esther  Summerson 
from  Bleak  House  into  an  unimpeachable 


American  school  teacher  in  armor.  Like 
Esther  Summerson  she  makes  her  creator 
ridiculous,  and  yet,  being  the  work  of  a 
man  of  genius,  remains  a  credible  human 
goodygoody  in  spite  of  her  creator's  in- 
fatuation. It  is  the  description  rather  than 
the  valuation  that  is  wrong.  Andrew  Lang 
and  Mark  Twain  are  equally  determined 
to  make  Joan  a  beautiful  and  most  lady- 
like Victorian;  but  both  of  them  recognize 
and  insist  on  her  capacity  for  leadership, 
though  the  Scots  scholar  is  less  romantic 
about  it  than  the  Mississippi  pilot.  But  then 
Lang  was,  by  lifelong  professional  habit, 
a  critic  of  biographies  rather  than  a  bio- 
grapher, whereas  Mark  Twain  writes  his 
biography  frankly  in  the  form  of  a  romance. 

PROTESTANT  MISUNDERSTANDINGS   OF 
THE   MIDDLE  AGES 

They  had,  however,  one  disability  in 
common.  To  understand  Joan's  history  it 
is  not  enough  to  understand  her  character: 
you  must  understand  her  environment 
as  well.  Joan  in  a  nineteenth-twentieth 
century  environment  is  as  incongruous 
a  figure  as  she  would  appear  were  she 
to  walk  down  Piccadilly  today  in  her 
fifteenth  century  armor.  To  see  her  in 
her  proper  perspective  you  must  under- 
stand Christendom  and  the  Catholic 
Church,  the  Holy  Roman  Empire  and 
the  Feudal  System,  as  they  existed  and 
were  unde  stood  in  the  Middle  Ages.  If 
you  confuse  the  Middle  Ages  with  the 
Dark  Ages,  and  are  in  the  habit  of  ridicul- 
ing your  aunt  for  wearing  "medieval 
clothes,"  meaning  those  in  vogue  in  the 
eighteen-nineties,  and  are  quite  con- 
vinced that  the  world  has  progressed 
enormously,  both  morally  and  mechanic- 
ally, since  Joan's  time,  then  you  will 
never  understand  why  Joan  was  burnt, 
much  less  feel  that  you  might  have  voted 
for  burning  her  yourself  if  you  had  been 
a  member  of  the  court  that  tried  her;  and 
until  you  feel  that  you  know  nothing 
essential  about  her. 
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That  the  Mississippi  pilot  should  have 
broken  down  on  this  misunderstanding 
is  natural  enough.  Mark  Twain,  the  Inno- 
cent Abroad,  who  saw  the  lovely  churches 
of  the  Middle  Ages  without  a  throb  of 
emotion,  author  of  A  Yankee  at  the 
Court  of  King  Arthur,   in  which  the 
heroes  and  heroines  of  medieval  chivalry 
are  guys  seen  through  the  eyes  of  a  street 
arab,  was  clearly  out  of  court  from  the 
beginning.  Andrew  Lang  was  better  read; 
but,  like  Walter  Scott,  he  enjoyed  medi- 
eval history  as  a  string  of  Border  ro- 
mances rather  than  as  the  record  of  a  high 
European  civilization  based  on  a  catholic 
faith.  Both  of  them  were  baptized  as 
Protestants,  and  impressed  by  all  their 
schooling  and  most  of  their  reading  with 
the  belief  that   Catholic  bishops   who 
burnt  heretics  were  persecutors  capable  of 
any  villainy;  that  all  heretics  were  Albi- 
gensians  or  Hushes  or  Jews  or  Protestants 
of  the  highest  character;  and  that  the  In- 
quisition was  a  Chamber  of  Horrors  in- 
vented expressly  and  exclusively  for  such 
burnings.  Accordingly  we  find  them  re- 
presenting  Peter   Cauchon,   Bishop   of 
Beauvais,  the  judge  who  sent  Joan  to  the 
stake,  as  an  unconscionable  scoundrel, 
and  all  the  questions  put  to  her  as  "traps" 
to  ensnare  and  destroy  her.  And  they 
assume  unhesitatingly  that  the  two  or 
three  score  of  canons  and  doctors  of  law 
and  divinity  who  sat  with  Cauchon  as 
assessors,  were  exact  reproductions  of 
him  on  slightly  less  elevated  chairs  and 
with  a  different  headdress. 

COMPARATIVE   FAIRNESS   OF  JOAN'S 
TRIAL 

The  truth  is  that  Cauchon  was  threat- 
ened and  insulted  by  the  English  for  being 
too  considerate  to  Joan.  A  recent  French 
writer  denies  that  Joan  was  burnt,  and 
holds  that  Cauchon  spirited  her  away  and 
burnt  somebody  or  something  else  in  her 
place,  and  that  the  pretender  who  sub- 
sequently personated  her  at  Orleans  and 


elsewhere  was  not  a  pretender  but  the  real 
authentic  Joan.  He  is  able  to  cite  Cau- 
chon's  pro-Joan  partiality  in  support  of 
his  view.  As  to  the  assessors,  the  objec- 
tion to  them  is  not  that  they  were  a  row 
of  uniform  rascals,  but  that  they  were 
political  partisans  of  Joan's  enemies.  This 
is  a  valid  objection  to  all  such  trials;  but 
in  the  absence  of  neutral  tribunals  they 
are  unavoidable.  A  trial  by  Joan's  French 
partisans  would  have  been  as  unfair  as 
the  trial  by  her  French  opponents;  and 
an  equally  mixed  tribunal  would  have 
produced  a  deadlock.  Such  recent  trials 
as  those  of  Edith  Cavell  by  a  German 
tribunal  and  Roger  Casement  by  an  Eng- 
lish one  were  open  to  the  same  objection; 
but  they  went  forward  to  the  death  never- 
theless, because  neutral  tribunals  were 
not  available.  Edith,  like  Joan,  was  an 
arch  heretic:  in  the  middle  of  the  war  she 
declared  before  the  world  that '  'Patriotism 
is  not  enough."  She  nursed  enemies  back 
to  health,  and  assisted  their  prisoners  to 
escape,  making  it  abundantly  clear  that 
she  would  help  any  fugitive  or  distressed 
person  without  asking  whose  side  he  was 
on,  and  acknowledging  no  distinction 
before    Christ    between    Tommy    and 
Jerry  and  Pitou  the  poilu.  Well  might 
Edith  have  wished  that  she  could  bring 
the  Middle  Ages  back,  and  have  fifty 
civilians,  learned  in  the  law  or  vowed  to 
the  service  of  God,  to  support  two  skilled 
judges  in  trying  her  case  according  to  the 
Catholic  law  of  Christendom,  and   to 
argue  it  out  with  her  at  sitting  after  sitting 
for  many  weeks.  The  modern  military 
Inquisition  was  not  so  squeamish.  It  shot 
her  out  of  hand;  and  her  countrymen, 
seeing  in  this  a  good  opportunity  for 
lecturing  the  enemy  on  his  intolerance, 
put  up  a  statue  to  her,  but  took  particular 
care   not   to   inscribe   on   the   pedestal 
"Patriotism  is  not  enough,"  for  which 
omission,  and  the  lie  it  implies,  they  will 
need  Edith's  intercession  when  they  are 
themselves  brought  to  judgment,  if  any 
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heavenly  power  thinks  such  moral  cow- 
ards capable  of  pleading  to  an  intelligible 
indictment. 

The  point  need  be  no  further  labored. 
Joan  was  persecuted  essentially  as  she 
would  be  persecuted  today.  The  change 
from  burning  to  hanging  or  shooting 
may  strike  us  as  a  change  for  the  better. 
The  change  from  careful  trial  under 
ordinary  law  to  recklessly  summary  mili- 
tary terrorism  may  strike  us  a  change  for 
the  worse.  But  as  far  as  toleration  is  con- 
cerned the  trial  and  execution  in  Rouen 
in  1431  might  have  been  an  event  of  to- 
day; and  we  may  charge  our  consciences 
accordingly.  If  Joan  had  to  be  dealt  with 
by  us  in  London  she  would  be  treated 
with  no  more  toleration  than  Miss  Sylvia 
Pankhurst,  or  the  Peculiar  People,  or  the 
parents  who  keep  their  children  from  the 
elementary  school,  or  any  of  the  others 
who  cross  the  line  we  have  to  draw, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  between  the  toler- 
able and  the  intolerable. 

JOAN  NOT  TRIED  AS  A  POLITICAL 
OFFENDER 

Besides,  Joan's  trial  was  not,  like 
Casement's,  a  national  political  trial. 
Ecclesiastical  courts  and  the  courts  of  the 
Inquisition  (Joan  was  tried  by  a  combina- 
tion of  the  two)  were  Courts  Christian :  that 
is,  international  courts;  and  she  was  tried, 
not  as  a  traitress,  but  as  a  heretic,  blas- 
phemer, sorceress  and  idolater.  Her  alleged 
offences  were  not  political  offences  against 
England,  nor  against  the  Burgundian 
faction  in  France,  but  against  God  and 
against  the  common  morality  of  Chris- 
tendom. And  although  the  idea  we  call 
Nationalism  was  so  foreign  to  the  medi- 
eval conception  of  Christian  society  that 
it  might  almost  have  been  directly 
charged  against  Joan  as  an  additional 
heresy,  yet  it  was  not  so  charged;  and  it 
is  unreasonable  to  suppose  that  the  politi- 
cal bias  of  a  body  of  Frenchmen  like  the 
assessors  would  on  this  point  have  run 


strongly  in  favor  of  the  English  foreigners 
(even  if  they  had  been  making  themselves 
particularly  agreeable  in  France  instead 
of  just  the  contrary)  against  a  French- 
woman who  had  vanquished  them. 

The  tragic  part  of  the  trial  was  that 
Joan,  like  most  prisoners  tried  for  any- 
thing but  the  simplest  breaches  of  the 
ten  commandments,  did  not  understand 
what  they  were  accusing  her  of.  She  was 
much  more  like  Mark  Twain  than  like 
Peter  Cauchon.  Her  attachment  to  the 
Church   was    very   different   from   the 
Bishop's,  and  does  not,  in  fact,  bear  close 
examination  from  his  point  of  view.  She 
delighted  in  the  solaces  the  Church  offers 
to  sensitive  souls:  to  her,  confession  and 
communion  were  luxuries  beside  which  the 
vulgar  pleasures  of  the  senses  were  trash. 
Her  prayers  were  wonderful  conversa- 
tions with  her  three  saints.  Her  piety 
seemed  superhuman  to  the  formally  duti- 
ful people  whose  religion  was  only  a  task 
to  them.  But  when  the  Church  was  not 
offering  her  her  favorite  luxuries,  but 
calling  on  her  to  accept  its  interpretation 
of  God's  will,  and  to  sacrifice  her  own,  she 
flatly  refused,  and  made  it  clear  that  her 
notion  of  a  Catholic  Church  was  one  in 
which  the  Pope  was  Pope  Joan.  How 
could  the  Church  tolerate  that,  when  it 
had  just  destroyed  Hus,  and  had  watched 
the  career  of  Wycliffe  with  a  growing 
anger  that  would  have  brought  him,  too,  to 
the  stake,  had  he  not  died  a  natural  death 
before  the  wrath  fell  on  him  in  his  grave? 
Neither  Hus  nor  Wycliffe  was  as  bluntly 
defiant  as  Joan:  both  were  reformers  of 
the  Church  like  Luther;  whilst  Joan,  like 
Mrs  Eddy,  was  quite  prepared  to  super- 
sede St  Peter  as  the  rock  on  which  the 
Church  was  built,  and,  like  Mahomet, 
was  always  ready  with  a  private  revela- 
tion from  God  to  settle  every  question 
and  fit  every  occasion. 

The  enormity  of  Joan's  pretension 
was  proved  by  her  own  unconsciousness 
of  it,  which  we  call  her  innocence,  and 
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her  friends  called  her  simplicity.  Her 
solutions  of  the  problems  presented  to 
her  seemed,  and  indeed  mostly  were,  the 
plainest  commonsense,  and  their  revela- 
tion to  her  by  her  Voices  was  to  her  a 
simple  matter  of  fact.  How  could  plain 
commonsense  and  simple  fact  seem  to  her 
to  be  that  hideous  thing,  heresy?  When 
rival  prophetesses  came  into  the  field,  she 
was  down  on  them  at  once  for  liars  and 
humbugs;  but  she  never  thought  of  them 
as  heretics.  She  was  in  a  state  of  invincible 
ignorance  as  to  the  Church's  view;  and 
the  Church  could  not  tolerate  her  pre- 
tensions without  either  waiving  its  au- 
thority or  giving  her  a  place  beside  the 
Trinity  during  her  lifetime  and  in  her 
teens,  which  was  unthinkable.  Thus  an 
irresistible  force  met  an  immovable  ob- 
stacle, and  developed  the  heat  that  con- 
sumed poor  Joan. 

Mark  and  Andrew  would  have  shared 
her  innocence  and  her  fate  had  they  been 
dealt  with  by  the  Inquisition:  that  is  why 
their  accounts  of  the  trial  are  as  absurd  as 
hers  might  have  been  could  she  have 
written  one.  All  that  can  be  said  for  their 
assumption  that  Cauchon  was  a  vulgar 
villain,  and  that  the  questions  put  to  Joan 
were  traps,  is  that  it  has  the  support  of 
the  inquiry  which  rehabilitated  her 
twentyfive  years  later.  But  this  rehabilita- 
tion was  as  corrupt  as  the  contrary  pro- 
ceeding applied  to  Cromwell  by  our  Re- 
storation reactionaries.  Cauchon  had  been 
dug  up,  and  his  body  thrown  into  the 
common  sewer.  Nothing  was  easier  than 
to  accuse  him  of  cozenage,  and  declare 
the  whole  trial  void  on  that  account.  That 
was  what  everybody  wanted,  from 
Charles  the  Victorious,  whose  credit  was 
bound  up  with  The  Maid's,  to  the  patri- 
otic Nationalist  populace,  who  idolized 
Joan's  memory.  The  English  were  gone; 
and  a  verdict  in  their  favor  would  have 
been  an  outrage  on  the  throne  and  on  the 
patriotism  which  Joan  had  set  on  foot. 

We  have  none  of  these  overwhelming 


motives  of  political  convenience  and 
popularity  to  bias  us.  For  us  the  first  trial 
stands  valid;  and  the  rehabilitation  would 
be  negligible  but  for  the  mass  of  sincere 
testimony  it  produced  as  to  Joan's  en- 
gaging personal  character.  The  question 
then  arises:  how  did  The  Church  get  over 
the  verdict  at  the  first  trial  when  it  canon- 
ized Joan  five  hundred  years  later? 

THE   CHURCH  UNCOMPROMISED  BY 
ITS  AMENDS 

Easily  enough.  In  the  Catholic  Church, 
far  more  than  in  law,  there  is  no  wrong 
without  a  remedy.  It  does  not  defer  to 
Joanesque  private  judgment  as  such,  the 
supremacy  of  private  judgment  for  the 
individual  being  the  quintessence  of  Pro- 
testantism; nevertheless  it  finds  a  place 
for  private  judgment  in  excelsis  by  admit- 
ting that  the  highest  wisdom  may  come 
as  a  divine  revelation  to  an  individual. 
On  sufficient  evidence  it  will  declare  that 
individual  a  saint.  Thus,  as  revelation 
may  come  by  way  of  an  enlightenment 
of  the  private  judgment  no  less  than  by 
the  words  of  a  celestial  personage  ap- 
pearing in  a  vision,  a  saint  may  be  defined 
as  a  person  of  heroic  virtue  whose  private 
judgment  is  privileged.  Many  innovating 
saints,  notably  Francis  and  Clare,  have 
been  in  conflict  with  the  Church  during 
their  lives,  and  have  thus  raised  the  ques- 
tion whether  they  were  heretics  or  saints* 
Francis  might  have  gone  to  the  stake  had 
he  lived  longer.  It  is  therefore  by  no 
means  impossible  for  a  person  to  be  ex- 
communicated as  a  heretic,  and  on  further 
consideration  canonized  as  a  saint.  Ex- 
communication by  a  provincial  ecclesi- 
astical court  is  not  one  of  the  acts  for 
which  the  Church  claims  infallibility. 
Perhaps  I  had  better  inform  my  Protest- 
ant readers  that  the  famous  Dogma  of 
Papal  Infallibility  is  by  far  the  most 
modest  pretension  of  the  kind  in  exist- 
ence. Compared  with  our  infallible  de- 
mocracies, our  infallible  medical  councils, 
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our  infallible  astronomers,  our  infallible 
judges,  and  our  infallible  parliaments, 
the  Pope  is  on  his  knees  in  the  dust  con- 
fessing his  ignorance  before  the  throne 
of  God,  asking  only  that  as  to  certain 
historical  matters  on  which  he  has  clearly 
more  sources  of  information  open  to  him 
than  anyone  else  his  decision  shall  be 
taken  as  final;  The  Church  may,  and  per- 
haps some  day  will,  canonize  Galileo 
without  compromising  such  infallibility 
as  it  claims  for  the  Pope,  if  not  without 
compromising  the  infallibility  claimed 
for  the  Book  of  Joshua  by  simple  souls 
whose  rational  faith  in  more  important 
things  has  become  bound  up  with  a  quite 
irrational  faith  in  the  chronicle  of  Joshua's 
campaigns  as  a  treatise  on  physics.  There- 
fore the  Church  will  probably  not  canon- 
ize Galileo  yet  awhile,  though  it  might  do 
worse.  But  it  has  been  able  to  canonize 
Joan  without  any  compromise  at  all.  She 
never  doubted  that  the  sun  went  round 
the  earth:  she  had  seen  it  do  so  too  often. 
Still,  there  was  a  great  wrong  done  to 
Joan  and  to  the  conscience  of  the  world 
by  her  burning.  Tout  comprendre,  cest 
tout  par  donner,  which  is  the  Devil's  senti- 
mentality, cannot  excuse  it.  When  we 
have  admitted  that  the  tribunal  was  not 
only  honest  and  legal,  but  exceptionally 
merciful  in  respect  of  sparing  Joan  the 
torture  which  was  customary  when  she 
was  obdurate  as  to  taking  the  oath,  and 
that  Cauchon  was  far  more  self-disciplined 
and  conscientious  both  as  priest  and 
lawyer  than  any  English  judge  ever 
dreams  of  being  in  a  political  case  in 
which  his  party  and  class  prejudices  are 
involved,  the  human  fact  remains  that  the 
burning  of  Joan  of  Arc  was  a  horror,  and 
that  a  historian  who  would  defend  it 
would  defend  anything.  The  final  criti- 
cism of  its  physical  side  is  implied  in  the 
refusal  of  the  Marquesas  islanders  to  be 
persuaded  that  the  English  did  not  eat 
Joan.  Why,  they  ask,  should  anyone  take 
the  trouble  to  roast  a  human  being  except 


with  that  object?  They  cannot  conceive 
its  being  a  pleasure.  As  we  have  no  answer 
for  them  that  is  not  shameful  to  us,  let  us 
blush  for  our  more  complicated  and  pre- 
tentious savagery  before  we  proceed  to 
unravel  the  business  further,  and  see  what 
other  lessons  it  contains  for  us. 

CRUELTY,   MODERN  AND   MEDIEVAL 

First,  let  us  get  rid  of  the  notion  that  the 
mere  physical  cruelty  of  the  burning  has 
any  special  significance.  Joan  was  burnt 
just  as  dozens  of  less  interesting  heretics 
were  burnt  in  her  time.  Christ,  in  being 
crucified,  only  shared  the  fate  of  thousands 
of  forgotten  malefactors.  They  have  no 
pre-eminence  in  mere  physical  pain:  much 
more  horrible  executions  than  theirs  are 
on  record,  to  say  nothing  of  the  agonies 
of  so-called  natural  death  at  its  worst. 

Joan  was  burnt  more  than  five  hundred 
years  ago.  More  than  three  hundred  years 
later:  that  is,  only  about  a  hundred  years 
before  I  was  born,  a  woman  was  burnt  on 
Stephen's  Green  in  my  native  city  of 
Dublin  for  coining,  which  was  held  to 
be  treason.  In  my  preface  to  the  recent 
volume  on  English  Prisons  under  Local 
Government,  by  Sidney  and  Beatrice 
Webb,  I  have  mentioned  that  when  I 
was  already  a  grown  man  I  saw  Richard 
Wagner  conduct  two  concerts,  and  that 
when  Richard  Wagner  was  a  young  man 
he  saw  and  avoided  a  crowd  of  people 
hastening  to  see  a  soldier  broken  on  the 
wheel  by  the  more  cruel  of  the  two  ways 
of  carrying  out  that  hideous  method  of 
execution.  Also  that  the  penalty  of  hang- 
ing, drawing,  and  quartering,  unmention- 
able in  its  details,  was  abolished  so  re- 
cently that  there  are  men  living  who  have 
been  sentenced  to  it.  We  are  still  flogging 
criminals,  and  clamoring  for  more  flog- 
ging. Not  even  the  most  sensationally 
frightful  of  these  atrocities  inflicted  on 
its  victim  the  misery,  degradation,  and 
conscious  waste  and  loss  of  life  suffered 
in  our  modern  prisons,  especially  the 
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model  ones,  without,  as  far  as  I  can  see, 
rousing  any  more  compunction  than  the 
burning  of  heretics  did  in  the  Middle 
Ages.  We  have  not  even  the  excuse  of 
getting  some  fun  out  of  our  prisons  as  the 
Middle  Ages  did  out  of  their  stakes  and 
wheels  and  gibbets.  Joan  herself  judged 
this  matter  when  she  had  to  choose  be- 
tween imprisonment  and  the  stake,  and 
chose  the  stake.  And  thereby  she  deprived 
The  Church  of  the  plea  that  it  was  guilt- 
less of  her  death,  which  was  the  work  of 
the  secular  arm.  The  Church  should  have 
confined  itself  to  excommunicating  her. 
There  it  was  within  its  rights:  she  had  re- 
fused to  accept  its  authority  or  comply 
with  its  conditions;  and  it  could  say  with 
truth  "You  are  not  one  of  us:  go  forth  and 
find  the  religion  that  suits  you,  or  found 
one  for  yourself/'  It  had  no  right  to  say 
"You  may  return  to  us  now  that  you  have 
recanted;  but  you  shall  stay  in  a  dungeon 
all  the  rest  of  your  life."  Unfortunately, 
The  Church  did  not  believe  that  there 
was  any  genuine  soul  saving  religion  out- 
side itself;  and  it  was  deeply  corrupted, 
as  all  the  Churches  were  and  still  are, 
by  primitive  Calibanism  (in  Browning's 
sense),  or  the  propitiation  of  a  dreaded 
deity  by  suffering  and  sacrifice.  Its  method 
was  not  cruelty  for  cruelty's  sake,  but 
cruelty  for  the  salvation  of  Joan's  soul. 
Joan,  however,  believed  that  the  saving 
of  her  soul  was  her  own  business,  and  not 
that  oflesgens  J'eglise.  By  using  that  term 
as  she  did,  mistrustfully  and  contemptu- 
ously, she  announced  herself  as,  in  germ, 
an  anti-Clerical  as  thoroughgoing  as  Vol- 
taire or  Anatole  France.  Had  she  said 
in  so  many  words  "To  the  dustbin  with 
the  Church  Militant  and  its  blackcoated 
officials:  I  recognize  only  the  Church 
Triumphant  in  heaven,"  she  would  hardly 
have  put  her  view  more  plainly. 

CATHOLIC  ANTI-CLERICALISM 

I  must  not  leave  it  to  be  inferred  here 
that  one  cannot  be  an  anti-Clerical  and  a 


good  Catholic  too.  All  the  reforming 
Popes  have  been  vehement  anti-Clericals, 
veritable  scourges  of  the  clergy.  All  the 
great  Orders  arose  from  dissatisfaction 
with  the  priests:  that  of  the  Franciscans 
with  priestly  snobbery,  that  of  the  Do- 
minicans with  priestly  laziness  and  Lao- 
diceanism,  that  of  the  Jesuits  with  priestly 
apathy  and  ignorance  and  indiscipline. 
The  most  bigoted  Ulster  Orangeman  or 
Leicester  Low  Church  bourgeois  (as  de- 
scribed by  Mr  Henry  Nevinson)  is  a  mere 
Gallio  compared  to  Machiavelli,  who, 
though  no  Protestant,  was  a  fierce  anti- 
Clerical.  Any  Catholic  may,  and  many 
Catholics  do,  denounce  any  priest  or 
body  of  priests,  as  lazy,  drunken,  idle, 
dissolute,  and  unworthy  of  their  great 
Church  and  their  function  as  the  pastors 
of  their  flocks  of  human  souls.  But  to  say 
that  the  souls  of  the  people  are  no  busi- 
ness of  the  Churchmen  is  to  go  a  step 
further,  a  step  across  the  Rubicon.  Joan 
virtually  took  that  step. 

CATHOLICISM   NOT  YET  CATHOLIC 
ENOUGH 

And  so,  if  we  admit,  as  we  must,  that 
the  burning  of  Joan  was  a  mistake,  we 
must  broaden  Catholicism  sufficiently  to 
include  her  in  its  charter.  Our  Churches 
must  admit  that  no  official  organization 
of  mortal  men  whose  vocation  does  not 
carry  with  it  extraordinary  mental  powers 
(and  this  is  all  that  any  Church  Militant 
can  in  the  face  of  fact  and  history  pretend 
to  be),  can  keep  pace  with  the  private 
judgment  of  persons  of  genius  except 
when,  by  a  very  rare  accident,  the  genius 
happens  to  be  Pope,  and  not  even  then 
unless  he  is  an  exceedingly  overbearing 
Pope.  The  Churches  must  learn  humility 
as  well  as  teach  it.  The  Apostolic  Succes- 
sion cannot  be  secured  or  confined  by  the 
laying  on  of  hands:  the  tongues  of  fire 
have  descended  on  heathens  and  outcasts 
too  often  for  that,  leaving  anointed 
Churchmen  to  scandalize  History  as 
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worldly  rascals.  When  the  Church  Mili- 
tant behaves  as  if  it  were  already  the 
Church  Triumphant,  it  makes  these  ap- 
palling blunders  about  Joan  and  Bruno 
and  Galileo  and  the  rest  which  make  it 
so  difficult  for  a  Freethinker  to  join  it; 
and  a  Church  which  has  no  place  for 
Freethinkers:  nay,  which  does  not  in- 
culcate and  encourage  freethinking  with 
a  complete  belief  that  thought,  when  really 
free,  must  by  its  own  law  take  the  path 
that  leads  to  The  Church's  bosom,  not 
only  has  no  future  in  modern  culture,  but 
obviously  has  no  faith  in  die  valid  science 
of  its  own  tenets,  and  is  guilty  of  the 
heresy  that  theology  and  science  are  two 
different  and  opposite  impulses,  rivals  for 
human  allegiance. 

I  have  before  me  the  letter  of  a  Catholic 
priest.  "In  your  play,"  he  writes,  "I  see 
the  dramatic  presentation  of  the  conflict 
of  the  Regal,  sacerdotal,  and  Prophetical 
powers,  in  which  Joan  was  crushed.  To 
me  it  is  not  the  victory  of  any  one  of 
them  over  the  others  that  will  bring  peace 
and  the  Reign  of  the  Saints  in  the  King- 
dom of  God,  but  their  fruitful  interaction 
in  a  costly  but  noble  state  of  tension." 
The  Pope  himself  could  not  put  it  better; 
nor  can  I.  We  must  accept  the  tension, 
and  maintain  it  nobly  without  letting  our- 
selves be  tempted  to  relieve  it  by  burning 
the  thread.  This  is  Joan's  lesson  to  The 
Church;  and  its  formulation  by  the  hand 
of  a  priest  emboldens  me  to  claim  that 
her  canonization  was  a  magnificently 
Catholic  gesture  as  the  canonization  of  a 
Protestant  saint  by  the  Church  of  Rome. 
But  its  special  value  and  virtue  cannot  be 
apparent  until  it  is  known  and  understood 
as  such.  If  any  simple  priest  for  whom 
this  is  too  hard  a  saying  tells  me  that  it 
was  not  so  intended,  I  shall  remind  him 
that  the  Church  is  in  the  hands  of  God, 
and  not,  as  simple  priests  imagine,  God 
in  the  hands  of  the  Church;  so  if  he 
answers  too  confidently  for  God's  in- 
tentions he  may  be  asked  "Hast  thou 


entered  into  the  springs  of  the  sea?  or 
hast  thou  walked  in  the  recesses  of  the 
deep?"  And  Joan's  own  answer  is  also 
the  answer  of  old:  "Though  He  slay  me, 
yet  will  I  trust  in  Him;  but  I  will  maintain 
my  own  ways  before  Him.3' 

THE  LAW  OF  CHANGE  IS  THE  LAW 
OF  GOD 

When  Joan  maintained  her  own  ways 
she  claimed,  like  Job,  that  there  was  not 
only  God  and  the  Church  to  be  con- 
sidered, but  the  Word  made  Flesh:  that 
is,  the  unaveraged  individual,  represent- 
ing life  possibly  at  its  highest  actual  human 
evolution  and  possibly  at  its  lowest,  but 
never  at  its  merely  mathematical  average* 
Now  there  is  no  deification  of  the  demo- 
cratic average  in  the  theory  of  the  Church: 
it  is  an  avowed  hierarchy  in  which  the 
members  are  sifted  until  at  the  end  of  the 
process  an  individual  stands  supreme  as 
the  Vicar  of  Christ.  But  when  the  process 
is  examined  it  appears  that  its  successive 
steps  of  selection  and  election  are  of  the 
superior  by  the  inferior  (the  cardinal  vice 
of  democracy),  with  the  result  that  great 
popes  are  as  rare  and  accidental  as  great 
kings,  and  that  it  has  sometimes  been 
safer  for  an  aspirant  to  the  Chair  and  the 
Keys  to  pass  as  a  moribund  dotard  than 
as  an  energetic  saint.  At  best  very  few 
popes  have  been  canonized,  or  could  be 
without  letting  down  the  standard  of 
sanctity  set  by  the  self-elected  saints. 

No  other  result  could  have  been  reason- 
ably expected;  for  it  is  not  possible  that 
an  official  organization  of  the  spiritual 
needs  of  millions  of  men  and  women, 
mostly  poor  and  ignorant,  should  com- 
pete successfully  in  the  selection  of  its 
principals  with  the  direct  choice  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  as  it  flashes  with  unerring 
aim  upon  the  individual.  Nor  can  any 
College  of  Cardinals  pray  effectively  that 
its  choice  may  be  inspired.  The  conscious 
prayer  of  the  inferior  may  be  that  his 
choice  may  light  on  a  greater  than  him- 
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self;  but  the  sub-conscious  intention  of 
his  self-preserving  individuality  must  be 
to  find  a  trustworthy  servant  for  his  own 
purposes.  The  saints  and  prophets, 
though  they  may  be  accidentally  in  this 
or  that  official  position  or  rank,  are  always 
really  self-selected,  like  Joan.  And  since 
neirk^r  Church  nor  State,  by  the  secular 
necessities  of  its  constitution,  can  guaran- 
tee even  the  recognition  of  such  self-chosen 
missions,  there  is  nothing  for  us  but  to 
make  it  a  point  of  honor  to  privilege 
heresy  to  the  last  bearable  degree  on 
the  simple  ground  that  all  evolution  in 
thought  and  conduct  must  at  first  appear 
as  heresy  and  misconduct.  In  short, 
though  all  society  is  founded  on  intoler- 
ance, all  improvement  is  founded  on  toler- 
ance, or  the  recognition  of  the  fact  that 
the  law  of  evolution  is  Ibsen's  law  of 
change.  And  as  the  law  of  God  in  any 
sense  of  the  word  which  can  now  com- 
mand a  faith  proof  against  science  is  a 
law  of  evolution,  it  follows  that  the  law 
of  God  is  a  law  of  change,  and  that 
when  the  Churches  set  themselves  against 
change  as  such,  they  are  setting  them- 
selves against  the  law  of  God. 


When  Abernethy,  the  famous  doctor, 
was  asked  why  he  indulged  himself  with 
all  the  habits  he  warned  his  patients 
against  as  unhealthy,  he  replied  that  his 
business  was  that  of  a  direction  post, 
which  points  out  the  way  to  a  place,  but 
does  not  go  thither  itself.  He  might  have 
added  that  neither  does  it  compel  the 
traveller  to  go  thither,  nor  prevent  him 
from  seeking  some  other  way.  Unfor- 
tunately our  clerical  direction  posts  al- 
ways do  coerce  the  traveller  when  they 
have  the  political  power  to  do  so.  When 
the  Church  was  a  temporal  as  well  as  a 
spiritual  power,  and  for  long  after  to  the 
full  extent  to  which  it  could  control  or 
influence  the  temporal  power,  it  enforced 
conformity  by  persecutions  that  were  all 


the  more  ruthless  because  their  intention 
was  so  excellent.  Today,  when  the  doctor 
has  succeeded  to  the  priest,  and  can  do 
practically  what  he  likes  with  parliament 
and  the  press  through  the  blind  faith  in 
him  which  has  succeeded  to  the  far  more 
critical  faith  in  the  parson,  legal  com- 
pulsion to  take  the  doctor's  prescription, 
however  poisonous,  is  carried  to  an  ex- 
tent that  would  have  horrified  the  In- 
quisition and  staggered  Archbishop  Laud. 
Our  credulity  is  grosser  than  that  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  because  the  priest  had  no 
such  direct  pecuniary  interest  in  our  sins 
as  the  doctor  has  in  our  diseases:  he  did 
not  starve  when  all  was  well  with  his 
flock,  nor  prosper  when  they  were  perish- 
ing, as  our  private  commercial  doctors 
must.  Also  the  medieval  cleric  believed 
that  something  extremely  unpleasant 
would  happen  to  him  after  death  if  he  was 
unscrupulous,  a  belief  now  practically 
extinct  among  persons  receiving  a  dog- 
matically materialist  education.  Our  pro- 
fessional corporations  are  Trade  Unions 
without  souls  to  be  damned;  and  they 
will  soon  drive  us  to  remind  them  that 
they  have  bodies  to  be  kicked.  The  Vati- 
can was  never  soulless:  at  worst  it  was  a 
political  conspiracy  to  make  the  Church 
supreme  temporally  as  well  as  spiritually. 
Therefore  the  question  raised  by  Joan's 
burning  is  a  burning  question  still,  though 
the  penalties  involved  are  not  so  sensa- 
tional. That  is  why  I  am  probing  it.  If  it 
were  only  an  historical  curiosity  I  would 
not  waste  my  readers'  time  and  my  own 
on  it  for  five  minutes. 


The  more  closely  we  grapple  with  it 
the  more  difficult  it  becomes.  At  first 
sight  we  are  disposed  to  repeat  that  Joan 
should  have  been  excommunicated  and 
then  left  to  go  her  own  way,  though  she 
would  have  protested  vehemently  against 
so  cruel  a  deprivation  of  her  spiritual 
food;  for  confession,  absolution,  and  the 
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body  of  her  Lord  were  first  necessaries 
of  life  to  her.  Such  a  spirit  as  Joan's  might 
have  got  over  that  difficulty  as  the  Church 
of  England  got  over  the  Bulls  of  Pope 
Leo,  by  making  a  Church  of  her  own, 
and  affirming  it  to  be  the  temple  of  the 
true  and  original  faith  from  which  her 
persecutors  had  strayed.  But  as  such  a 
proceeding  was,  in  the  eyes  of  both 
Church  and  State  at  that  time,  a  spread- 
ing of  damnation  and  anarchy,  its  tolera- 
tion involved  a  greater  strain  on  faith  in 
freedom  than  political  and  ecclesiastical 
human  nature  could  bear.  It  is  easy  to  say 
that  the  Church  should  have  waited  for 
the  alleged  evil  results  instead  of  assum- 
ing that  they  would  occur,  and  what  they 
would  be.  That  sounds  simple  enough; 
but  if  a  modern  Public  Health  Authority 
were  to  leave  people  entirely  to  their  own 
devices  in  the  matter  of  sanitation,  say- 
ing, "We  have  nothing  to  do  with  drain- 
age or  your  views  about  drainage;  but 
if  you  catch  smallpox  or  typhus  we  will 
prosecute  you  and  have  you  punished 
very  severely  like  the  authorities  in 
Butler's  Erewhon,"  it  would  either  be 
removed  to  the  County  Asylum  or  re- 
minded that  A's  neglect  of  sanitation  may 
kill  the  child  of  B  two  miles  off,  or  start 
an  epidemic  in  which  the  most  con- 
scientious sanitarians  may  perish. 

We  must  face  the  fact  that  society  is 
founded  on  intolerance.  There  are  glaring 
cases  of  the  abuse  of  intolerance;  but  they 
are  quite  as  characteristic  of  our  own  age 
as  of  the  Middle  Ages.  The  typical  modern 
example  and  contrast  is  compulsory  in- 
oculation replacing  what  was  virtually 
compulsory  baptism.  But  compulsion  to 
inoculate  is  objected  to  as  a  crudely  un- 
scientific and  mischievous  anti-sanitary 
quackery,  not  in  the  least  because  we  think 
it  wrong  to  compel  people  to  protect 
their  children  from  disease.  Its  opponents 
would  make  it  a  crime,  and  will  probably 
succeed  in  doing  so;  and  that  will  be  just 
as  intolerant  as  making  it  compulsory. 


Neither  the  Pasteurians  nor  their  op- 
ponents the  Sanitarians  would  leave 
parents  free  to  bring  up  their  children 
naked,  though  that  course  also  has  some 
plausible  advocates.  We  may  prate  of 
toleration  as  we  will;  but  society  must 
always  draw  a  line  somewhere  between 
allowable  conduct  and  insanity  or  crime, 
in  spite  of  the  risk  of  mistaking  sages  for 
lunatics  and  saviors  for  blasphemers.  We 
must  persecute,  even  to  the  death;  and  all 
we  can  do  to  mitigate  the  danger  of  per- 
secution is,  first,  to  be  very  careful  what 
we  persecute,  and  second,  to  bear  in  mind 
that  unless  there  is  a  large  liberty  to  shock 
conventional  people,  and  a  well  informed 
sense  of  the  value  of  originality,  indivi- 
duality, and  eccentricity,  the  result  will 
be  apparent  stagnation  covering  a  re- 
pression of  evolutionary  forces  which 
will  eventually  explode  with  extravagant 
and  probably  destructive  violence. 

VARIABILITY  OF  TOLERATION 

The  degree  of  tolerance  attainable  at 
any  moment  depends  on  the  strain  under 
which  society  is  maintaining  its  cohesion. 
In  war,  for  instance,  we  suppress  the 
gospels  and  put  Quakers  in  prison, 
muzzle  the  newspapers,  and  make  it  a 
serious  offence  to  shew  a  light  at  night. 
Under  the  strain  of  invasion  the  French 
Government  in  1792  struck  off  4000 
heads,  mostly  on  grounds  that  would  not 
in  time  of  settled  peace  have  provoked 
any  Government  to  chloroform  a  dog; 
and  in  1920  the  British  Government 
slaughtered  and  burnt  in  Ireland  to  per- 
secute the  advocates  of  a  constitutional 
change  which  it  had  presently  to  effect 
itself.  Later  on  the  Fascist!  in  Italy  did 
everything  that  the  Black  and  Tans  did 
in  Ireland,  with  some  grotesquely  fero- 
cious variations,  under  the  strain  of  an 
unskilled  attempt  at  industrial  revolution 
by  Socialists  who  understood  Socialism 
even  less  than  Capitalists  understand 
Capitalism.  In  the  United  States  an  in- 
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credibly  savage  persecution  of  Russians 
took  place  during  the  scare  spread  by  the 
Russian  Bolshevik  revolution  after  1917. 
These  instances  could  easily  be  multi- 
plied; but  they  are  enough  to  shew  that 
between  a  maximum  of  indulgent  tolera- 
tion and  a  ruthlessly  intolerant  Terrorism 
there  is  a  scale  through  which  toleration 
is  continually  rising  or  falling,  and  that 
there  was  not  the  smallest  ground  for  the 
self-complacent  conviction  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  that  it  was  more  tolerant 
than  the  fifteenth,  or  that  such  an  event 
as  the  execution  of  Joan  could  not  possibly 
occur  in  what  we  call  our  own  more  en- 
lightened times.  Thousands  of  women, 
each  of  them  a  thousand  times  less  danger- 
ous and  terrifying  to  our  Governments 
than  Joan  was  to  the  Government  of  her 
day,  have  within  the  last  ten  years  been 
slaughtered,  starved  to  death,  burnt  out 
of  house  and  home,  and  what  not  that 
Persecution  and  Terror  could  do  to  them, 
in  the  course  of  Crusades  far  more  tyran- 
nically pretentious  than  the  medieval 
Crusades  which  proposed  nothing  more 
hyperbolical  than  the  rescue  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre  from  the  Saracens.  The  In- 
quisition, with  its  English  equivalent  the 
Star  Chamber,  are  gone  in  the  sense  that 
their  names  are  now  disused;  but  can  any 
of  the  modern  substitutes  for  the  Inquisi- 
tion, the  Special  Tribunals  and  Com- 
missions, the  punitive  expeditions,  the 
suspensions  of  the  Habeas  Corpus  Act, 
the  proclamations  of  martial  law  and  of 
minor  states  of  siege,  and  the  rest  of 
them,  claim  that  their  victims  have  as  fair 
a  trial,  as  well  considered  a  body  of  law 
to  govern  their  cases,  or  as  conscientious 
a  judge  to  insist  on  strict  legality  of  pro- 
cedure as  Joan  had  from  the  Inquisition 
and  from  the  spirit  of  the  Middle  Ages 
even  when  her  country  was  under  the 
heaviest  strain  of  civil  and  foreign  war? 
From  us  she  would  have  had  no  trial  and 
no  law  except  a  Defence  of  The  Realm 
Act  suspending  all  law;  and  for  judge  she 


would  have  had,  at  best,  a  bothered  major, 
and  at  worst  a  promoted  advocate  in 
ermine  and  scarlet  to  whom  the  scruples 
of  a  trained  ecclesiastic  like  Cauchon 
would  seem  ridiculous  and  ungentle- 
manly. 

THE  CONFLICT  BETWEEN  GENIUS  AND 
DISCIPLINE 

Having  thus  brought  the  matter  home 
to  ourselves,  we  may  now  consider  the 
special  feature  of  Joan's  mental  constitu- 
tion which  made  her  so  unmanageable. 
What  is  to  be  done  on  the  one  hand  with 
rulers  who  will  not  give  any  reason  for 
their  orders,  and  on  the  other  with  people 
who  cannot  understand  the  reasons  when 
they  are  given?  The  government  of  the 
world,  political,  industrial,  and  domestic, 
has  to  be  carried  on  mostly  by  the  giving 
and  obeying  of  orders  under  just  these 
conditions.  "Dont  argue:  do  as  you  are 
told"  has  to  be  said  not  only  to  children 
and  soldiers,  but  practically  to  every- 
body. Fortunately  most  people  do  not 
want  to  argue:  they  are  only  too  glad  to 
be  saved  the  trouble  of  thinking  for 
themselves.  And  the  ablest  and  most  in- 
dependent thinkers  are  content  to  under- 
stand their  own  special  department.  In 
other  departments  they  will  unhesitat- 
ingly ask  for  and  accept  the  instructions 
of  a  policeman  or  the  advice  of  a  tailor 
without  demanding  or  desiring  explana- 
tions. 

Nevertheless,  there  must  be  some 
ground  for  attaching  authority  to  an 
order.  A  child  will  obey  its  parents,  a 
soldier  his  officer,  a  philosopher  a  railway 
porter,  and  a  workman  a  foreman,  all 
without  question,  because  it  is  generally 
accepted  that  those  who  give  the  orders 
understand  what  they  are  about,  and  are 
duly  authorized  and  even  obliged  to  give 
them,  and  because,  in  the  practical  emer- 
gencies of  daily  life,  there  is  no  time  for 
lessons  and  explanations,  or  for  argu- 
ments as  to  their  validity.  Such  obediences 
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are  as  necessary  to  the  continuous  opera- 
tion of  our  social  system  as  the  revolu- 
tions of  the  earth  are  to  the  succession  of 
night  and  day.  But  they  are  not  so  spon- 
taneous as  they  seem:  they  have  to  be 
very  carefully  arranged  and  maintained. 
A  bishop  will  defer  to  and  obey  a  king; 
but  let  a  curate  venture  to  give  him  an 
order,  however  necessary  and  sensible, 
and  the  bishop  will  forget  his  cloth  and 
damn  the  curate's  impudence.  The  more 
obedient  a  man  is  to  accredited  authority 
the  more  jealous  he  is  of  allowing  any 
unauthorized  person  to  order  him  about. 
With  all  this  in  mind,  consider  the 
career  of  Joan.  She  was  a  village  girl,  in 
authority  over  sheep  and  pigs,  dogs  and 
chickens,  and  to  some  extent  over  her 
father's  hired  laborers  when  he  hired  any, 
but  over  no  one  else  on  earth.  Outside 
the  farm  she  had  no  authority,  no  pres- 
tige, no  claim  to  the  smallest  deference. 
Yet  she  ordered  everybody  about,  from 
her  uncle  to  the  king,  the  archbishop, 
and  the  military  General  Staff.  Her  uncle 
obeyed  her  like  a  sheep,  and  took  her  to 
the  castle  of  the  local  commander,  who, 
on  being  ordered  about,  tried  to  assert 
himself,  but  soon  collapsed  and  obeyed. 
And  so  on  up  to  the  king,  as  we  have 
seen.  This  would  have  been  unbearably 
irritating  even  if  her  orders  had  been 
offered  as  rational  solutions  of  the  des- 
perate difficulties  in  which  her  social 
superiors  found  themselves  just  then. 
But  they  were  not  so  offered.  Nor  were 
they  offered  as  the  expression  of  Joan's 
arbitrary  will.  It  was  never  "I  say  so," 
but  always  "God  says  so." 

JOAN  AS  THEOCRAT 

Leaders  who  take  that  line  have  no 
trouble  with  some  people,  and  no  end  of 
trouble  with  others.  They  need  never 
fear  a  lukewarm  reception.  Either  they 
are  messengers  of  God,  or  they  are  blas- 
phemous impostors.  In  the  Middle  Ages 
the  general  belief  in  witchcraft  greatly  in- 


tensified this  contrast,  because  when  an 
apparent  miracle  happened  (as  in  the  case 
of  the  wind  changing  at  Orleans)  it 
proved  the  divine  mission  to  the  credu- 
lous, and  proved  a  contract  with  the  devil 
to  the  sceptical.  All  through,  Joan  had 
to  depend  on  those  who  accepted  her  as 
an  incarnate  angel  against  those  who 
added  to  an  intense  resentment  of  her 
presumption  a  bigoted  abhorrence  of  her 
as  a  witch.  To  this  abhorrence  we  must 
add  the  extreme  irritation  of  those  who 
did  not  believe  in  the  voices,  and  regarded 
her  as  a  liar  and  impostor.  It  is  hard  to 
conceive  anything  more  infuriating  to  a 
statesman  or  a  military  commander,  or 
to  a  court  favorite,  than  to  be  overruled 
at  every  turn,  or  to  be  robbed  of  the  ear 
of  the  reigning  sovereign,  by  an  im- 
pudent young  upstart  practising  on  the 
credulity  of  the  populace  and  the  vanity 
and  silliness  of  an  immature  prince  by 
exploiting  a  few  of  those  lucky  coinci- 
dences which  pass  as  miracles  with  un- 
critical people.  Not  only  were  the  envy, 
snobbery,  and  competitive  ambition  of 
the  baser  natures  exacerbated  by  Joan's 
success,  but  among  the  friendly  ones  that 
were  clever  enough  to  be  critical  a  quite 
reasonable  scepticism  and  mistrust  of  her 
ability,  founded  on  a  fair  observation  of 
her  obvious  ignorance  and  temerity,  were 
at  work  against  her.  And  as  she  met  all 
remonstrances  and  all  criticisms,  not 
with  arguments  or  persuasion,  but  with 
a  flat  appeal  to  the  authority  of  God  and 
a  claim  to  be  in  God's  special  confidence, 
she  must  have  seemed,  to  all  who  were 
not  infatuated  by  her,  so  insufferable  that 
nothing  but  an  unbroken  chain  of  over- 
whelming successes  in  the  military  and 
political  field  could  have  saved  her  from 
the  wrath  that  finally  destroyed  her. 

UNBROKEN   SUCCESS   ESSENTIAL   IN 
THEOCRACY 

To  forge  such  a  chain  she  needed  to  be 
the  King,  the  Archbishop  of  Rheims,  the 
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Bastard  of  Orleans,  and  herself  into  the 
bargain;  and  that  was  impossible.  From 
the  moment  when  she  failed  to  stimulate 
Charles  to  follow  up  his  coronation  with 
a  swoop  on  Paris  she  was  lost.  The  fact 
that  she  insisted  on  this  whilst  the  king 
and  the  rest  timidly  and  foolishly  thought 
they  could  square  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
and  effect  a  combination  with  him  against 
the  English,  made  her  a  terrifying  nuis- 
ance to  them;  and  from  that  time  onward 
she  could  do  nothing  but  prowl  about  the 
battlefields  waiting  for  some  lucky  chance 
to  sweep  the  captains  into  a  big  move. 
But  it  was  to  the  enemy  that  the  chance 
came:  she  was  taken  prisoner  by  the  Bur- 
gundians  fighting  before  Compiegne,  and 
at  once  discovered  that  she  had  not  a 
friend  in  the  political  world.  Had  she 
escaped  she  would  probably  have  fought 
on  until  the  English  were  gone,  and  then 
had  to  shake  the  dust  of  the  court  off  her 
feet,  and  retire  to  Domremy  as  Garibaldi 
had  to  retire  to  Caprera. 

MODERN  DISTORTIONS   OF  JOAN'S 
HISTORY 

This,  I  think,  is  all  that  we  can  now 
pretend  to  say  about  the  prose  of  Joan's 
career.  The  romance  of  her  rise,  the 
tragedy  of  her  execution,  and  the  comedy 
of  the  attempts  of  posterity  to  make 
amends  for  that  execution,  belong  to  my 
play  and  not  to  my  preface,  which  must 
be  confined  to  a  sober  essay  on  the  facts. 
That  such  an  essay  is  badly  needed  can 
be  ascertained  by  examining  any  of  our 
standard  works  of  reference.  They  give 
accurately  enough  the  facts  about  the 
visit  to  Vaucouleurs,  the  annunciation 
to  Charles  at  Chinon,  the  raising  of  the 
siege  of  Orleans  and  the  subsequent 
battles,  the  coronation  at  Rheims,  the 
capture  at  Compiegne,  and  the  trial  and 
execution  at  Rouen,  with  their  dates  and 
the  names  of  the  people  concerned;  but 
they  all  break  down  on  the  melodramatic 
legend  of  the  wicked  bishop  and  the  en- 


trapped maiden  and  the  rest  of  it.  It  would 
be  far  less  misleading  if  they  were  wrong 
as  to  the  facts,  and  right  in  their  view  of 
the  facts.  As  it  is,  they  illustrate  the  too 
little  considered  truth  that  the  fashion 
in  which  we  think  changes  like  the  fashion 
of  our  clothes,  and  that  it  is  difficult,  if 
not  impossible,  for  most  people  to  think 
otherwise  than  in  the  fashion  of  their  own 
period. 

HISTORY  ALWAYS   OUT   OF   DATE 

This,  by  the  way,  is  why  children  are 
never  taught  contemporary  history.  Their 
history  books  deal  with  periods  of  which 
the  thinking  has  passed  out  of  fashion, 
and  the  circumstances  no  longer  apply 
to  active  life.  For  example,  they  are 
taught  history  about  Washington,  and 
told  lies  about  Lenin.  In  Washington's 
time  they  were  told  lies  (the  same  lies) 
about  Washington,  and  taught  history 
about  Cromwell.  In  the  fifteenth  and  six- 
teenth centuries  they  were  told  lies  about 
Joan,  and  by  this  time  might  very  well 
be  told  the  tru.h  about  her.  Unfortu- 
nately the  lies  did  not  cease  when  the 
political  circumstances  became  obsolete. 
The  Reformation,  which  Joan  had  un- 
consciously anticipated,  kept  the  ques- 
tions which  arose  in  her  case  burning  up 
to  our  own  day  (you  can  see  plenty  of 
the  burnt  houses  still  in  Ireland),  with  the 
result  that  Joan  has  remained  the  subject 
of  anti-Clerical  lies,  of  specifically  Pro- 
testant lies,  and  of  Roman  Catholic  eva- 
sions of  her  unconscious  Protestantism. 
The  truth  sticks  in  our  throats  with  all 
the  sauces  it  is  served  with:  it  will  never 
go  down  until  we  take  it  without  any 
sauce  at  all. 

THE   REAL  JOAN  NOT  MARVELLOUS 
ENOUGH  FOR  US 

But  even  in  its  simplicity,  the  faith 
demanded  by  Joan  is  one  which  the  anti- 
metaphysical  temper  of  nineteenth  cen- 
tury civilization,  which  remains  powerful 
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in  England  and  America,  and  is  tyrannical 
in  France,  contemptuously  refuses  her. 
We  do  not,  like  her  contemporaries,  rush 
to  the  opposite  extreme  in  a  recoil  from 
her  as  from  a  witch  self-sold  to  the  devil, 
because  we  do  not  believe  in  the  devil 
nor  in  the  possibility  of  commercial  con- 
tracts with  him.  Our  credulity,  though 
enormous,  is  not  boundless;  and  our  stock 
of  it  is  quite  used  up  by  our  mediums, 
clairvoyants,  hand  readers,  slate  writers, 
Christian  Scientists,  psycho  -  analysts, 
electronic  vibration  diviners,  therapeutists 
of  all  schools  registered  and  unregistered, 
astrologers,  astronomers  who  tell  us  that 
the  sun  is  nearly  a  hundred  million  miles 
away  and  that  Betelgeuse  is  ten  times  as 
big  as  the  whole  universe,  physicists  who 
balance  Betelgeuse  by  describing  the  in- 
credible smallness  of  the  atom,  and  a  host 
of  other  marvel  mongers  whose  credulity 
would  have  dissolved  the  Middle  Ages 
in  a  roar  of  sceptical  merriment.  In  the 
Middle  Ages  people  believed  that  the 
earth  was  flat,  for  which  they  had  at  least 
the  evidence  of  their  senses:  we  believe 
it  to  be  round,  not  because  as  many  as  one 
per  cent  of  us  could  give  the  physical 
reasons  for  so  quaint  a  belief,  but  be- 
cause modern  science  has  convinced  us 
that  nothing  that  is  obvious  is  true,  and 
that  everything  that  is  magical,  improb- 
able, extraordinary,  gigantic,  microscopic, 
heartless,  or  outrageous  is  scientific. 

I  must  not,  by  the  way,  be  taken  as 
implying  that  the  earth  is  flat,  or  that  all 
or  any  of  our  amazing  credulities  are  de- 
lusions or  impostures.  I  am  only  defend- 
ing my  own  age  against  the  charge  of 
being  less  imaginative  than  the  Middle 
Ages.  I  affirm  that  the  nineteenth  century, 
and  still  more  the  twentieth,  can  knock 
the  fifteenth  into  a  cocked  hat  in  point  of 
susceptibility  to  marvels  and  miracles  and 
saints  and  prophets  and  magicians  and 
monsters  and  fairy  tales  of  all  kinds.  The 
proportion  of  marvel  to  immediately 
credible  statement  in  the  latest  edition 


of  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannica  is  enorm- 
ously greater  than  in  the  Bible.  The 
medieval  doctors  of  divinity  who  did  not 
pretend  to  settle  how  many  angels  could 
dance  on  the  point  of  a  needle  cut  a  very 
poor  figure  as  far  as  romantic  credulity 
is  concerned  beside  the  modern  physicists 
who  have  settled  to  the  billionth  of  a 
millimetre  every  movement  and  position 
in  the  dance  of  the  electrons.  Not  for 
worlds  would  I  question  the  precise  ac- 
curacy of  these  calculations  or  the  exist- 
ence of  electrons  (whatever  they  may  be). 
The  fate  of  Joan  is  a  warning  to  me 
against  such  heresy.  But  why  the  men 
who  believe  in  electrons  should  regard 
themselves  as  less  credulous  than  the  men 
who  believed  in  angels  is  not  apparent 
to  me.  If  they  refuse  to  believe,  with  the 
Rouen  assessors  of  1431,  that  Joan  was 
a  witch,  it  is  not  because  that  explanation 
is  too  marvellous,  but  because  it  is  not 
marvellous  enough. 

THE   STAGE   LIMITS   OF  HISTORICAL 
REPRESENTATION 

For  the  story  of  Joan  I  refer  the  reader 
to  the  play  which  follows.  It  contains  all 
that  need  be  known  about  her;  but  as  it 
is  for  stage  use  I  have  had  to  condense 
into  three  and  a  half  hours  a  series  of 
events  which  in  their  historical  happening 
were  spread  over  four  times  as  many 
months;  for  the  theatre  imposes  unities 
of  time  and  place  from  which  Nature  in 
her  boundless  wastefulness  is  free.  There- 
fore the  reader  must  not  suppose  that 
Joan  really  put  Robert  de  Baudricourt  in 
her  pocket  in  fifteen  minutes,  nor  that  her 
excommunication,  recantation,  relapse, 
and  death  at  the  stake  were  a  matter  of 
half  an  hour  or  so.  Neither  do  I  claim 
more  for  my  dramatizations  of  Joan's 
contemporaries  than  that  some  of  them 
are  probably  slightly  more  like  the 
originals  than  those  imaginary  portraits 
of  all  the  Popes  from  Saint  Peter  onward 
through  the  Dark  Ages  which  are  still 
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gravely  exhibited  in  theUffizi  in  Florence 
(or  were  when  I  was  there  last).  My 
Dunois  would  do  equally  well  for  the 
Due  d'Alengon.  Both  left  descriptions  of 
Joan  so  similar  that,  as  a  man  always  de- 
scribes himself  unconsciously  whenever 
he  describes  anyone  else,  I  have  inferred 
that  these  goodnatured  young  men  were 
very  like  one  another  in  mind;  so  I  have 
lumped  the  twain  into  a  single  figure, 
thereby  saving  the  theatre  manager  a 
salary  and  a  suit  of  armor.  Dunois'  face, 
still  on  record  at  Chateaudun,  is  a  sug- 
gestive help.  But  I  really  know  no  more 
about  these  men  and  their  circle  than 
Shakespear  knew  about  Falconbridge  and 
the  Duke  of  Austria,  or  about  Macbeth 
and  Macduff.  In  view  of  the  things  they 
did  in  history,  and  have  to  do  again  in 
the  play,  I  can  only  invent  appropriate 
characters  for  them  in  Shakespear's 
manner. 

A  VOID   IN  THE  ELIZABETHAN  DRAMA 

I  have,  however,  one  advantage  over 
the  Elizabethans.  I  write  in  full  view  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  which  may  be  said  to 
have  been  rediscovered  in  the  middle  of 
the  nineteenth  century  after  an  eclipse 
of  about  four  hundred  and  fifty  years. 
The  Renascence  of  antique  literature  and 
art  in  the  sixteenth  century,  and  the  lusty 
growth  of  Capitalism,  between  them 
buried  the  Middle  Ages;  and  their  resur- 
rection is  a  second  Renascence.  Now 
there  is  not  a  breath  of  medieval  atmo- 
sphere in  Shakespear's  histories.  His  John 
of  Gaunt  is  like  a  study  of  the  old  age  of 
Drake.  Although  he  was  a  Catholic  by 
family  tradition,  his  figures  are  all  in- 
tensely Protestant,  individualist,  sceptical, 
self-centred  in  everything  but  their  love 
affairs,  and  completely  personal  and  sel- 
fish even  in  them.  His  kings  are  not  states- 
men: his  cardinals  have  no  religion:  a 
novice  can  read  his  plays  from  one  end 
to  the  other  without  learning  that  the 
world  is  finally  governed  by  forces  ex- 


pressing themselves  in  religions  and  laws 
which  make  epochs  rather  than  by  vul- 
garly ambitious  individuals  who  make 
rows.  The  divinity  which  shapes  our  ends, 
rough  hew  them  how  we  will,  is  men- 
tioned fatalistically  only  to  be  forgotten 
immediately  like  a  passing  vague  appre- 
hension. To  Shakespear  as  to  Mark 
Twain,  Cauchon  would  have  been  a 
tyrant  and  a  bully  instead  of  a  Catholic, 
and  the  inquisitor  Lemaitre  would  have 
been  a  Sadist  instead  of  a  lawyer.  War- 
wick would  have  had  no  more  feudal 
quality  than  his  successor  the  King  Maker 
has  in  the  play  of  Henry  VI.  We  should 
have  seen  them  all  completely  satisfied 
that  if  they  would  only  to  their  own 
selves  be  true  they  could  not  then  be 
false  to  any  man  (a  precept  which  repre- 
sents the  reaction  against  medievalism  at 
its  intensest)  as  if  they  were  beings  in  the 
air,  without  public  responsibilities  of  any 
kind.  All  Shakespear's  characters  are  so: 
that  is  why  they  seem  natural  to  our 
middle  classes,  who  are  comfortable  and 
irresponsible  at  other  people's  expense, 
and  are  neither  ashamed  of  that  condition 
nor  even  conscious  of  it.  Nature  abhors 
this  vacuum  in  Shakespear;  and  I  have 
taken  care  to  let  the  medieval  atmosphere 
blow  through  my  play  freely.  Those  who 
see  it  performed  will  not  mistake  the 
startling  event  it  records  for  a  mere  per- 
sonal accident.  They  will  have  before 
them  not  only  the  visible  and  human  pup- 
pets, but  the  Church,  the  Inquisition,  the 
Feudal  System,  with  divine  inspiration 
always  beating  against  their  too  inelastic 
limits:  all  more  terrible  in  their  dramatic 
force  than  any  of  the  little  mortal  figures 
clanking  about  in  plate  armor  or  moving 
silently  in  the  frocks  and  hoods  of  the 
order  of  St  Dominic. 

TRAGEDY,   NOT  MELODRAMA 

There  are  no  villains  in  the  piece. 
Crime,  like  disease,  is  not  interesting*  it 
is  something  to  be  done  away  with  by 
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general  consent,  and  that  is  all  about  it. 
ft  is  what  men  do  at  their  best,  with  good 
intentions,  and  what  normal  men  and 
women  find  that  they  must  and  will  do 
in  spite  of  their  intentions,  that  really  con- 
cern us.  The  rascally  bishop  and  the  cruel 
inquisitor  of  Mark  Twain  and  Andrew 
Lang  are  as  dull  as  pickpockets;  and  they 
reduce  Joan  to  the  level  of  the  even  less 
interesting  person  whose  pocket  is  picked. 
I  have  represented  both  of  them  as  cap- 
able and  eloquent  exponents  of  The 
Church  Militant  and  The  Church  Liti- 
gant, because  only  by  doing  so  can  I 
maintain  my  drama  on  the  level  of  high 
tragedy  and  save  it  from  becoming  a  mere 
police  court  sensation.  A  villain  in  a  play 
can  never  be  anything  more  than  a  dia- 
bolus  ex  machina^  possibly  a  more  exciting 
expedient  than  a  deusexmachina^  but  both 
equally  mechanical,  and  therefore  inter- 
esting only  as  mechanism.  It  is,  I  repeat, 
what  normally  innocent  people  do  that 
concerns  us;  and  if  Joan  had  not  been 
burnt  by  normally  innocent  people  in  the 
energy  of  their  righteousness  her  death 
at  their  hands  would  have  no  more  signi- 
ficance than  the  Tokyo  earthquake,  which 
burnt  a  great  many  maidens.  The  tragedy 
of  such  murders  is  that  they  are  not  com- 
mitted by  murderers.  They  are  judicial 
murders,  pious  murders;  and  this  con- 
tradiction at  once  brings  an  element  of 
comedy  into  the  tragedy:  the  angels  may 
weep  at  the  murder,  but  the  gods  laugh 
at  the  murderers. 

THE   INEVITABLE   FLATTERIES   OF 
TRAGEDY 

Here  then  we  have  a  reason  why  my 
drama  of  Saint  Joan's  career,  though  it 
may  give  the  essential  truth  of  it,  gives 
an  inexact  picture  of  some  accidental  facts. 
It  goes  almost  without  saying  that  the 
old  Jeanne  d'Arc  melodramas,  reducing 
everything  to  a  conflict  of  villain  and 
hero,  or  in  Joan's  case  villain  and  heroine, 
not  only  miss  the  point  entirely,  but 


falsify  the  characters,  making  Cauchon 
a  scoundrel,  Joan  a  prima  donna,  and 
Dunois  a  lover.  But  the  writer  of  high 
tragedy  and  comedy,  aiming  at  the  inner- 
most attainable  truth,  must  needs  flatter 
Cauchon  nearly  as  much  as  the  melo- 
dramatist  vilifies  him.  Although  there  is, 
as  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  discover, 
nothing  against  Cauchon  that  convicts 
him  of  bad  faith  or  exceptional  severity 
in  his  judicial  relations  with  Joan,  or  of  as 
much  anti-prisoner,  pro-police,  class  and 
sectarian  bias  as  we  now  take  for  granted 
in  our  own  courts,  yet  there  is  hardly 
more  warrant  for  classing  him  as  a  great 
Catholic  churchman,  completely  proof 
against  the  passions  roused  by  the  tem- 
poral situation.  Neither  does  the  inquisi- 
tor Lemaitre,  in  such  scanty  accounts  of 
him  as  are  now  recoverable,  appear  quite 
so  able  a  master  of  his  duties  and  of  the 
case  before  him  as  I  have  given  him  credit 
for  being.  But  it  is  the  business  of  the 
stage  to  make  its  figures  more  intelligible 
to  themselves  than  they  would  be  in  real 
life;  for  by  no  other  means  can  they  be 
made  intelligible  to  the  audience.  And  in 
this  case  Cauchon  and  Lemaitre  have  to 
make  intelligible  not  only  themselves  but 
the  Church  and  the  Inquisition,  just  as 
Warwick  has  to  make  the  feudal  system 
intelligible,  the  three  between  them  hav- 
ing thus  to  make  a  twentieth-century 
audience  conscious  of  an  epoch  funda- 
mentally different  from  its  own.  Obvi- 
ously the  real  Cauchon,  Lemaitre,  and 
Warwick  could  not  have  done  this:  they 
were  part  of  the  Middle  Ages  themselves, 
and  therefore  as  unconscious  of  its  peculi- 
arities as  of  the  atomic  formula  of  the  air 
they  breathed.  But  the  play  would  be  un- 
intelligible if  I  had  not  endowed  them 
with  enough  of  this  consciousness  to  en- 
able them  to  explain  their  attitude  to  the 
twentieth  century.  All  I  claim  is  that  by 
this  inevitable  sacrifice  of  verisimilitude 
I  have  secured  in  the  only  possible  way 
sufficient  veracity  to  justify  me  in  claim- 
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ing  that  as  far  as  I  can  gather  from  the 
available  documentation,  and  from  such 
powers  of  divination  as  I  possess,  the 
things  I  represent  these  three  exponents 
of  the  drama  as  saying  are  the  things  they 
actually  would  have  said  if  they  had 
known  what  they  were  really  doing.  And 
beyond  this  neither  drama  nor  history 
can  go  in  my  hands. 

SOME  WELL-MEANT  PROPOSALS   FOR 
THE   IMPROVEMENT   OF  THE   PLAY 

I  have  to  thank  several  critics  on  both 
sides  of  the  Atlantic,  including  some 
whose  admiration  for  my  play  is  most 
generously  enthusiastic,  for  their  heart- 
felt instructions  as  to  how  it  can  be  im- 
proved. They  point  out  that  by  the  ex- 
cision of  the  epilogue  and  all  the  refer- 
ences to  such  undramatic  and  tedious 
matters  as  the  Church,  the  feudal  system, 
the  Inquisition,  the  theory  of  heresy  and 
so  forth,  all  of  which,  they  point  out, 
would  be  ruthlessly  blue  pencilled  by  any 
experienced  manager,  the  play  could  be 
considerably  shortened.  I  think  they  are 
mistaken.  The  experienced  knights  of  the 
blue  pencil,  having  saved  an  hour  and  a 
half  by  disembowelling  the  play,  would 
at  once  proceed  to  waste  two  hours  in 
building  elaborate  scenery,  having  real 
water  in  the  river  Loire  and  a  real  bridge 
across  it,  and  staging  an  obviously  sham 
fight  for  possession  of  it,  with  the  vic- 
torious French  led  by  Joan  on  a  real  horse. 
The  coronation  would  eclipse  all  pre- 
vious theatrical  displays,  shewing,  first, 
the  procession  through  the  streets  of 
Pvlieims,  and  then  the  service  in  the  cath- 
edral, with  special  music  written  for  both. 
Joan  would  be  burnt  on  the  stage,  as  Mr 
Matheson  Lang  always  is  in  The  Wander- 
ing Jew,  on  the  principle  that  it  does  not 
matter  in  the  least  why  a  woman  is  burnt 
provided  she  is  burnt,  and  people  can 
pay  to  see  it  done.  The  intervals  between 
the  acts  whilst  these  splendors  were  being 
built  up  and  then  demolished  by  the 


stage  carpenters  would  seem  eternal,  to 
the  great  profit  of  the  refreshment  bars. 
And  the  weary  and  demoralized  audience 
would  lose  their  last  trains  and  curse  me 
for  writing  such  inordinately  long  and 
intolerably  dreary  and  meaningless  plays. 
But  the  applause  of  the  press  would  be 
unanimous.  Nobody  who  knows  the 
stage  history  of  Shakespear  will  doubt 
that  this  is  what  would  happen  if  I  knew 
my  business  so  little  as  to  listen  to  these 
well  intentioned  but  disastrous  counsel- 
lors: indeed  it  probably  will  happen  when 
I  am  no  longer  in  control  of  the  perform- 
ing rights.  So  perhaps  it  will  be  as  well 
for  the  public  to  see  the  play  while  I  am 
still  alive. 

THE  EPILOGUE 

As  to  the  epilogue,  I  could  hardly  be 
expected  to  stultify  myself  by  implying 
that  Joan's  history  in  the  world  ended 
unhappily  with  her  execution,  instead  of 
beginning  there.  It  was  necessary  by  hook 
or  crook  to  shew  the  canonized  Joan 
as  well  as  the  incinerated  one;  for  many 
a  woman  has  got  herself  burnt  by  care- 
lessly whisking  a  muslin  skirt  into  the 
drawing  room  fireplace,  but  getting 
canonized  is  a  different  matter,  and  a  more 
important  one.  So  I  am  afraid  the  epilogue 
must  stand. 

TO  THE  CRITICS,  LEST  THEY  SHOULD 
FEEL   IGNORED 

To  a  professional  critic  (I  have  been 
one  myself)  theatre-going  is  the  curse  of 
Adam.  The  play  is  the  evil  he  is  paid  to 
endure  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow;  and  the 
sooner  it  is  over,  the  better.  This  would 
seem  to  place  him  in  irreconcilable  opposi- 
tion to  the  paying  playgoer,  from  whose 
point  of  view  the  longer  the  play,  the 
more  entertainment  he  gets  for  his  money. 
It  does  in  fact  so  place  him,  especially  in 
the  provinces,  where  the  playgoer  goes 
to  the  theatre  for  the  sake  of  the  play 
solely,  and  insists  so  effectively  on  a  cer- 
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tain  number  of  hours'  entertainment  that 
touring  managers  are  sometimes  seriously 
embarrassed  by  the  brevity  of  the  London 
plays  they  have  to  deal  in. 

For  in  London  the  critics  are  rein- 
forced by  a  considerable  body  of  persons 
who  go  to  the  theatre  as  many  others  go 
to  church,  to  display  their  best  clothes 
and  compare  them  with  other  people's; 
to  be  in  the  fashion,  and  have  something 
to  talk  about  at  dinner  parties;  to  adore 
a  pet  performer;  to  pass  the  evening  any- 
where rather  than  at  home:  in  short,  for 
any  or  every  reason  except  interest  in 
dramatic  art  as  such.  In  fashionable  centres 
the  number  of  irreligious  people  who  go 
to  church,  of  unmusical  people  who  go  to 
concerts  and  operas,  and  of  undramatic 
people  who  go  to  the  theatre,  is  so  pro- 
digious that  sermons  have  been  cut  down 
to  ten  minutes  and  plays  to  two  hours; 
and,  even  at  that,  congregations  sit  long- 
ing for  the  benediction  and  audiences  for 
the  final  curtain,  so  that  they  may  get 
away  to  the  lunch  or  supper  they  really 
crave  for,  after  arriving  as  late  as  (or  later 
than)  the  hour  of  beginning  can  possibly 
be  made  for  them. 

Thus  from  the  stalls  and  in  the  Press 
an  atmosphere  of  hypocrisy  spreads. 
Nobody  says  straight  out  that  genuine 
drama  is  a  tedious  nuisance,  and  that  to 
ask  people  to  endure  more  than  two 
hours  of  it  (with  two  long  intervals  of 
relief)  is  an  intolerable  imposition.  No- 
body says  "I  hate  classical  tragedy  and 
comedy  as  I  hate  sermons  and  sym- 
phonies; but  I  like  police  news  and 
divorce  news  and  any  kind  of  dancing  or 
decoration  that  has  an  aphrodisiac  effect 
on  me  or  on  my  wife  or  husband.  And 
whatever  superior  people  may  pretend, 
I  cannot  associate  pleasure  with  any  sort 
of  intellectual  activity;  and  I  dont  believe 
anyone  else  can  either."  Such  things  are 
not  said;  yet  nine-tenths  of  what  is  offered 
as  criticism  of  the  drama  in  the  metro- 
politan Press  of  Europe  and  America  is 


nothing  but  a  muddled  paraphrase  of 
it.  If  it  does  not  mean  that,  it  means 
nothing. 

I  do  not  complain  of  this,  though  it 
complains  very  unreasonably  of  me.  Bu: 
I  can  take  no  more  notice  of  it  than  Ein- 
stein of  the  people  who  are  incapable  of 
mathematics.  I  write  in  the  classical 
manner  for  those  who  pay  for  admission 
to  a  theatre  because  they  like  classical 
comedy  or  tragedy  for  its  own  sake,  and 
like  it  so  much  when  it  is  good  of  its  kind 
and  well  done  that  they  tear  themselves 
away  from  it  with  reluctance  to  catch  the 
very  latest  train  or  omnibus  that  will  take 
them  home.  Far  from  arriving  late  from 
an  eight  or  half-past  eight  o'clock  dinner 
so  as  to  escape  at  least  the  first  half-hour 
of  the  performance,  they  stand  in  queues 
outside  the  theatre  doors  for  hours  be- 
forehand in  bitingly  cold  weather  to 
secure  a  seat.  In  countries  where  a  play 
lasts  a  week,  they  bring  baskets  of  pro- 
visions and  sit  it  out.  These  are  the 
patrons  on  whom  I  depend  for  my  bread. 
I  do  not  give  them  performances  twelve 
hours  long,  because  circumstances  do  not 
at  present  make  such  entertainments 
feasible;  though  a  performance  begin- 
ning after  breakfast  and  ending  at  sunset 
is  as  possible  physically  and  artistically  in 
Surrey  or  Middlesex  as  in  Ober-Ammer- 
gau;  and  an  all-night  sitting  in  a  theatre 
would  be  at  least  as  enjoyable  as  an  all- 
night  sitting  in  die  House  of  Commons, 
and  much  more  useful.  But  in  St  Joan  I 
have  done  my  best  by  going  to  the  well- 
established  classical  limit  of  three  and  a 
half  hours  practically  continuous  playing, 
barring  the  one  interval  imposed  by  con- 
siderations which  have  nothing  to  do 
with  art.  I  know  that  this  is  hard  on  the 
pseudo-critics  and  on  the  fashionable 
people  whose  playgoing  is  a  hypocrisy. 
I  cannot  help  feeling  some  compassion 
for  them  when  they  assure  me  that  my 
play,  though  a  great  play,  must  fail  hope- 
lessly, because  it  does  not  begin  at  a 
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quarter  to  nine  and  end  at  eleven.  The 
facts  are  overwhelmingly  against  them. 
They  forget  that  all  men  are  not  as  they 
are.  Still,  I  am  sorry  for  them;  and  though 
I  cannot  for  their  sakes  undo  my  work 
and  help  the  people  who  hate  the  theatre 
to  drive  out  the  people  who  love  it,  yet 
I  may  point  out  to  them  that  they  have 
several  remedies  in  their  own  hands.  They 
can  escape  the  first  part  of  the  play  by 
their  usual  practice  of  arriving  late.  They 
can  escape  the  epilogue  by  not  waiting 
for  it.  And  if  the  irreducible  minimum 


thus  attained  is  still  too  painful,  they  can 
stay  away  altogether.  But  I  deprecate  this 
extreme  course,  because  it  is  good  neither 
for  my  pocket  nor  for  their  own  souls. 
Already  a  few  of  them,  noticing  that  what 
matters  is  not  the  absolute  length  of  time 
occupied  by  a  play,  but  the  speed  with 
which  that  time  passes,  are  discovering 
that  the  theatre,  though  purgatorial  in  its 
Aristotelian  moments,  is  not  necessarily 
always  the  dull  place  they  have  so  often 
found  it.  What  do  its  discomforts  matter 
when  the  play  makes  us  forget  them? 


XXVII 

THE  SIMPLETON  OF  THE  UNEXPECTED  ISLES 

1934 

PREFACE  ON  DAYS  OF  JUDGMENT 


The  increasing  bewilderment  of  my 
journalist  critics  as  to  why  I  should  write 
such  plays  as  The  Simpleton  culminated 
in  New  York  in  February  1935,  when  I 
was  described  as  a  dignified  old  monkey 
throwing  coco-nuts  at  the  public  in  pure 
senile  devilment.  This  is  an  amusing  and 
graphic  description  of  the  effect  I  produce 
on  the  newspapers;  but  as  a  scientific 
criticism  it  is  open  to  the  matter-of-fact 
objection  that  a  play  is  not  a  coco-nut  nor 
I  a  monkey.  Yet  there  is  an  analogy.  A 
coco-nut  is  impossible  without  a  suitable 
climate;  and  a  play  is  impossible  without 
a  suitable  civilization.  If  author  and 
journalist  are  both  placid  Panglossians, 
convinced  that  their  civilization  is  the 
best  of  all  possible  civilizations,  and  their 
countrymen  the  greatest  race  on  earth: 
in  short,  if  they  have  had  a  university 
education,  there  is  no  trouble:  the  press 
notices  are  laudatory  if  the  play  is  enter- 
taining. Even  if  the  two  are  pessimists 
who  agree  with  Jeremiah  that  the  heart 
of  man  is  deceitful  above  all  things  and 
desperately  wicked,  and  with  Shakespear 
that  political  authority  only  transforms 
its  wielders  into  angry  apes,  there  is  still 
no  misunderstanding;  for  that  dismal 
view,  or  a  familiar  acquaintance  with  it, 
is  quite  common. 

Such  perfect  understanding  covers 
much  more  than  nine  hundred  and  ninety 
cases  out  of  every  thousand  new  plays. 
But  it  does  not  cover  the  cases  in  which 
the  author  and  the  journalist  are  not  writ- 
ing against  the  same  background.  The 
simplest  are  those  in  which  the  journalist 
is  ignorant  and  uncultivated,  and  the 
author  is  assuming  a  high  degree  of 
knowledge  and  culture  in  his  audience. 
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This  occurs  oftener  than  it  should;  for 
some  newspaper  editors  think  that  any 
reporter  who  has  become  stage  struck  by 
seeing  half  a  dozen  crude  melodramas  is 
thereby  qualified  to  deal  with  Sophocles 
and  Euripides,  Shakespear  and  Goethe, 
Ibsen  and  Strindberg,  Tolstoy  and 
Tchekov,  to  say  nothing  of  myself.  But 
the  case  with  which  I  am  concerned  here 
is  one  in  which  a  reasonably  well  equipped 
critic  shoots  wide  because  he  cannot  see 
the  target  nor  even  conceive  its  existence. 
The  two  parties  have  not  the  same  vision 
of  the  world.  This  sort  of  vision  varies 
enormously  from  individual  to  individual. 
Between  the  superstatesman  whose  vision 
embraces  the  whole  politically  organized 
world,  or  the  astronomer  whose  vision 
of  the  universe  transcends  the  range  of 
our  utmost  telescopes,  and  the  peasant 
who  fiercely  resists  a  main  drainage 
scheme  for  his  village  because  others  as 
well  as  he  will  benefit  by  it,  there  are 
many  degrees.  The  Abyssinian  Danakil 
kills  a  stranger  at  sight  and  is  continually 
seeking  for  an  excuse  to  kill  a  friend  to 
acquire  trophies  enough  to  attract  a  wife. 
Livingstone  risked  his  life  in  Africa  every 
day  to  save  a  black  man's  soul.  Living- 
stone did  not  say  to  the  sun  colored 
tribesman  "There  is  between  me  and  thee 
a  gulf  that  nothing  can  fill":  he  proposed 
to  fill  it  by  instructing  the  tribesman  on 
the  assumption  that  the  tribesman  was  as 
capable  mentally  as  himself,  but  ignorant. 
That  is  my  attitude  when  I  write  prefaces. 
My  newspaper  critics  may  seem  incapable 
of  anything  better  than  the  trash  they 
write;  but  I  believe  they  are  capable 
enough  and  only  lack  instruction. 

I  wonder  how  many  of  them  have 
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given  serious  thought  to  the  curious 
changes  that  take  place  in  the  operation 
of  human  credulity  and  incredulity.  I  have 
pointed  out  on  a  former  occasion  that 
there  is  just  as  much  evidence  for  a  law 
of  the  Conservation  of  Credulity  as  of 
the  Conservation  of  Energy.  When  we 
refuse  to  believe  in  the  miracles  of  re- 
ligion for  no  better  reason  fundamentally 
than  that  we  are  no  longer  in  the  humor 
for  them  we  refill  our  minds  with  the 
miracles  of  science,  most  of  which  the 
authors  of  the  Bible  would  have  refused 
to  believe.  The  humans  who  have  lost 
their  simple  childish  faith  in  a  flat  earth 
and  in  Joshua's  feat  of  stopping  the  sun 
until  he  had  finished  his  battle  with  the 
Amalekites,  find  no  difficulty  in  swallow- 
ing an  expanding  boomerang  universe. 
They  will  refuse  to  have  their  children 
baptized  or  circumcized,  and  insist  on 
their  being  vaccinated,  in  the  teeth  of 
overwhelming  evidence  that  vaccination 
has  killed  thousands  of  children  in  a  quite 
horrible  way  whereas  no  child  has  ever 
been  a  penny  the  worse  for  baptism  since 
John  the  Baptist  recommended  it.  Re- 
ligion is  the  mother  of  scepticism:  Science 
is  the  mother  of  credulity.  There  is  no- 
thing that  people  will  not  believe  nowa- 
days if  only  it  be  presented  to  them  as 
Science,  and  nothing  they  will  not  dis- 
believe if  it  be  presented  to  them  as 
religion.  I  myself  began  like  that;  and  I 
am  ending  by  receiving  every  scientific 
statement  with  dour  suspicion  whilst 
giving  very  respectful  consideration  to 
the  inspirations  and  revelations  of  the  pro- 
phets and  poets.  For  the  shift  of  credulity 
from  religious  divination  to  scientific 
invention  is  very  often  a  relapse  from 
comparatively  harmless  romance  to  mis- 
chievous and  even  murderous  quackery. 

Some  credulities  have  their  social  uses. 
They  have  been  invented  and  imposed 
on  us  to  secure  certain  lines  of  behavior 
as  either  desirable  for  the  general  good 
or  at  least  convenient  to  our  rulers.  I 


learned  this  early  in  life.  My  nurse  in- 
duced me  to  abstain  from  certain  trouble- 
some activities  by  threatening  that  if  I 
indulged  in  them  the  cock  would  come 
down  the  chimney.  This  event  seemed  to 
me  so  apocalyptic  that  I  never  dared  to 
provoke  it  nor  even  to  ask  myself  in  what 
way  I  should  be  the  worse  for  it.  Without 
this  device  my  murse  could  not  have  ruled 
me  when  her  back  was  turned.  It  was  the 
first  step  towards  making  me  rule  myself. 

Mahomet,  one  of  the  greatest  of  the 
prophets  of  God,  found  himself  in  the 
predicament  of  my  nurse  in  respect  of 
having  to  rule  a  body  of  Arab  chieftains 
whose  vision  was  not  co-extensive  with 
his  own,  and  who  therefore  could  not  be 
trusted,  when  his  back  was  turned,  to 
behave  as  he  himself  would  have  behaved 
spontaneously.  He  did  not  tell  them  that 
if  they  did  such  and  such  things  the  cock 
would  come  down  the  chimney.  They  did 
not  know  what  a  chimney  was.  But  he 
threatened  them  with  the  most  disgusting 
penances  in  a  future  life  if  they  did  not 
live  according  to  his  word,  and  promised 
them  very  pleasant  times  if  they  did.  And 
as  they  could  not  understand  his  inspira- 
tion otherwise  than  as  a  spoken  com- 
munication by  a  personal  messenger  he 
allowed  them  to  believe  that  the  angel 
Gabriel  acted  as  a  celestial  postman  be- 
tween him  and  Allah,  the  fountain  of  all 
inspiration.  Except  in  this  way  he  could 
not  have  made  them  believe  in  anything 
but  sacred  stones  and  the  seven  deadly  sins. 

The  Christian  churches  and  the  Chris- 
tian Kings  were  driven  to  the  same  device; 
and  when  I  evolved  beyond  the  cock  and 
chimney  stage  I  found  myself  possessed 
with  a  firm  belief  that  all  my  Roman 
Catholic  fellow  children  would  inevitably 
burn  in  blazing  brimstone  to  all  eternity, 
and  even  that  I  myself,  in  spite  of  my 
Protestant  advantages,  might  come  to  the 
same  endless  end  if  I  were  not  careful. 
The  whole  civilized  world  seemed  to  be 
governed  that  way  in  those  days.  It  is  so 
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to  a  considerable  extent  still.  A  friend  of 
mine  lately  asked  a  leading  Irish  states- 
man why  he  did  not  resort  to  a  rather 
soulless  stroke  of  diplomacy.  Because, 
replied  the  statesman,  I  happen  to  believe 
that  there  is  such  a  place  as  hell. 

Anywhere  else  than  in  Ireland  the  ob- 
solescence of  this  explanation  would  have 
been  startling.  For  somehow  there  has 
been  a  shift  of  credulity  from  hell  to 
perishing  suns  and  the  like.  I  am  not 
thinking  of  the  humanitarian  revolt 
against  everlasting  brimstone  voiced  by 
the  late  Mrs  Bradlaugh  Bonner,  nor  of 
Tolstoy's  insistence  on  the  damnation 
on  earth  of  the  undetected,  unpunished, 
materially  prosperous  criminal.  I  am 
leaving  out  of  the  question  also  the 
thoughtful,  sentimental,  honorable,  con- 
scientious people  who  need  no  hell  to 
intimidate  them  into  considerate  social 
behavior,  and  who  have  naturally  out- 
grown the  devil  with  his  barbed  tail  and 
horns  just  as  I  outgrew  the  cock  in  the 
chimney. 

But  what  of  the  people  who  are  capable 
of  no  restraint  except  that  of  intimida- 
tion? Must  they  not  be  either  restrained 
or,  as  the  Russians  gently  put  it,  liqui- 
dated. No  State  can  afford  the  expense  of 
providing  policemen  enough  to  watch 
them  all  continually;  consequently  the 
restraint  must,  like  the  fear  of  hell, 
operate  when  nobody  is  looking.  Well, 
a  shift  of  credulity  has  destroyed  the  old 
belief  in  hell.  How  then  is  the  social  work 
previously  done  by  that  belief  to  be  taken 
up  and  carried  on?  It  is  easy  to  shirk  the 
problem  by  pointing  out  that  the  belief  in 
hell  did  not  prevent  even  the  most  super- 
stitious people  from  committing  the  most 
damnable  crimes.  But  though  we  know 
of  these  failures  of  infernal  terrorism  we 
have  no  record  of  its  successes.  We  know 
that  naive  attempts  to  bribe  divine  justice 
led  to  a  trade  in  absolutions,  pardons,  and 
indulgences  which  proved  by  the  hard- 
ness of  the  cash  the  sinners  put  down  and 


the  cost  of  the  cathedrals  they  put  up  that 
there  was  a  continual  overdrawing  of 
salvation  accounts  by  firm  believers  in 
the  brimstone;  but  we  do  not  know,  and 
never  shall  know,  how  many  crimes  were 
refrained  from  that  would  have  been 
committed  but  for  the  dread  of  damnation. 
All  we  can  do  is  to  observe  and  grapple 
with  the  effect  of  the  shift  of  credulity 
which  has  robbed  hell  of  its  terrors. 

No  community,  however  devout,  has 
ever  trusted  wholly  to  damnation  and  ex- 
communication as  deterrents.  They  have 
been  supplemented  by  criminal  codes  of 
the  most  hideous  barbarity  (I  have  been 
contemporary  with  Europeans  whose 
amusements  included  seeing  criminals 
broken  on  the  wheel).  Therefore  their 
effect  on  conduct  must  be  looked  for  in 
that  very  extensive  part  of  it  which  has 
not  been  touched  by  the  criminal  codes, 
or  in  which  the  codes  actually  encourage 
anti-social  action  and  penalize  its  opposite, 
as  when  the  citizen  is  forced  by  taxation 
or  compulsory  military  service  to  become 
an  accomplice  in  some  act  of  vulgar  pug- 
nacity and  greed  disguised  as  patriotism. 

Unless  and  until  we  get  a  new  column 
in  the  census  papers  on  the  point  we  can 
only  guess  how  far  the  shift  of  credulity 
has  actually  taken  place  in  countries  like 
our  own  in  which  children,  far  from  being 
protected  against  the  inculcation  of  the 
belief  in  brimstone,  are  exposed  to  it  in 
every  possible  way,  and  are  actually, 
when  they  have  been  confirmed,  legally 
subject  to  ruinous  penalties  for  question- 
ing it.  It  happens,  however,  that  in  one  of 
the  largest  States  in  the  world,  Russia, 
the  children  are  protected  from  proselytiz- 
ing (otherwise  than  by  the  State  itself) 
not  only  by  the  negative  method  called 
Secular  Education,  but  by  positive  in- 
struction that  there  is  no  personal  life 
after  death  for  the  individual,  the  teach- 
ing being  that  of  Ecclesiastes  in  our  own 
canon  "Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to 
do,  do  it  with  thy  might;  for  there  is  no 
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work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge,  nor 
wisdom,  in  the  grave  whither  thou  goest." 
We  may  take  it  that  no  civilized  Russian 
born  within  the  last  twenty  years  has  any 
apprehension  of  having  to  suffer  after 
death  for  sins  committed  before  it.  At  the 
same  time  the  list  of  activities  blacklisted 
by  the  Russian  State  as  felonious  has  been 
startlingly  extended;  for  the  Russian 
Government  has  turned  the  country's 
economic  morals  downside  up  by  break- 
ing away  from  our  Capitalist  Utopia  and 
adopting  instead  the  views  of  the  Bol- 
shevist prophets  whose  invectives  and 
warnings  fill  the  last  books  of  the  Old 
Testament,  and  the  Communist  prin- 
ciples of  Jesus,  Peter,  and  Paul.  Not  that 
the  Soviet  Republic  allows  the  smallest 
authority  to  Jesus  or  Peter,  Jeremiah  or 
Micah  the  Morasthite.  They  call  their 
economic  system,  not  Bolshevik  Chris- 
tianity, but  Scientific  Socialism.  But  as 
their  conclusions  are  the  same,  they  have 
placed  every  Russian  under  a  legal  obliga- 
tion to  earn  his  own  living,  and  made  it 
a  capital  crime  on  his  part  to  compel  any- 
one else  to  do  it  for  him.  Now  outside 
Russia  the  height  of  honor  and  success 
is  to  be  a  gentleman  or  lady,  which  means 
that  your  living  is  earned  for  you  by 
other  people  (mostly  untouchables),  and 
that,  far  from  being  under  an  obligation 
to  work,  you  are  so  disgraced  by  the 
mere  suggestion  of  it  that  you  dare  not 
be  seen  carrying  a  parcel  along  a  fashion- 
able thoroughfare.  Nobody  has  ever  seen 
a  lady  or  gentleman  carrying  a  jug  of 
milk  down  Bond  Street  or  the  rue  de  la 
Paix.  A  white  person  doing  such  a  thing 
in  Capetown  would  be  socially  ruined. 
The  physical  activities  called  Sport,  which 
are  needed  to  keep  the  gentry  in  health, 
must  be  unpaid  and  unproductive:  if  pay- 
ment is  accepted  for  such  activities  the 
payee  loses  caste  and  is  no  longer  called 
Mister.  Labor  is  held  to  be  a  cross  and  a 
disgrace;  and  the  lowest  rank  known  is 
that  of  laborer.  The  object  of  everyone's 


ambition  is  an  unearned  income;  and 
hundreds  of  millions  of  the  country's  in- 
come are  lavished  annually  on  ladies  and 
gentlemen  whilst  laborers  are  underfed, 
ill  clothed,  and  sleeping  two  or  three  in 
a  bed  and  ten  in  a  room. 

Eighteen  years  ago  this  anti-labor 
creed  of  ours  was  the  established  religion 
of  the  whole  civilized  world.  Then  sud- 
denly, in  one  seventh  of  that  world,  it 
was  declared  a  damnable  heresy,  and  had 
to  be  rooted  out  like  any  other  damnable 
heresy.  But  as  the  heretics  were  carefully 
taught  at  the  same  time  that  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  damnation,  how  were  they 
to  be  dealt  with?  The  well-to-do  British 
Liberal,  clamoring  for  freedom  of  con- 
science, objects  to  heretics  being  re- 
strained in  any  way:  his  panacea  for  that 
sort  of  difficulty  is  Toleration.  He  thinks 
that  Quakers  and  Ritualists  should  toler- 
ate oneanother;  and  this  solution  works 
quite  well  because  it  does  not  now  matter 
a  penny  to  the  State  or  the  individual 
whether  a  citizen  belongs  to  one  per- 
suasion or  the  other.  But  it  was  not  always 
so.  George  Fox,  the  heroic  founder  of  the 
Quakers,  could  not  hear  a  church  bell 
without  dashing  into  the  church  and  up- 
setting the  service  by  denouncing  the 
whole  business  of  ritual  religion  as  idola- 
trous. The  bell,  he  said,  "struck  on  his 
heart."  Consequently  it  was  not  possible 
for  the  Churches  to  tolerate  George  Fox, 
though  both  Cromwell  and  Charles  II 
liked  the  man  and  admired  him. 

Now  the  heretic  in  Russia  is  like  Fox. 
He  is  not  content  with  a  quiet  abstract 
dissent  from  the  State  religion  of  Soviet 
Russia:  he  is  an  active,  violent,  venomous 
saboteur.  He  plans  and  carries  out  break- 
ages of  machinery,  falsifies  books  and 
accounts  to  produce  insolvencies,  leaves 
the  fields  unsown  or  the  harvests  to  rot 
unreaped,  and  slaughters  farm  stock  in 
millions  even  at  the  cost  of  being  half 
starved  (sometimes  wholly  starved)  by  the 
resultant  "famine''  in  his  fanatical  hatred 
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of  a  system  which  makes  it  impossible 
for  him  to  become  a  gentleman.  Tolera- 
tion is  impossible:  the  heretic-saboteur 
will  not  tolerate  the  State  religion;  con- 
sequently the  State  could  not  tolerate 
him  even  if  it  wanted  to. 

This  situation,  though  new  to  our 
generation  of  Liberal  plutocrats,  is  not 
new  historically.  The  change  from  pagan- 
ism and  Judaism  to  Christianity,  from 
the  worship  of  consecrated  stones  to  an 
exalted  monotheism  under  Mahomet,  and 
from  world  Catholicism  to  national  in- 
dividualism at  the  Reformation,  all  led  to 
the  persecution  and  virtual  outlawry  of 
the  heretics  who  would  not  accept  the 
change.  The  original  official  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  which  had  perhaps  the 
toughest  job,  was  compelled  to  develop 
a  new  judicial  organ,  called  the  Inquisi- 
tion or  Holy  Office,  to  deal  with  heresy; 
and  though  in  all  the  countries  in  which 
the  Reformation  triumphed  the  Inquisi- 
tion became  so  unpopular  that  its  name 
was  carefully  avoided  when  similar 
organs  were  developed  by  the  Protestant 
and  later  on  by  the  Secularist  govern- 
ments, yet  the  Holy  Office  cropped  up 
again  under  all  sorts  of  disguises.  Pro- 
testant England  would  never  have  toler- 
ated the  Star  Chamber  if  it  had  called 
itself  an  Inquisition  and  given  Laud  the 
official  title  borne  by  Torquemada.  In  the 
end  all  the  specific  Inquisitions  petered 
out,  not  in  the  least  through  a  growth  of 
real  tolerance,  but  because,  as  the  world 
settled  down  into  the  new  faiths,  and  the 
heretics  stopped  sabotaging  and  slaughter- 
ing, it  was  found  that  the  ordinary  courts 
could  do  all  the  necessary  persecution, 
such  as  transporting  laborers  for  reading 
the  works  of  Thomas  Paine,  or  imprison- 
ing poor  men  for  making  sceptical  jokes 
about  the  parthenogenesis  of  Jesus. 

Thus  the  Inquisition  came  to  be  re- 
membered in  England  only  as  an  obsolete 
abomination  which  classed  respectable 
Protestants  with  Jews,  and  burned  both. 


Conceive,  then,  our  horror  when  the 
Inquisition  suddenly  rose  up  again  in 
Russia.  It  began  as  the  Tcheka;  then  it 
became  the  Gay-pay-oo  (Ogpu);  now  it 
has  settled  down  as  part  of  the  ordinary 
police  force.  The  worst  of  its  work  is 
over:  the  heretics  are  either  liquidated, 
converted,  or  intimidated.  But  it  was  in- 
dispensable in  its  prime.  The  Bolsheviks, 
infected  as  they  were  with  English  Liberal 
and  Agnostic  notions,  at  first  tried  to 
do  without  it;  but  the  result  was  that 
the  unfortunate  Commissars  who  had  to 
make  the  Russian  industries  and  transport 
services  work,  found  themselves  obliged 
to  carry  pistols  and  execute  saboteurs  and 
lazy  drunkards  with  their  own  hands. 
Such  a  Commissar  was  Djerjinsky,  nowr 
like  Lenin,  entombed  in  the  Red  Square. 
He  was  not  a  homicidally  disposed  per- 
son; but  when  it  fell  to  his  lot  to  make  the 
Russian  trains  run  at  all  costs,  he  had  to 
force  himself  to  shoot  a  station  master 
who  found  it  easier  to  drop  telegrams 
into  the  waste  paper  basket  than  to  attend 
to  them.  And  it  was  this  gentle  Djerjinsky 
who,  unable  to  endure  the  duties  of  an 
executioner  (even  had  he  had  time  for 
them),  organized  the  Tcheka. 

Now  the  Tcheka,  being  an  Inquisition 
and  not  an  ordinary  police  court  dealing 
under  written  statutes  and  established 
precedents  with  defined  offences,  and 
sentencing  the  offenders  to  prescribed 
penalties,  had  to  determine  whether  cer- 
tain people  were  public  spirited  enough 
to  live  in  a  Communist  society,  and,  if 
not,  to  blow  their  brains  out  as  public 
nuisances.  If  you  would  not  work  and 
pull  your  weight  in  the  Russian  boat,  then 
the  Tcheka  had  to  make  you  do  it  by 
convincing  you  that  you  would  be  shot 
if  you  persisted  in  your  determination  to 
be  a  gentleman.  For  the  national  emer- 
gencies were  then  desperate;  and  the 
compulsion  to  overcome  them  had  to  be 
fiercely  in  earnest. 

I,  an  old  Irishman,  am  too  used  to 
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Coercion  Acts,  suspensions  of  the  Habeas 
Corpus  Act,  and  the  like,  to  have  any 
virtuous  indignation  left  to  spare  for  the 
blunders  and  excesses  into  which  the 
original  Tcheka,  as  a  body  of  well  inten- 
tioned  amateurs,  no  doubt  fell  before  it 
had  learnt  the  limits  of  its  business  by 
experience.  My  object  in  citing  it  is  to 
draw  attention  to  the  legal  novelty  and 
importance  of  its  criterion  of  human 
worth.  I  am  careful  to  say  legal  novelty 
because  of  course  the  criterion  must  have 
been  used  in  the  world  long  before  St 
Paul  commanded  that  "if  any  would  not 
work,  neither  should  he  eat."  But  our 
courts  have  never  taken  that  Communist 
view:  they  have  always  upheld  uncon- 
ditional property,  private  property,  real 
property,  do  -what-you -like  -with  -your- 
own  property,  which,  when  it  is  insanely 
extended  to  the  common  earth  of  the 
country,  means  the  power  to  make  land- 
less people  earn  the  proprietors'  livings 
for  them.  Such  property  places  the  social 
value  of  the  proprietor  beyond  question. 
The  propertyless  man  may  be  challenged 
as  a  rogue  and  a  vagabond  to  justify  him- 
self by  doing  some  honest  work;  but  if 
he  earns  a  gentleman's  living  for  him  he 
is  at  once  vindicated  and  patted  on  the 
back.  Under  such  conditions  we  have 
lost  the  power  of  conceiving  ourselves  as 
responsible  to  society  for  producing  a 
full  equivalent  of  what  we  consume,  and 
indeed  more.  On  the  contrary,  every  in- 
ducement to  shirk  that  primary  duty  is 
continually  before  us.  We  are  taught  to 
think  of  an  Inquisition  as  a  tribunal  which 
lias  to  decide  whether  we  accept  the 
divinity  of  Christ  or  are  Jews,  whether 
we  believe  in  transubstantiation  or  merely 
in  the  Supper,  whether  we  are  prelatists 
or  Presbyterians,  whether  we  accept  the 
authority  of  the  Church  or  the  conclu- 
sions of  our  private  judgments  as  the 
interpreters  of  God's  will,  whether  we 
believe  in  a  triune  godhead  or  a  single  one, 
whether  we  accept  the  39  Articles  or  the 


Westminster  Confession,  and  so  on.  Such 
were  the  tests  of  fitness  to  live  accepted 
by  the  old  Inquisitions.  The  public  never 
dreams  of  an  economic  test  except  in 
the  form  of  a  Means  Test  to  baffle  the 
attempts  of  the  very  poor  to  become 
sinecurists  like  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

My  own  acquaintance  with  such  a  pos- 
sibility began  early  in  life  and  shocked 
me  somewhat.  My  maternal  grandfather, 
a  country  gentleman  who  was  an  accom- 
plished sportsman,  was  out  shooting  one 
day.  His  dog,  growing  old,  made  a  mis- 
take: its  first.  He  instantly  shot  it.  I  learnt 
that  he  always  shot  his  sporting  dogs 
when  they  were  past  their  work.  Later  on 
I  heard  of  African  tribes  doing  the  same 
with  their  grandparents.  When  I  took 
seriously  to  economic  studies  before 
electric  traction  had  begun  I  found  that 
tramway  companies  had  found  that  the 
most  profitable  way  of  exploiting  horses 
was  to  work  them  to  death  in  four  years. 
Planters  in  certain  districts  had  found 
the  like  profitable  term  for  slaves  to  be 
eight  years.  In  fully  civilized  life  there 
was  no  provision  except  a  savagely  penal 
Poor  Law  for  workers  thrown  out  of  our 
industrial  establishments  as  "too  old  at 
forty." 

As  I  happen  to  be  one  of  those  trouble- 
some people  who  are  not  convinced  that 
whatever  is  is  right  these  things  set  me 
thinking.  My  thoughts  would  now  be 
attributed  to  Bolshevik  propaganda;  and 
pains  would  be  taken  by  our  rulers  to 
stop  the  propaganda  under  the  impres- 
sion that  this  would  stop  the  thoughts; 
but  there  was  no  Bolshevik  propaganda  in 
those  days;  and  I  can  assure  the  Foreign 
Office  that  the  landed  gentry  in  the  person 
of  my  grandfather,  the  tramway  com- 
panies, and  the  capitalist  planters,  made 
the  question  of  whether  individual  dogs 
and  men  are  worth  their  salt  fajniliar  to 
me  a  whole  generation  before  the  Tcheka 
ever  existed. 

It  still  seems  to  me  a  very  pertinent 
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question,  as  I  have  to  pay  away  about 
half  my  earnings  in  tribute  to  the  lady- 
and-gentleman  business  in  order  to  get 
permission  to  live  on  this  earth;  and  I 
consider  it  money  very  ill  spent.  For  if 
the  people  who  live  on  my  earnings  were 
changed  by  some  Arabian  Nights  magic- 
ian into  dogs,  and  handed  over  to  die 
sporting  successors  of  my  grandfather, 
they  would  be  shot;  and  if  they  were 
changed  into  horses  or  slaves  they  would 
be  worn  out  by  overwork  before  their 
natural  time.  They  are  now  worn  out  by 
underwork. 

Nevertheless  I  do  not  plead  a  personal 
grievance,  because  though  I  still  amuse 
myself  with  professional  pursuits  and 
make  money  by  them,  I  also  have  ac- 
quired the  position  of  a  gentleman,  and 
live  very  comfortably  on  other  people's 
earnings  to  an  extent  which  more  than 
compensates  me  for  the  depredations  of 
which  I  am  myself  the  victim.  Now  my 
grandfather's  dog  had  no  such  satisfac- 
tion. Neither  had  the  tramway  horses  nor 
the  slaves,  nor  have  the  discarded  "too 
old  at  forty."  In  their  case  there  was  no 
proper  account  keeping.  In  the  nature  of 
things  a  human  creature  must  incur  a 
considerable  debt  for  its  nurture  and  edu- 
cation (if  it  gets  any)  before  it  becomes 
productive.  And  as  it  can  produce  under 
modern  conditions  much  more  than  it 
need  consume  it  ought  to  be  possible  for 
it  to  pay  off  its  debt  and  provide  for  its 
old  age  in  addition  to  supporting  itself 
during  its  active  period.  Of  course  if  you 
assume  that  it  is  no  use  to  itself  and  is 
there  solely  to  support  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, you  need  not  bother  about  this:  you 
can  just  leave  it  to  starve  when  it  ceases 
to  be  useful  to  its  superiors.  But  if,  dis- 
carding this  view,  you  assume  that  a 
human  creature  is  created  for  its  own  use 
and  should  have  matters  arranged  so  that 
it  shall  live  as  long  as  it  can,  then  you  will 
have  to  go  into  people's  accounts  and 
make  them  all  pay  their  way.  We  need  no 


Bolshevik  propaganda  to  lead  us  to  this 
obvious  conclusion;  but  it  makes  the 
special  inquisitionary  work  of  the  Tcheka 
intelligible.  For  the  Tcheka  was  simply 
carrying  out  the  executive  work  of  a  con- 
stitution which  had  abolished  the  lady 
and  gentleman  exactly  as  the  Inquisi- 
tion carried  out  the  executive  work  of  a 
catholic  constitution  which  had  abolished 
Jupiter  and  Diana  and  Venus  and  Apollo. 

Simple  enough;  and  yet  so  hard  to  get 
into  our  genteel  heads  that  in  making  a 
play  about  it  I  have  had  to  detach  it  alto- 
gether from  the  great  Russian  change,  or 
any  of  the  actual  political  changes  which 
threaten  to  raise  it  in  the  National-Socialist 
and  Fascist  countries,  and  to  go  back  to 
the  old  vision  of  a  day  of  reckoning  by 
divine  justice  for  all  mankind. 

Now  the  ordinary  vision  of  this  event 
is  almost  pure  bugaboo:  we  see  it  as  a 
colossal  Old  Bailey  trial,  with  the  good 
people  helped  up  into  heaven  and  the 
bad  ones  cast  headlong  into  hell;  but  as 
to  what  code  of  law  will  govern  the  judg- 
ment and  classify  the  judged  as  sheep  or 
goats  as  the  case  may  be,  we  have  not 
troubled  to  ask.  We  are  clear  about  Judas 
Iscariot  going  to  hell  and  Florence  Night- 
ingale to  heaven;  but  we  are  not  so  sure 
about  Brutus  and  Cromwell.  Our  general 
knowledge  of  mankind,  if  we  dare  bring 
it  into  play,  would  tell  us  that  an  immense 
majority  of  the  prisoners  at  the  bar  will 
be  neither  saints  nor  scoundrels,  but 
borderland  cases  of  extreme  psycho- 
logical complexity.  It  is  easy  to  say  that 
to  divine  justice  nothing  is  impossible; 
but  the  more  divine  the  justice  the  more 
difficult  it  is  to  conceive  how  it  could  deal 
with  every  case  as  one  for  heaven  or  hell. 
But  we  think  we  need  not  bother  about 
it;  for  the  whole  affair  is  thought  of  as  a 
grand  finish  to  the  human  race  and  all  its 
problems,  leaving  the  survivors  in  a  con- 
dition of  changeless  unprogressive  bliss 
or  torment  for  the  rest  of  eternity. 

To  me  this  vision  is  childish;  but  I 
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must  take  people's  minds  as  I  find  them 
and  build  on  them  as  best  I  can.  It  is  no 
use  my  telling  them  that  their  vision  of 
judgment  is  a  silly  superstition,  and  that 
there  never  will  be  anything  of  the  kind. 
The  only  conclusion  the  pious  will  draw 
is  that  I,  at  all  events,  will  go  to  hell.  As 
to  the  indifferent  and  the  sceptical,  I  may 
do  them  the  mischief  against  which  Jesus 
vainly  warned  our  missionaries.  I  may 
root  out  of  their  minds  the  very  desirable 
conception  that  they  are  all  responsible 
to  divine  justice  for  the  use  they  make  of 
their  lives,  and  put  nothing  in  its  place 
except  a  noxious  conceit  in  their  emanci- 
pation and  an  exultant  impulse  to  abuse 
it.  The  substitution  of  irresponsibility  for 
responsibility  may  present  itself  as  an 
advance;  but  it  is  in  fact  a  retreat  which 
may  leave  its  victim  much  less  eligible  as 
a  member  of  a  civilized  community  than 
the  crudest  Fundamentalist.  A  prudent 
banker  would  lend  money  on  personal 
security  to  Bunyan  rather  than  to  Casa- 
nova. Certainly  I  should  if  I  were  a 
banker. 

Who  shall  say,  then,  that  an  up-to-date 
Vision  of  Judgment  is  not  an  interesting 
subject  for  a  play,  especially  as  events  in 
Russia  and  elsewhere  are  making  it 
urgently  desirable  that  believers  in  the 
Apocalypse  should  think  out  their  belief 
a  little?  In  a  living  society  every  day  is  a 
day  of  judgment;  and  its  recognition  as 
such  is  not  the  end  of  all  things  but  the 
beginning  of  a  real  civilization.  Hence 
the  fable  of  The  Simpleton  of  the  Unex- 
pected Isles.  In  it  I  still  retain  the  ancient 
fancy  that  the  race  will  be  brought  to 
judgment  by  a  supernatural  being,  coming 
literally  out  of  the  blue;  but  his  inquiry 
is  not  whether  you  believe  in  Tweedle- 
dum or  Tweedledee  but  whether  you  are 
a  social  asset  or  a  social  nuisance.  And 
the  penalty  is  liquidation.  He  has  ap- 
peared on  the  stage  before  in  the  person 
of  Ibsen's  button  moulder.  And  as  history 
always  follows  the  stage,  the  button 


moulder  came  to  life  as  Djerjinsky.  My 
Angel  comes  a  day  after  the  fair;  but  time 
enough  for  our  people,  who  know  no- 
thing of  the  button  moulder  and  have 
been  assured  by  our  gentleman-ladylike 
newspapers  that  Djerjinsky  was  a  Thug. 

The  button  moulder  is  a  fiction;  and 
my  Angel  is  a  fiction.  But  the  pressing 
need  for  bringing  us  to  the  bar  for  an  in- 
vestigation of  our  personal  social  values 
is  not  a  fiction.  And  Djerjinsky  is  not  a 
fiction.  He  found  that  as  there  are  no 
button  moulders  and  no  angels  and  no 
heavenly  tribunals  available,  we  must  set 
up  earthly  ones,  not  to  ascertain  whether 
Mr  Everyman  in  the  dock  has  committed 
this  or  that  act  or  holds  this  or  that  belief, 
but  whether  he  or  she  is  a  creator  of 
social  values  or  a  parasitical  consumer 
and  destroyer  of  them. 

Unfortunately  the  word  tribunal  im- 
mediately calls  up  visions  not  only  of 
judgment  but  of  punishment  and  cruelty. 
Now  there  need  be  no  more  question  of 
either  of  these  abominations  than  there 
was  in  the  case  of  my  grandfather's  dog. 
My  grandfather  would  have  been  horribly 
ashamed  of  himself  if  the  dog's  death  had 
not  been  instantaneous  and  unanticipated. 
And  the  idea  of  punishment  never  entered 
either  his  mind  or  the  dog's.  (Djerjinsky, 
by  the  way,  is  believed  to  have  devised 
a  similar  method  of  painless  liquidation.) 
It  may  be  expedient  that  one  man  should 
die  for  the  people;  but  it  does  not  follow 
in  the  least  that  he  should  be  tortured  or 
terrified.  Public  savagery  may  demand 
that  the  law  shall  torment  a  criminal  who 
does  something  very  provoking;  for  the 
Sermon  on  The  Mount  is  still  a  dead 
letter  in  spite  of  all  the  compliments  we 
pay  it.  But  to  blow  a  man's  brains  out 
because  he  cannot  for  the  life  of  him  see 
why  he  should  not  employ  labor  at  a 
profit,  or  buy  things  solely  to  sell  them 
again  for  more  than  he  gave  for  them,  or 
speculate  in  currency  values:  all  of  them 
activities  which  have  for  centuries  enjoyed 
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the  highest  respectability,  is  an  innova- 
tion which  should  be  carried  out  with  the 
utmost  possible  delicacy  if  public  opinion 
is  to  be  quite  reconciled  to  it.  We  have 
also  to  reckon  with  the  instinctive  shrink- 
ing from  outright  killing  which  makes  so 
many  people  sign  petitions  for  the  re- 
prieve of  even  the  worst  murderers,  and 
take  no  further  interest  if  a  reprieve 
decrees  that  their  lives  shall  be  taken  by 
the  slow  torture  of  imprisonment.  Then 
we  have  a  mass  of  people  who  think  that 
murderers  should  be  judicially  killed,  but 
that  the  lives  of  the  most  mischievous 
criminals  should  be  held  sacred  provided 
they  do  not  commit  murder.  To  over- 
come these  prejudices  we  need  a  greatly 
increased  intolerance  of  socially  injurious 
conduct  and  an  uncompromising  aban- 
donment of  punishment  and  its  cruelties, 
together  with  a  sufficient  school  inculca- 
tion of  social  responsibility  to  make  every 
citizen  conscious  that  if  his  life  costs  more 
than  it  is  worth  to  the  community  the 
community  may  painlessly  extinguish  it. 
ThJpsult  of  this,  however,  will  finally 
be  a  demand  for  codification.  The  citizen 
will  say  "I  really  must  know  what  I  may 
do  and  what  I  may  not  do  without  having 
my  head  shot  off."  The  reply  "You  must 
keep  a  credit  balance  always  at  the 
national  bank"  is  sufficiently  definite  if 
the  national  accountancy  is  trustworthy 
and  compulsory  unemployment  made 
impossible.  In  fact  it  is  so  definite  that  it 
finally  takes  the  matter  out  of  the  hands 
of  the  Inquisition  and  makes  an  overdraft 
an  ordinary  offence  to  be  dealt  with  by 
the  police.  But  police  measures  are  not 
enough.  Any  intelligent  and  experienced 
administrator  of  the  criminal  law  will  tell 
you  that  there  are  people  who  come  up 
for  punishment  again  and  again  for  the 
same  offence,  and  that  punishing  them 
is  a  cruel  waste  of  time.  There  should  be 
an  Inquisition  always  available  to  con- 
sider whether  these  human  nuisances 
should  not  be  put  out  of  their  pain,  or 


out  of  their  joy  as  the  case  may  be.  The 
community  must  drive  a  much  harder 
bargain  for  the  privilege  of  citizenship 
than  it  now  does;  but  it  must  also  make 
the  bargain  not  only  practicable  but  in 
effect  much  easier  than  the  present  very 
imperfect  bargain.  This  involves  a  new 
social  creed.  A  new  social  creed  involves 
a  new  heresy.  A  new  heresy  involves  an 
Inquisition.  The  precedents  established 
by  die  Inquisition  furnish  the  material 
for  a  new  legal  code.  Codification  enables 
the  work  of  the  Inquisition  to  be  done 
by  an  ordinary  court  of  law.  Thereupon 
the  Inquisition,  as  such,  disappears,  pre- 
cisely as  the  Tcheka  has  disappeared. 
Thus  it  has  always  been;  and  thus  it  ever 
shall  be. 

The  moral  of  the  dramatic  fable  of  The 
Simpleton  is  now  clear  enough.  With 
amateur  Inquisitions  under  one  name  or 
another  or  no  name  at  work  in  all  direc- 
tions, from  Fascist  autos-da-fe  to  Ameri- 
can Vigilance  Committees  with  lynching 
mobs  as  torturers  and  executioners,  it  is 
time  for  us  to  reconsider  our  Visions  of 
Judgment,  and  see  whether  we  cannot 
change  them  from  old  stories  in  which 
we  no  longer  believe  and  new  stories 
which  are  only  too  horribly  true  to 
serious  and  responsible  public  tribunals. 

By  the  way,  I  had  better  guard  myself 
against  the  assumption  that  because  I 
have  introduced  into  my  fable  a  eugenic 
experiment  in  group  marriage  I  am  ad- 
vocating the  immediate  adoption  of  that 
method  of  peopling  the  world  for  im- 
mediate practice  by  my  readers.  Group 
marriage  is  a  form  of  marriage  like  any 
other;  and  it  is  just  as  well  to  remind  our 
western  and  very  insular  Imperialists  that 
marriage  in  the  British  Empire  is  start- 
lingly  different  in  the  east  from  marriage 
in  the  British  Isles;  but  I  have  introduced 
it  only  to  bring  into  the  story  the  four 
lovely  phantasms  who  embody  all  the 
artistic,  romantic,  and  military  ideals  of 
our  cultured  suburbs.  On  the  Day  of 
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Judgment  not  merely  do  they  cease  to 
exist  like  the  useless  and  predatory 
people:  it  becomes  apparent  that  they 
never  did  exist.  And,  enchanting  as  they 
may  be  to  our  perfumers,  who  give  us 
the  concentrated  odor  of  the  flower  with- 
out the  roots  or  the  clay  or  even  the 
leaves,  let  us  hope  they  never  will. 

ON  THE  INDIAN  OCEAN, 
April  1935. 


The  first  performance  of  The  Simple- 
ton in  England  took  place  on  the  29th 
July  at  the  Malvern  Festival  of  1935  when 
the  parts  (in  order  of  their  appearance) 
were  played  by  Godfrey  Kenton,  Arthur 
Ridley,  Eileen  Beldon,  Derek  Prentice, 
Cecil  Trouncer,  Vivienne  Bennett,  Els- 
peth  Duxbury,  Julian  D'Albie,  Stephen 
Murray,  Donald  Eccles,  Norris  Stayton, 
Curigwen  Lewis,  Elspeth  March,  and 
Richard  Lonscale. 


XXVIII 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  THE  BLACK  GIRL  IN  HER 
SEARCH  FOR  GOD 


1932 


I  was  inspired  to  write  this  tale  when 
I  was  held  up  in  Knysna  for  five  weeks 
in  the  African  summer  and  English  winter 
of  1932.  My  intention  was  to  write  a  play 
in  the  ordinary  course  of  my  business  as 
a  playwright;  but  I  found  myself  writing 
the  story  of  the  black  girl  instead.  And 
now,  the  story  being  written,  I  proceed 
to  speculate  on  what  it  means,  though  I 
cannot  too  often  repeat  that  I  am  as  liable 
as  anyone  else  to  err  in  my  interpreta- 
tion, and  that  pioneer  writers,  like  other 
pioneers,  often  mistake  their  destination 
as  Columbus  did.  That  is  how  they  some- 
times run  away  in  pious  horror  from  the 
conclusions  to  which  their  revelations 
manifestly  lead.  I  hold,  as  firmly  as  St 
Thomas  Aquinas,  that  all  truths,  ancient 
or  modern,  are  divinely  inspired;  but  I 
know  by  observation  and  introspection 
that  the  instrument  on  which  the  inspir- 
ing force  plays  may  be  a  very  faulty  one, 
and  may  even  end,  like  Bunyan  in  The 
Holy  War,  by  making  the  most  ridiculous 
nonsense  of  his  message. 

However,  here  is  my  own  account  of 
the  matter  for  what  it  is  worth. 

It  is  often  said,  by  the  heedless,  that 
we  are  a  conservative  species,  impervious 
to  new  ideas.  I  have  not  found  it  so.  I  am 
often  appalled  at  the  avidity  and  credulity 
with  which  new  ideas  are  snatched  at  and 
adopted  without  a  scrap  of  sound  evi- 
dence. People  will  believe  anything  that 
amuses  them,  gratifies  them,  or  promises 
them  some  sort  of  profit.  I  console  my- 
self, as  Stuart  Mill  did,  with  the  notion 
that  in  time  the  silly  ideas  will  lose  their 
charm  and  drop  out  of  fashion  and  out 
of  existence,  that  the  false  promises,  when 
broken,  will  pass  through  cynical  derision 


into  oblivion;  and  that  after  this  sifting 
process  the  sound  ideas,  being  indestruct- 
ible (for  even  if  suppressed  or  forgotten 
they  are  rediscovered  again  and  again) 
will  survive  and  be  added  to  the  body  of 
ascertained  knowledge  we  call  Science* 
In  this  way  we  acquire  a  well  tested  stock 
of  ideas  to  furnish  our  minds,  such  furn- 
ishing being  education  proper  as  distin- 
guished from  the  pseudo-education  of  the 
schools  and  universities. 

Unfortunately  there  is  a  snag  in  this 
simple  scheme.  It  forgets  the  prudent  old 
precept,  "Dont  throw  out  your  dirty 
water  until  you  get  in  your  clean"  which 
is  the  very  devil  unless  completed  by 
"This  also  I  say  unto  you,  that  when  you 
get  your  fresh  water  you  must  throw  out 
the  dirty,  and  be  particularly  careful  not 
to  let  the  two  get  mixed." 

Now  this  is  just  what  we  never  do.  We 
persist  in  pouring  the  clean  water  into  the 
dirty;  and  our  minds  are  always  muddled 
in  consequence.  The  educated  human  of 
today  has  a  mind  which  can  be  compared 
only  to  a  store  in  which  the  very  latest 
and  most  precious  acquisitions  are  flung 
on  top  of  a  noisome  heap  of  rag-and- 
bottle  refuse  and  worthless  antiquities 
from  the  museum  lumber  room.  The 
store  is  always  bankrupt;  and  the  men 
in  possession  include  William  the  Con- 
queror and  Henry  the  Seventh,  Moses 
and  Jesus,  St  Augustine  and  Sir  Isaac 
Newton,  Calvin  and  Wesley,  Queen  Vic- 
toria and  Mr  H.  G.  Wells;  whilst  among 
the  distraining  creditors  are  Karl  Marx, 
Einstein,  and  dozens  of  people  more  or 
less  like  Stuart  Mill  and  myself.  No  mind 
can  operate  reasonably  in  such  a  mess. 
And  as  our  current  schooling  and  colleg- 
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ing  and  graduating  consists  in  reprodu- 
cing this  mess  in  the  minds  of  every  fresh 
generation  of  children,  we  are  provoking 
revolutionary  emergencies  in  which  per- 
sons muddled  by  university  degrees  will 
have  to  be  politically  disfranchised  and 
disqualified  as,  in  effect,  certified  lunatics, 
and  the  direction  of  affairs  given  over  to 
the  self-educated  and  the  simpletons. 

The  most  conspicuous  example  of  this 
insane  practice  of  continually  taking  in 
new  ideas  without  ever  clearing  out  the 
ideas  they  supersede,  is  die  standing  of 
the  Bible  in  those  countries  in  which  the 
extraordinary  artistic  value  of  the  English 
translation  has  given  it  a  magical  power 
over  its  readers.  That  power  is  now  wan- 
ing because,  as  sixteenth  century  English 
is  a  dying  tongue,  new  translations  are 
being  forced  on  us  by  the  plain  fact  that 
the  old  one  is  no  longer  intelligible  to  the 
masses.  These  new  versions  have — the 
good  ones  by  their  admirable  homeliness 
and  the  ordinary  ones  by  their  news- 
papery  everydayness — suddenly  placed 
the  Bible  narratives  in  a  light  of  familiar 
realism  which  obliges  their  readers  to  apply 
common  sense  tests  to  them. 

But  the  influence  of  these  modern  ver- 
sions is  not  yet  very  wide.  It  seems  to  me 
that  those  who  find  the  old  version  unin- 
telligible and  boresome  do  not  resort  to 
modern  versions:  they  simply  give  up 
reading  the  Bible.  The  few  who  are  caught 
and  interested  by  the  new  versions 
stumble  on  them  by  accidents  which, 
being  accidents,  are  necessarily  rare.  But 
they  still  hear  Lessons  read  in  church  in 
the  old  version  in  a  specially  reverent 
tone;  children  at  Sunday  School  are  made 
to  learn  its  verses  by  heart,  and  are  re- 
warded by  little  cards  inscribed  with  its 
texts;  and  bedrooms  and  nurseries  are 
still  decorated  with  its  precepts,  warn- 
ings, and  consolations.  The  British  and 
Foreign  Bible  Society  has  distributed 
more  than  three  million  copies  annually 
for  a  century  past;  and  though  many  of 


these  copies  may  be  mere  churchgoers* 
luggage,  never  opened  on  weekdays,  or 
gifts  in  discharge  of  the  duties  of  god- 
parents; yet  they  count.  There  is  still  on 
the  statute  book  a  law  which  no  statesman 
dare  repeal,  which  makes  it  felony  for  a 
professed  Christian  to  question  the  scien- 
tific truth  and  supernatural  authority  of 
any  word  of  Holy  Scripture,  the  penalties 
extending  to  ruinous  outlawry;  and  the 
same  acceptance  of  the  Bible  as  an  infall- 
ible encyclopedia  is  one  of  the  Articles 
of  the  Church  of  England,  though  an- 
other Article,  and  that  the  very  first,  flatly 
denies  the  corporeal  and  voracious  nature 
of  God  insisted  on  in  the  Pentateuch. 

In  all  these  instances  the  Bible  means 
the  translation  authorized  by  King  James 
the  First  of  the  best  examples  in  ancient 
Jewish  literature  of  natural  and  political 
history,  of  poetry,  morality,  theology, 
and  rhapsody.  The  translation  was  extra- 
ordinarily well  done  because  to  the  trans- 
lators what  they  were  translating  was  not 
merely  a  curious  collection  of  ancient 
books  written  by  different  authors  in  dif- 
ferent stages  of  culture,  but  the  Word  of 
God  divinely  revealed  through  his  chosen 
and  expressly  inspired  scribes.  In  this  con- 
viction they  carried  out  their  work  with 
boundless  reverence  and  care  and  achieved 
a  beautifully  artistic  result.  It  did  not  seem 
possible  to  them  that  they  could  flatter 
the  original  texts;  for  who  could  improve 
on  God's  own  style?  And  as  they  could 
not  conceive  that  divine  revelation  could 
conflict  with  what  they  believed  to  be  the 
truths  of  their  religion,  they  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  translate  a  negative  by  a  positive 
where  such  a  conflict  seemed  to  arise,  as 
they  could  hardly  trust  their  own  fallible 
knowledge  of  ancient  Hebrew  when  it 
contradicted  the  very  foundations  of  their 
faith,  nor  doubt  that  God  would,  as  they 
prayed  Him  to  do,  take  care  that  his  mes- 
sage should  not  suffer  corruption  in  their 
hands.  In  this  state  of  exaltation  they 
made  a  translation  so  magnificent  that  to 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  THE  BLACK  GIRL  IN  HER  SEARCH  FOR  GOD  647 


this  day  the  common  human  Britisher  or 
citizen  of  the  United  States  of  North 
America  accepts  and  worships  it  as  a 
single  book  by  a  single  author,  the  book 
being  the  Book  of  Books  and  the  author 
being  God.  Its  charm,  its  promise  of  sal- 
vation, its  pathos,  and  its  majesty  have 
been  raised  to  transcendence  by  Handel, 
who  can  still  make  atheists  cry  and  give 
materialists  the  thrill  of  the  sublime  with 
his  Messiah.  Even  the  ignorant,  to  whom 
religion  is  crude  fetichism  and  magic, 
prize  it  as  a  paper  talisman  that  will  exor- 
cise ghosts,  prevent  witnesses  from  lying, 
and,  if  carried  devoutly  in  a  soldier's 
pocket,  stop  bullets. 

Now  it  is  clear  that  this  supernatural 
view  of  the  Bible,  though  at  its  best  it  may 
achieve  sublimity  by  keeping  its  head  in 
the  skies,  may  also  make  itself  both  ridi- 
culous and  dangerous  by  having  its  feet 
off  the  ground.  It  is  a  matter  of  daily  ex- 
perience that  a  book  taken  as  an  infallible 
revelation,  whether  the  author  be  Moses, 
Ezekiel,  Paul,  Swedenborg,  Joseph  Smith, 
Mary  Baker  Eddy,  or  Karl  Marx,  may 
bring  such  hope,  consolation,  interest,  and 
happiness  into  our  individual  lives  that 
we  may  well  cherish  it  as  the  key  of  Para- 
dise. But  if  the  paradise  be  a  fool's  para- 
dise, as  it  must  be  when  its  materials  are 
imaginary,  then  it  must  not  be  made  the 
foundation  of  a  State,  and  must  be  classed 
with  anodynes,  opiates,  and  anaesthetics. 
It  is  not  for  nothing  that  the  fanatically 
religious  leaders  of  the  new  Russia  dis- 
missed the  religion  of  the  Greek  Church 
as  "dope."  That  is  precisely  what  a  re- 
ligion becomes  when  it  is  divorced  from 
reality.  It  is  useful  to  ambitious  rulers  in 
corrupt  political  systems  as  a  sedative  to 
popular  turbulence  (that  is  why  the  tyrant 
always  makes  much  of  the  priest);  but  in 
the  long  run  civilization  must  get  back  to 
honest  reality  or  perish. 

At  present  we  are  at  a  crisis  in  which 
one  party  is  keeping  the  Bible  in  die 
clouds  in  the  name  of  religion,  and  an- 


other is  trying  to  get  rid  of  it  altogether 
in  the  name  of  Science.  Both  names  are 
so  recklessly  taken  in  vain  that  the  Bishop 
of  Birmingham  has  just  warned  his  flock 
that  the  scientific  party  is  drawing  nearer 
to  Christ  than  the  Church  congregations. 
I,  who  am  a  sort  of  unofficial  Bishop  of 
Everywhere,  have  repeatedly  warned  the 
scientists  that  the  Quakers  are  funda- 
mentally far  more  scientific  than  the 
official  biologists.  In  this  confusion  I  ven- 
ture to  suggest  that  we  neither  leave  the 
Bible  in  the  clouds  nor  attempt  the  im- 
possible task  of  suppressing  it.  Why  not 
simply  bring  it  down  to  the  ground,  and 
take  it  for  what  it  really  is? 

To  maintain  good  humor  I  am  quite 
willing  to  concede  to  my  Protestant 
friends  that  the  Bible  in  the  clouds  was 
sometimes  turned  to  good  account  in  the 
struggles  to  maintain  Protestant  Free- 
thought  (such  as  it  was)  against  the 
Churches  and  Empires.  The  soldier  who 
had  his  Bible  in  one  hand  and  his  weapon 
in  the  other  fought  with  the  strength  of 
ten  under  Cromwell,  William  of  Orange, 
and  Gustavus  Adolphus.  The  very  old- 
fashioned  may  still  permit  themselves  a 
little  romance  about  the  Huguenots  at  La 
Rochelle,  the  psalm  of  the  Ironsides  at 
Dunbar,  the  ships  that  broke  the  boom 
and  relieved  the  siege  of  Londonderry, 
and  even  about  Dugald  Dalgetty.  But  the 
struggle  between  Guelph  and  Ghibelline 
is  so  completely  over  that  in  its  last  and 
bloodiest  war  the  ministers  of  the  Guelph 
king  did  not  even  know  what  his  name 
meant,  and  made  him  discard  it  in  the 
face  of  the  Ghibelline  Kaiser  and  the 
Holy  Roman  Empire.  And  the  soldier 
fought  with  the  trigger  of  a  machine  gun 
in  one  hand  and  a  popular  newspaper  in 
the  other.  Thanks  to  the  machine  gun  he 
fought  with  the  strength  of  a  thousand; 
but  the  idolized  Bible  was  still  at  the  back 
of  the  popular  newspaper,  full  of  the 
spirit  of  the  campaigns  of  Joshua,  holding 
up  our  sword  as  the  sword  of  the  Lord 
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and  Gideon,  and  hounding  us  on  to  the 
slaughter  of  those  modern  Amalekites 
and  Canaanites,  the  Germans,  as  idolaters 
and  children  of  the  devil.  Though  the 
formula  (King  and  Country)  was  differ- 
ent, the  spirit  was  the  same:  it  was  the  old 
imaginary  conflict  of  Jehovah  against 
Baal;  only,  as  the  Germans  were  also 
fighting  for  King  and  Country,  and  were 
quite  as  convinced  as  we  that  Jehovah, 
the  Lord  strong  and  mighty,  the  Lord 
mighty  in  battle,  the  Lord  of  Hosts  (now 
called  big  battalions),  was  their  God,  and 
that  ours  was  his  enemy,  the  fighting, 
though  fearfully  slaughterous,  was  so 
completely  neutralized  that  the  victory 
had  to  be  won  by  blockade.  But  the 
wounds  to  civilization  were  so  serious 
that  we  do  not  as  yet  know  whether  they 
are  not  going  to  prove  mortal,  because 
they  are  being  kept  open  by  the  Old 
Testament  spirit  and  methods  and  super- 
stitions. And  here  again  it  is  important 
to  notice  that  the  only  country  which 
seems  to  be  vigorously  recovering  is 
Russia,  which  has  thrown  the  Old  Testa- 
ment violently  and  contemptuously  into 
the  waste  paper  basket,  and  even,  in  the 
intensity  of  its  reaction  against  it,  organ- 
ized its  children  into  a  League  of  the  God- 
less, thereby  unexpectedly  suffering  them 
to  obey  the  invitation  of  Jesus  to  come 
unto  him,  whilst  we  are  organizing  our 
children  in  Officers'  Training  Corps:  a 
very  notable  confirmation  of  the  Bishop 
of  Birmingham's  observation  that  scien- 
tific atheism  moves  towards  Christ  whilst 
official  Christianity  pulls  savagely  in  the 
opposite  direction. 

The  situation  is  past  trifling.  The  an- 
cient worshippers  of  Jehovah,  armed  with 
sword  and  spear,  and  demoralized  by  a 
clever  boy  with  a  sling,  could  not  murder 
and  destroy  wholesale.  But  with  machine 
gun  and  amphibious  tank,  aeroplane  and 
gas  bomb,  operating  on  cities  where 
millions  of  inhabitants  are  depending  for 
light  and  heat,  water  and  food,  on  central- 


ized mechanical  organs  like  great  steel 
hearts  and  arteries,  that  can  be  smashed 
in  half  an  hour  by  a  boy  in  a  bomber,  we 
really  must  take  care  that  the  boy  is  better 
educated  than  Noah  and  Joshua.  In  plain 
words,  as  we  cannot  get  rid  of  the  Bible, 
it  will  get  rid  of  us  unless  we  learn  to  read 
it  "in  the  proper  spirit,"  which  I  take  to 
be  the  spirit  of  intellectual  integrity  that 
obliges  honest  thinkers  to  read  every  line 
which  pretends  to  divine  authority  with 
all  their  wits  about  them,  and  to  judge 
it  exactly  as  they  judge  the  Koran,  the 
Upanishads,  the  Arabian  Nights,  this 
morning's  leading  article  in  The  Times,  or 
last  week's  cartoon  in  Punch,  knowing 
that  all  written  words  are  equally  open  to 
inspiration  from  the  eternal  fount  and 
equally  subject  to  error  from  the  mortal 
imperfection  of  their  authors. 

Then  say,  of  what  use  is  the  Bible  now- 
adays to  anyone  but  the  antiquary  and 
the  literary  connoisseur?  Why  not  boot 
it  into  the  dustbin  as  the  Soviet  has  done? 
Well,  there  is  a  prima  facie  case  to  be 
made  out  for  that.  Let  us  first  do  justice 
to  it. 

What  about  the  tables  of  the  law?  the 
ten  commandments?  They  did  not  suffice 
even  for  the  wandering  desert  tribe  upon 
whom  they  were  imposed  by  Moses,  who, 
like  Mahomet  later  on,  could  get  them 
respected  only  by  pretending  that  they 
were  supernaturally  revealed  to  him. 
They  had  to  be  supplemented  by  the 
elaborate  codes  of  Leviticus  and  Deuter- 
onomy, which  the  most  fanatically  ob- 
servant Jew  could  not  now  obey  without 
outraging  our  modern  morality  and  vio- 
lating our  criminal  law.  They  are  mere 
lumber  nowadays;  for  their  simpler  valid- 
ities are  the  necessary  commonplaces  of 
human  society  and  need  no  Bible  to  reveal 
them  or  give  them  authority.  The  second 
commandment,  taken  to  heart  by  Islam, 
is  broken  and  ignored  throughout  Chris- 
tendom, though  its  warning  against  the 
enchantments  of  fine  art  is  worthy  the 
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deepest  consideration,  and,  had  its  author 
known  the  magic  of  word-music  as  he 
knew  that  of  the  graven  image,  might 
stand  as  a  warning  against  our  idolatry 
of  the  Bible.  The  whole  ten  are  unsuited 
and  inadequate  to  modern  needs,  as  they 
say  not  a  word  against  those  forms  of 
robbery,  legalized  by  the  robbers,  which 
have  uprooted  the  moral  foundation  of 
our  society  and  will  condemn  us  to  slow 
social  decay  if  we  are  not  wakened  up,  as 
Russia  has  been,  by  a  crashing  collapse. 
In  addition  to  these  negative  draw- 
backs there  is  the  positive  one  that  the 
religion  inculcated  in  the  earlier  books  is 
a  crudely  atrocious  ritual  of  human  sacri- 
fice to  propitiate  a  murderous  tribal  deity 
who  was,  for  example,  induced  to  spare 
die  human  race  from  destruction  in  a 
second  deluge  by  the  pleasure  given  him 
by  the  smell  of  burning  flesh  when  Noah 
"took  of  every  clean  beast  and  of  every 
clean  fowl,  and  offered  burnt  offerings  on 
the  altar."  And  though  this  ritual  is  in  the 
later  books  fiercely  repudiated,  and  its  god 
denied  in  express  terms,  by  the  prophet 
Micah,  shewing  how  it  was  outgrown  as 
the  Jews  progressed  in  culture,  yet  the 
tradition  of  a  blood  sacrifice  whereby  the 
vengeance  of  a  terribly  angry  god  can  be 
bought  off  by  a  vicarious  and  hideously 
cruel  blood  sacrifice  persists  even  through 
the  New  Testament,  where  it  attaches  it- 
self to  the  torture  and  execution  of  Jesus 
by  the  Roman  governor  of  Jerusalem, 
idolizing  that  horror  in  Noah's  fashion  as 
a  means  by  which  we  can  all  cheat  our 
consciences,  evade  our  moral  responsi- 
bilities, and  turn  our  shame  into  self-con- 
gratulation by  loading  all  our  infamies  on 
to  the  scourged  shoulders  of  Christ.  It 
would  be  hard  to  imagine  a  more  demor- 
alizing and  unchristian  doctrine:  indeed  it 
would  not  be  at  all  unreasonable  for  the 
Intellectual  Co-operation  Committee  of 
the  League  of  Nations  to  follow  the  ex- 
ample of  die  Roman  Catholic  Church  by 
objecting  to  the  promiscuous  circulation 


of  the  Bible  (except  under  conditions 
amounting  to  careful  spiritual  direction) 
until  the  supernatural  claims  made  for  its 
authority  are  finally  and  unequivocally 
dropped. 

As  to  Bible  science,  it  has  over  die 
nineteenth-century  materialistic  fashion 
in  biology  the  advantage  of  being  a  science 
of  life  and  not  an  attempt  to  substitute 
physics  and  chemistry  for  it;  but  it  is 
hopelessly  pre-evolutionary;  its  descrip- 
tions of  the  origin  of  life  and  morals  are 
obviously  fairy  tales;  its  astronomy  is 
terracentric;  its  notions  of  the  starry  uni- 
verse are  childish;  its  history  is  epical  and 
legendary:  in  short,  people  whose  educa- 
tion in  these  departments  is  derived  from 
the  Bible  are  so  absurdly  misinformed  as 
to  be  unfit  for  public  employment,  par- 
ental responsibility,  or  the  franchise.  As 
an  encyclopedia,  therefore,  the  Bible  must 
be  shelved  with  the  first  edition  of  the 
Encyclopaedia  Britannica  as  a  record  of 
what  men  once  believed,  and  a  measure 
of  how  far  they  have  left  their  obsolete 
beliefs  behind. 

Granted  all  this  to  Russia,  it  does  not 
by  any  means  dispose  of  the  Bible.  A 
great  deal  of  the  Bible  is  much  more  alive 
than  this  morning's  paper  and  last  night's 
parliamentary  debate.  Its  chronicles  are 
better  reading  than  most  of  our  fashion- 
able histories,  and  less  intentionally  men- 
dacious. In  revolutionary  invective  and 
Utopian  aspiration  it  cuts  the  ground 
from  under  the  feet  of  Ruskin,  Carlyle, 
and  Karl  Marx;  and  in  epics  of  great 
leaders  and  great  rascals  it  makes  Homer 
seem  superficial  and  Shakespear  unbal- 
anced. And  its  one  great  love  poem  is  the 
only  one  that  can  satisfy  a  man  who  is 
really  in  love.  Shelley's  Epipsychidion  is, 
in  comparison,  literary  gas  and  gaiters. 

In  sum,  it  is  an  epitome,  illustrated 
with  the  most  stirring  examples,  of  the 
history  of  a  tribe  of  mentally  vigorous, 
imaginative,  aggressively  acquisitive 
humans  who  developed  into  a  nation 
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through  ruthless  conquest,  encouraged 
by  the  delusion  that  they  were  "the  chosen 
people  of  God"  and,  as  such,  the  natural 
inheritors  of  all  the  earth,  with  a  reversion 
to  a  blissful  eternity  hereafter  in  the  king- 
dom of  heaven.  And  the  epitome  in  no 
way  suppresses  the  fact  that  this  delusion 
led  at  last  to  their  dispersion,  denational- 
ization, and  bigoted  persecution  by  better 
disciplined  states  which,  though  equally 
confident  of  a  monopoly  of  divine  favor 
earned  by  their  own  merits,  paid  the  Jews 
the  compliment  of  adopting  the  Hebrew 
gods  and  prophets,  as,  on  the  whole, 
more  useful  to  imperialist  rulers  than  the 
available  alternatives. 

Now  the  difference  between  an  illiter- 
ate savage  and  a  person  who  has  read  such 
an  epitome  (with  due  skipping  of  its 
genealogical  rubbish  and  the  occasional 
nonsenses  produced  by  attempts  to  trans- 
late from  imperfectly  understood  tongues) 
is  enormous.  A  community  on  which 
such  a  historical  curriculum  is  imposed 
in  family  and  school  may  be  more  dan- 
gerous to  its  neighbors,  and  in  greater  peril 
of  collapse  from  intolerance  and  megalo- 
mania, than  a  community  that  reads  either 
nothing  or  silly  novels,  football  results, 
and  city  articles;  but  it  is  beyond  all  ques- 
tion a  more  highly  educated  one.  It  is 
therefore  not  in  the  least  surprising  nor 
unreasonable  that  when  the  only  gener- 
ally available  alternative  to  Bible  educa- 
tion is  no  liberal  education  at  all,  many 
who  have  no  illusions  about  the  Bible, 
and  fully  comprehend  its  drawbacks,  vote 
for  Bible  education  faute  de  mieux.  This 
is  why  mere  criticism  of  Bible  education 
cuts  so  little  ice.  Ancient  Hebrew  history 
and  literature,  half  fabulous  as  it  is,  is 
better  than  no  history  and  no  literature; 
and  I  neither  regret  nor  resent  my  own 
Bible  education,  especially  as  my  mind 
soon  grew  strong  enough  to  take  it  at  its 
real  value.  At  worst  the  Bible  gives  a 
child  a  better  start  in  life  than  the  gutter. 

This  testimonial  will  please  our  Bible 


idolators;  but  it  must  not  for  a  moment 
soothe  them  into  believing  that  their 
fetichism  can  now  be  defended  by  tne  plea 
that  it  was  better  to  be  Noah  or  Abraham 
or  Sir  Isaac  Newton  than  a  London  street 
arab.  Street  arabs  are  not  very  common 
in  these  days  of  compulsory  attendance 
at  the  public  elementary  school.  The  alter- 
native to  the  book  of  Genesis  at  present 
is  not  mere  ignorant  nescience,  but  Mr 
H.  G.  Wells's  Outline  of  History,  and 
the  host  of  imitations  and  supplements 
which  its  huge  success  has  called  into 
existence.  Within  the  last  two  hundred 
years  a  body  of  history,  literature,  poetry, 
science,  and  art  has  been  inspired  and 
created  by  precisely  the  same  mysterious 
impulse  that  inspired  and  created  the 
Bible.  In  all  these  departments  it  leaves 
the  Bible  just  nowhere.  It  is  the  Bible- 
educated  human  who  is  now  the  ignor- 
amus. If  you  doubt  it,  try  to  pass  an  ex- 
amination for  any  practical  employment 
by  giving  Bible  answers  to  the  examiners' 
questions.  You  will  be  fortunate  if  you 
are  merely  plucked  and  not  certified  as  a 
lunatic.  Throughout  the  whole  range  of 
Science  which  the  Bible  was  formerly 
supposed  to  cover  with  an  infallible  auth- 
ority, it  is  now  hopelessly  superseded, 
with  one  exception.  That  exception  is  the 
science  of  theology,  which  is  still  so  com- 
pletely off  the  ground — so  metaphysical, 
as  the  learned  say,  that  our  materialist 
scientists  contemptuously  deny  it  the 
right  to  call  itself  science  at  all. 

But  there  is  no  surer  symptom  of  a 
sordid  and  fundamentally  stupid  mind, 
however  powerful  it  may  be  in  many 
practical  activities,  than  a  contempt  for 
metaphysics.  A  person  may  be  supremely 
able  as  a  mathematician,  engineer,  parlia- 
mentary tactician,  or  racing  bookmaker; 
but  if  that  person  has  contemplated  the 
universe  all  through  life  without  ever  ask- 
ing "What  the  devil  does  it  all  mean?" 
he  (or  she)  is  one  of  those  people  for 
whom  Calvin  accounted  by  placing  them 
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in  his  category  of  the  predestinately 
damned. 

Hence  the  Bible,  scientifically  obsolete 
in  all  other  respects,  remains  interesting 
as  a  record  of  how  the  idea  of  God,  which 
is  the  first  effort  of  civilized  mankind  to 
account  for  the  existence  and  origin  and 
purpose  of  as  much  of  the  universe  as  we 
are  conscious  of,  develops  from  a  childish 
idolatry  of  a  thundering,  earthquaking, 
famine  striking,  pestilence  launching, 
blinding,  deafening,  killing,  destructively 
omnipotent  Bogey  Man,  maker  of  night 
and  day  and  sun  and  moon,  of  the  four 
seasons  and  their  miracles  of  seed  and 
harvest,  to  a  braver  idealization  of  a  bene- 
volent sage,  a  just  judge,  an  affectionate 
father,  evolving  finally  into  the  incor- 
poreal word  that  never  becomes  flesh,  at 
which  point  modern  science  and  philo- 
sophy takes  up  the  problem  with  its  Vis 
Naturae^  its  £lan  Vital^  its  Life  Force,  its 


Evolutionary  Appetite,  its  still  more  ab- 
stract Categorical  Imperative,  and  what 
not? 

Now  the  study  of  this  history  of  the 
development  of  a  hypothesis  from  savage 
idolatry  to  a  highly  cultivated  metaphysic 
is  as  interesting,  instructive,  and  reassur- 
ing as  any  study  can  be  to  an  open  mind 
and  an  honest  intellect.  But  we  spoil  it  all 
by  that  lazy  and  sluttish  practice  of  not 
throwing  out  the  dirty  water  when  we 
get  in  the  clean.  The  Bible  presents  us 
with  a  succession  of  gods,  each  being  a 
striking  improvement  on  the  previous 
one,  marking  an  Ascent  of  Man  to  a 
nobler  and  deeper  conception  of  Nature, 
every  step  involving  a  purification  of  the 
water  of  life  and  calling  for  a  thorough 
emptying  and  cleansing  of  the  vessel  be- 
fore its  replenishment  by  a  fresh  and 
cleaner  supply.  But  we  baffle  the  blessing 
by  just  sloshing  the  water  from  the  new 
fountain  into  the  contents  of  the  dirty  old 
bucket,  and  repeat  this  folly  until  our 
minds  are  in  such  a  filthy  mess  that  we 
are  objects  of  pity  to  the  superficial  but 


clearheaded  atheists  who  are  content 
without  metaphysics  and  can  see  nothing 
in  the  whole  business  but  its  confusions 
and  absurdities.  Practical  men  of  business 
refuse  to  be  bothered  with  such  crazy 
matters  at  all. 

Take  the  situation  in  detail  as  it  de- 
velops through  the  Bible.  The  God  of 
Noah  is  not  the  God  of  Job.  Contemplate 
first  the  angry  deity  who  drowned  every 
living  thing  on  earth,  except  one  family 
of  each  species,  in  a  fit  of  raging  disgust 
at  their  wickedness,  and  then  allowed  the 
head  of  the  one  human  family  to  appease 
him  by  "the  sweet  savour"  of  a  heap  of 
burning  flesh!  Is  he  identical  with  the 
tolerant,  argumentative,  academic,  ur- 
bane philosophic  speculator  who  enter- 
tained the  devil  familiarly  and  made  a 
wager  with  him  that  he  could  not  drive 
Job  to  despair  of  divine  benevolence? 
People  who  cannot  see  the  difference  be- 
tween these  two  Gods  cannot  pass  the 
most  elementary  test  of  intelligence:  they 
cannot  distinguish  between  similars  and 
dissimilars. 

But  though  Job's  god  is  a  great  ad- 
vance on  Noah's  god,  he  is  a  very  bad 
debater,  unless  indeed  we  give  him  credit 
for  deliberately  saving  himself  from  de- 
feat by  the  old  expedient:  "No  case:  abuse 
the  plaintiff's  attorney."  Job  having  raised 
the  problem  of  the  existence  of  evil  and 
its  incompatibility  with  omnipotent  ben- 
evolence, it  is  no  valid  reply  to  jeer  at  him 
for  being  unable  to  create  a  whale  or  to 
play  with  it  as  with  a  bird.  And  there  is  a 
very  suspicious  touch  of  Noah's  God  in 
the  offer  to  overlook  the  complicity  of 
Job's  friends  in  his  doubts  in  considera- 
tion of  a  sacrifice  of  seven  bullocks  and 
seven  rams.  God's  attempt  at  an  argu- 
ment is  only  a  repetition  and  elaboration 
of  the  sneers  of  Elihu,  and  is  so  abruptly 
tacked  on  to  them  that  one  concludes  that 
it  must  be  a  pious  forgery  to  conceal  the 
fact  that  the  original  poem  left  the  prob- 
lem of  evil  unsolved  and  Job's  criticism 
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unanswered,  as  indeed  it  remained  until 
Creative  Evolution  solved  it. 

When  we  come  to  Micah  we  find  him 
throwing  out  the  dirty  water  fearlessly. 
He  will  not  have  Noah's  God,  nor  even 
Job's  God  with  his  seven  bullocks  and 
seven  rams.  He  raises  the  conception  of 
God  to  the  highest  point  it  has  ever  at- 
tained by  his  fiercely  contemptuous  de- 
nunciation of  the  blood  sacrifices,  and  his 
inspired  and  inspiring  demand  "What 
doth  the  Lord  require  of  thee  but  to  do 
justly,  and  to  love  mercy,  and  to  walk 
humbly  with  thy  God?"  Before  this  vic- 
tory of  the  human  spirit  over  crude  super- 
stition Noah's  God  and  Job's  God  go 
down  like  skittles:  there  is  an  end  of  them. 
And  yet  our  children  are  taught,  not  to 
exult  in  this  great  triumph  of  spiritual 
insight  over  mere  animal  terror  of  the 
Bogey  Man,  but  to  believe  that  Micah's 
God  and  Job's  God  and  Noah's  God  are 
one  and  the  same,  and  that  every  good 
child  must  revere  the  spirit  of  justice  and 
mercy  and  humility  equally  with  the  ap- 
petite for  burnt  flesh  and  human  sacrifice, 
such  indiscriminate  and  nonsensical  re- 
verence being  inculcated  as  religion. 

Later  on  comes  Jesus,  who  dares  a 
further  flight.  He  suggests  that  godhead 
is  something  which  incorporates  itself  in 
man:  in  himself,  for  instance.  He  is  im- 
mediately stoned  by  his  horrified  hearers, 
who  can  see  nothing  in  the  suggestion 
but  a  monstrous  attempt  on  his  part  to 
impersonate  Jehovah.  This  misunder- 
standing, typical  of  dirty  water  theology, 
was  made  an  article  of  religion  eighteen 
hundred  years  later  by  Emanuel  Sweden- 
borg.  But  the  unadulterated  suggestion  of 
Jesus  is  an  advance  on  the  theology  of 
Micah;  for  Man  walking  humbly  before 
an  external  God  is  an  ineffective  creature 
compared  to  Man  exploring  as  the  instru- 
ment and  embodiment  of  God  with  no 
other  guide  than  the  spark  of  divinity 
within  him.  It  is  certainly  the  greatest 
break  in  the  Bible  between  the  old  and 


the  new  testament.  Yet  the  dirty  water 
still  spoils  it;  for  we  find  Paul  holding  up 
Christ  to  the  Ephesians  as  "an  offering 
and  a  sacrifice  to  God  for  a  sweet  smelling 
savour,"  thereby  dragging  Christianity 
back  and  down  to  the  level  of  Noah. 
None  of  the  apostles  rose  above  that  level; 
and  the  result  was  that  the  great  advances 
made  by  Micah  and  Jesus  were  cancelled; 
and  historical  Christianity  was  built  up 
on  the  sacrificial  altars  of  Jehovah,  with 
Jesus  as  the  sacrifice.  What  he  and  Micah 
would  say  if  they  could  return  and  see 
their  names  and  credit  attached  to  the 
idolatries  they  abhorred  can  be  imagined 
only  by  those  who  understand  and  sym- 
pathize with  them. 

Jesus  could  be  reproached  for  having 
chosen  his  disciples  very  unwisely  if  we 
could  believe  that  he  had  any  real  choice. 
There  are  moments  when  one  is  tempted 
to  say  that  there  was  not  one  Christian 
among  them,  and  that  Judas  was  the  only 
one  who  shewed  any  gleams  of  common 
sense.  Because  Jesus  had  mental  powers 
and  insight  quite  beyond  their  compre- 
hension they  worshipped  him  as  a  super- 
human and  indeed  supernatural  pheno- 
menon, and  made  his  memory  the  nucleus 
of  their  crude  belief  in  magic,  their  Noah- 
ism,  their  sentimentality,  their  masochist 
Puritanism,  and  their  simple  morality 
with  its  punitive  sanctions,  decent  and 
honest  and  amiable  enough,  some  of  it, 
but  never  for  a  moment  on  the  intellec- 
tual level  of  Jesus,  and  at  worst  pregnant 
with  all  the  horrors  of  the  later  wars  of 
religion,  the  Jew  burnings  of  Torque- 
mada,  and  the  atrocities  of  which  all  the 
pseudo-Christian  Churches  were  guilty 
the  moment  they  became  powerful 
enough  to  persecute. 

Most  unfortunately  the  death  of  Jesus 
helped  to  vulgarize  his  reputation  and  ob- 
scure his  doctrine.  The  Romans,  though 
they  executed  their  own  political  criminals 
by  throwing  them  from  the  Tarpeian 
rock,  punished  slave  revolts  by  cruci- 
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fixion.  They  crucified  six  thousand  of  the 
followers  of  the  revolutionary  gladiator, 
Spartacus,  a  century  before  Jesus  was  de- 
nounced to  them  by  the  Jewish  high 
priest  as  an  agitator  of  the  same  kidney. 
He  was  accordingly  tortured  and  killed 
in  this  hideous  manner,  with  the  infinitely 
more  hideous  result  that  the  cross  and  the 
other  instruments  of  his  torture  were 
made  the  symbols  of  the  faith  legally 
established  in  his  name  three  hundred 
years  later.  They  are  still  accepted  as  such 
throughout  Christendom.  The  crucifixion 
thus  became  to  the  Churches  what  the 
Chamber  of  Horrors  is  to  a  waxwork:  the 
irresistible  attraction  for  children  and  for 
the  crudest  adult  worshippers.  Christ's 
clean  water  of  life  is  befouled  by  the 
dirtiest  of  dirty  water  from  the  idolatries 
of  his  savage  forefathers;  and  our  prelates 
and  proconsuls  take  Caiaphas  and  Pontius 
Pilate  for  their  models  in  the  name  of 
their  despised  and  rejected  victim. 

The  case  was  further  complicated  by 
the  pitiable  fact  that  Jesus  himself,  shaken 
by  the  despair  which  unsettled  the  reason 
of  Swift  and  Ruskin  and  many  others  at 
the  spectacle  of  human  cruelty,  injustice, 
misery,  folly,  and  apparently  hopeless 
political  incapacity,  and  perhaps  also  by 
the  worship  of  his  disciples  and  of  the 
multitude,  had  allowed  Peter  to  persuade 
him  that  he  was  the  Messiah,  and  that 
death  could  not  prevail  against  him  nor 
prevent  his  returning  to  judge  the  world 
and  establish  his  reign  on  earth  for  ever 
and  ever.  As  this  delusion  came  as  easily 
within  the  mental  range  of  his  disciples 
as  his  social  doctrine  had  been  far  over 
their  heads,  "Crosstianity"  became  estab- 
lished on  the  authority  of  Jesus  himself. 
Later  on,  in  a  curious  record  of  the  visions 
of  a  drug  addict  which  was  absurdly  ad- 
mitted to  the  canon  under  the  title  of  Re- 
velation, a  thousand  years  were  specified  as 
the  period  that  was  to  elapse  before  Jesus 
was  to  return  as  he  had  promised.  In  1000 
A.D.  the  last  possibility  of  the  promised 


advent  expired;  but  by  that  time  people 
were  so  used  to  the  delay  that  they 
readily  substituted  for  the  Second  Advent 
a  Second  Postponement.  Pseudo-Christi- 
anity was,  and  always  will  be,  fact  proof. 

The  whole  business  is  an  amazing 
muddle,  which  has  held  out  not  only  be- 
cause the  views  of  Jesus  were  above  the 
heads  of  all  but  the  best  minds,  but  be- 
cause his  appearance  was  followed  by  the 
relapse  in  civilization  which  we  call  the 
Dark  Ages,  from  which  we  are  only  just 
emerging  sufficiently  to  begin  to  pick  up 
the  thread  of  Christ's  most  advanced 
thought  and  rescue  it  from  the  mess  the 
apostles  and  their  successors  made  of  it. 

Six  hundred  years  after  Jesus,  Mahomet 
founded  Islam  and  made  a  colossal  stride 
ahead  from  mere  stock-and-stone  idol- 
atry to  a  very  enlightened  Unitarianism; 
but  though  he  died  a  conqueror,  and 
therefore  escaped  being  made  the  chief 
attraction  in  an  Arabian  Chamber  of 
Horrors,  he  found  it  impossible  to  con- 
trol his  Arabs  without  enticing  and  in- 
timidating them  by  promises  of  a  delight- 
ful life  for  the  faithful,  and  threats  of  an 
eternity  of  disgusting  torment  for  the 
wicked,  after  their  bodily  death,  and  also, 
after  some  honest  protests,  by  accepting 
the  supernatural  character  thrust  on  him 
by  the  childish  superstition  of  his  fol- 
lowers; so  that  he,  too,  now  needs  to  be 
rediscovered  in  his  true  nature  before 
Islam  can  come  back  to  earth  as  a  living 
faith. 

And  now  I  think  the  adventures  of  the 
black  girl  as  revealed  to  me  need  no  longer 
puzzle  anyone.  They  could  hardly  have 
happened  to  a  white  girl  steeped  from  her 
birth  in  the  pseudo-Christianity  of  the 
Churches.  I  take  it  that  the  missionary 
lifted  her  straight  out  of  her  native  tribal 
fetichism  into  an  unbiassed  contempla- 
tion of  the  Bible  with  its  series  of  gods 
marking  stages  in  the  development  of  the 
conception  of  God  from  the  monster 
Bogey  Man  to  the  Father;  then  to  the 
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spirit  without  body,  parts,  nor  passions; 
and  finally  to  the  definition  of  that  spirit 
in  the  words  God  is  Love.  For  the  primi- 
tive two  her  knobkerry  suffices;  but  when 
she  reaches  the  end  she  has  to  point  out 
that  Love  is  not  enough  (like  Edith  Cavell 
making  the  same  discovery  about  Patriot- 
ism) and  that  it  is  wiser  to  take  Voltaire's 
advice  by  cultivating  her  garden  and 
bringing  up  her  piccaninnies  than  to 
spend  her  life  imagining  that  she  can  find 
a  complete  explanation  of  the  universe  by 
laying  about  her  with  a  knobkerry. 

Still,  the  knobkerry  has  to  be  used  as 
far  as  the  way  is  clear.  Mere  agnosticism 
leads  nowhere.  When  the  question  of  the 


existence  of  Noah's  idol  is  raised  on  the 
point,  vital  to  high  civilization,  whether 
our  children  shall  continue  to  be  brought 
up  to  worship  it  and  compound  for  their 
sins  by  sacrificing  to  it,  or,  more  cheaply, 
by  sheltering  themselves  behind  another's 
sacrifice  to  it,  then  whoever  hesitates  to 
bring  down  the  knobkerry  with  might 
and  main  is  ludicrously  unfit  to  have  any 
part  in  the  government  of  a  modern  State. 
The  importance  of  a  message  to  that 
effect  at  the  present  world  crisis  is  prob- 
ably at  the  bottom  of  my  curious  and  sud- 
den inspiration  to  write  this  tale  instead 
of  cumbering  theatrical  literature  with 
another  stage  comedy. 
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The  scene  of  one  of  Mr  Arnold  Ben- 
nett's novels  is  laid  in  a  certain  cul  de  sac 
off  the  Brompton  Road,  nearly  opposite 
the  West  Brompton  District  Post  Office. 
He  calls  it  Alexandra  Grove;  but  its  actual 
name  is  Victoria  Grove.  As  he  describes 
it,  the  houses  now  contrive  a  double  rent 
to  pay,  as  the  gardens  have  been  fitted  up 
with  studios,  thus  quietly  modernizing 
London  by  the  back-to-back  housing  so 
vehemently  denounced  as  a  relic  of  bar- 
barism in  Leeds.  When  I  arrived  there  as 
an  Irish  emigrant  of  20,  this  intensifica- 
tion of  population  had  not  occurred.  The 
houses  were  semi-detached  villas  with 
plenty  of  air  space  round  them  (you  could 
call  it  garden).  On  the  other  side  of  the 
back  wall  were  orchards;  for  the  huge 
Poor  Law  Infirmary  which  now  occupies 
this  space,  with  its  tower  on  the  Fulham 
Road,  was  not  yet  built.  The  land  between 
West  Brompton  and  Fulham  and  Put- 
ney, now  closely  packed  with  streets  and 
suburban  roads,  had  still  plenty  of  orchard 
and  market  garden  to  give  it  a  countrified 
air  and  to  make  it  possible  to  live  there, 
as  I  did  for  years,  without  feeling  that  one 
must  flee  to  the  country  or  wither  in  the 
smoke.  All  the  parallel  Groves  connected 
the  Fulham  Road  with  King's  Road, 
Chelsea,  where  Cremorne  Gardens,  an 
unlaid  ghost  from  the  eighteenth  century, 
was  desperately  fighting  off  its  final  ex- 
orcism as  a  rendezvous  of  the  half  world. 
Hence  these  now  blameless  thorough- 
fares were  then  reputed  Bohemian,  whilst 
Victoria  Grove,  as  a  blind  alley,  remained 
as  respectable  as  Clapham. 

I  came  to  London  from  Dublin  in  the 
spring  of  1876,  and  found  my  mother 
and  my  one  surviving  sister  (I  had  no 
brothers)  established  in  No.  13  Victoria 
Grove,  trying  to  turn  their  musical  ac- 


complishments to  account:  my  mother  by 
teaching,  my  sister  by  singing.  My  father, 
left  in  Dublin,  spared  us  a  pound  a  week 
from  his  slender  resources;  and  by  get- 
ting into  debt  and  occasionally  extract- 
ing ourselves  by  drawing  on  a  maternal 
inheritance  of  £4000  over  which  my 
mother  had  a  power  of  appointment,  and 
which  therefore  could  be  realized  bit  by 
bit  as  her  three  children  came  of  age,  we 
managed  to  keep  going  somehow. 

Impecuniosity  was  necessarily  chronic 
in  the  household.  And  here  let  me  distin- 
guish between  this  sort  of  poverty  and 
that  which  furnishes  an  element  of  ro- 
mance in  the  early  lives  of  many  famous 
men.  I  am  almost  tempted  to  say  that  it  is 
the  only  sort  of  poverty  that  counts,  short 
of  the  privations  that  make  success  im- 
possible. We  all  know  the  man  whose 
mother  brought  him  up  with  nineteen 
brothers  and  sisters  on  an  income  of 
eighteen  shillings  a  week  earned  by  her 
own  labor.  The  road  from  the  log  cabin 
to  the  White  House,  from  the  bench  in 
the  factory  to  the  Treasury  Bench,  from 
the  hovel  to  the  mansion  in  Park  Lane, 
if  not  exactly  a  crowded  road,  always  has 
a  few  well  fed  figures  at  the  end  of  it  to 
tell  us  all  about  it.  I  always  assure  these 
gentlemen  that  they  do  not  know  what 
poverty  and  failure  is.  Beginning  with  as 
much  as  they  expected  or  were  accus- 
tomed to,  they  have  known  nothing  but 
promotion.  At  each  step  they  have  had 
the  income  of  the  society  in  which  they 
moved,  and  been  able  to  afford  its  clothes, 
its  food,  its  habits,  its  rents  and  rates. 
What  more  has  any  prince?  If  you  would 
know  whatreal  poverty  is,  ask  the  younger 
son  of  a  younger  son  of  a  younger  son. 
To  understand  his  plight  you  must  start 
at  the  top  without  the  income  of  the 
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top,  and  curse  your  stars  that  you  were 
not  lucky  enough  to  start  at  the  bottom. 
Our  institution  of  primogeniture  may 
have  been  a  feudal  necessity.  It  kept  the 
baronies  together;  and  the  barons  and 
their  retainers  kept  the  king  and  the  coun- 
try supplied  with  an  army,  a  magistracy, 
arid  a  network  of  local  governments.  But 
it  took  no  account  of  the  younger  sons. 
These  unhappy  ones  were  brought  up  in 
the  baronial  castle.  Let  us  represent  the 
income  of  the  barony  by  the  figure  1000. 
Both  sons  and  daughters  were  brought 
up  to  know  no  other  mode  of  life  than 
life  at  this  figure.  When  the  eldest  took 
all,  what  was  there  left  for  the  girls' 
dowries  and  the  boys'  allowances?  Only 
the  scrapings  and  leavings  of  the  mother's 
dowry,  and  such  charity  as  the  new  baron 
might  choose  (if  he  could  afford  it)  to 
bestow  on  his  poor  relations.  A  younger 
son's  figure,  especially  if  he  had  many 
brothers,  might  easily  be  20  or  less,  even 
to  zero.  What  was  the  poor  wretch  to 
do,  knowing  no  other  way  of  living  but 
the  way  that  cost  1000?  Easy  to  tell  him 
that  he  must  cut  his  coat  according  to  his 
cloth.  Impossible  to  do  it  without  being 
trained  to  that  measure  from  childhood. 
Impossible  anyhow  without  dropping 
every  relative  and  friend  in  the  world, 
and  stepping  down,  a  mistrusted,  ridi- 
culous, incongruous  stranger,  into  the 
social  circle  of  his  mother's  maid  and  his 
brother's  butler.  Impossible  often  even  to 
go  into  the  army,  where  an  officer  cannot 
live  on  his  pay  unless  he  is  a  promoted 
ranker  in  a  line  regiment,  and  not  even 
then  with  any  ease.  There  is  nothing  for 
it  but  to  live  beyond  one's  income,  to 
spunge,  to  beg,  to  take  credit  at  the  shops 
without  means,  to  borrow  without  the 
prospect  of  being  able  to  repay,  and  to 
blackmail  the  baron  by  presenting  him 
with  a  choice  between  paying  up  and  hav- 
ing his  brother  haled  before  the  criminal 
courts  for  swindling.  The  alternative  (to 
marry  the  daughter  of  a  rich  parvenu, 


American  or  British)  is  not  always  avail- 
able. Who  would  be  an  Honorable  on 
such  terms  if  he  could  help  it? 

But  think  of  his  son,  and  of  his  son's 
son:  the  undisguised  commoner,  for 
whom,  because  it  costs  too  much,  there  is 
not  even  the  public  school  and  university 
education  of  the  baron's  cadet,  and  who 
cannot  avail  himself  of  the  public  ele- 
mentary and  secondary  schools  because 
such  a  step  would  disclass  the  man  of 
family!  Think  of  the  attempt  to  go  into 
business  with  some  pitiful  little  capital! 
think  of  the  struggle  to  make  the  loathed 
occupation  yield  a  living!  think  of  the 
son  for  whom  there  is  nothing  but  a 
clerkship  in  the  office  of  some  good- 
natured  business  acquaintance!  and  bear 
in  mind  that  the  descent  implies  that  every 
generation  is,  like  the  original  younger 
son,  brought  up  to  a  mode  of  life  more 
expensive  than  its  income  can  compass; 
so  that  it  is  condemned  to  pull  the  devil 
by  the  tail  from  its  adolescence  to  its 
grave !  My  able  and  flourishing  friend  A 
tells  me  that  he  knows  what  poverty  is 
and  what  drink  is:  was  he  not  brought  up 
in  the  Borough  by  a  drunken  mother?  B, 
rolling  in  wealth,  tells  me  that  when  he 
was  a  boy  he  had  meat  only  twice  a  year. 
C,  wallowing  in  fame,  calls  me  a  snob, 
after  gleefully  narrating  his  experiences 
in  the  kitchen  of  his  father's  small  shop, 
and  how  he  was  enabled  to  study  country 
house  society  by  a  childish  privilege  of 
visiting  the  servants'  hall.  How  easily  I 
cap  these  zests  to  success  by  the  simple 
statement  that  my  father  was  second 
cousin  to  a  baronet,  and  my  mother  the 
daughter  of  a  country  gentleman  whose 
rule  was,  when  in  difficulties,  mortgage. 
That  was  my  sort  of  poverty.  The  Shaws 
were  younger  sons  from  the  beginning, 
as  I  shall  shew  when  I  reveal  my  full  pedi- 
gree. Even  the  baronetcy  was  founded  on 
the  fortunes  of  a  fifth  son  who  came  to 
Dublin  and  made  that  city  his  oyster. 
Let  who  will  preen  himself  on  his  Mother 
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Hubbard's  bare  cupboard,  and  play  for 
sympathy  as  an  upstart:  I  was  a  down- 
start  and  the  son  of  a  downstart.  But  for 
the  accident  of  a  lucrative  talent  I  should 
today  be  poorer  than  Spinoza;  for  he  at 
least  knew  how  to  grind  lenses,  whereas 
I  could  not  afford  to  learn  any  art. 
Luckily  Nature  taught  me  one. 

This  social  degringolade  never  stops  in 
these  islands.  It  produces  a  class  which 
deserves  a  history  all  to  itself.  Do  not 
talk  of  the  middle  class:  the  expression  is 
meaningless  except  when  it  is  used  by  an 
economist  to  denote  the  man  of  business 
who  stands  in  the  middle  between  land 
and  capital  on  the  one  hand,  and  labor  on 
the  other,  and  organizes  business  for  both. 
I  sing  my  own  class:  the  Shabby  Genteel, 
the  Poor  Relations,  the  Gentlemen  who 
are  No  Gentlemen.  If  you  want  to  know 
exactly  where  I  came  in,  you  will  get  at 
such  facts  as  that  of  my  many  uncles  only 
one,  the  eldest,  contrived  to  snatch  a  uni- 
versity education.  The  rest  shifted  as  best 
they  could  without  it  (rather  better  than 
he,  mostly).  One  distinguished  himself 
as  a  civil  servant.  He  had  a  gun,  and  went 
shooting.  One  made  a  fortune  in  busi- 
ness, and  attained  to  carriage  horses;  but 
he  lost  the  fortune  in  a  premature  at- 
tempt to  develop  the  mineral  resources 
of  Ireland  without  waiting  for  the  new 
railways  produced  by  the  late  war.  Two 
emigrated  to  Tasmania,  and,  like  Mr 
Micawber,  made  history  there.  One  was 
blind  and  dependent  on  his  brothers:  an- 
other became  blind  later,  but  remained 
independent  and  capable.  One  aunt  mar- 
ried the  rector  of  St  Bride's  (now  demo- 
lished) in  Dublin.  The  others  married 
quite  prosperously,  except  the  eldest, 
whose  conception  of  the  family  dignity 
was  so  prodigious  (the  family  snobbery 
being  unmitigated  in  her  case  by  the 
family  sense  of  humor)  that  she  would 
have  refused  an  earl  because  he  was  not  a 
duke,  and  so  died  a  very  ancient  virgin. 
Dead  or  alive,  there  were  fourteen  of 


them;  and  they  all,  except  perhaps  the 
eldest,  must  have  had  a  very  straitened 
time  of  it  in  their  childhood  after  their 
father  died,  leaving  my  grandmother  to 
bring  up  an  unconscionable  lot  of  chil- 
dren on  very  inadequate  means.  The 
baronet  came  to  the  rescue  by  giving  her 
a  quaint  cottage,  with  Gothically  pointed 
windows,  to  live  in  at  Terenure  (we  called 
the  place  Roundtown).  It  stands  in,  or 
rather  creeps  picturesquely  along,  its  little 
walled  garden  near  the  tram  terminus  to 
this  day,  though  my  grandfather's  brass 
helmet  and  sword  (he  was  in  the  Yeo- 
manry or  Militia  as  a  gentleman  amateur 
soldier)  no  longer  hang  in  the  hall.  Pro- 
fessionally, he  was  some  sort  of  com- 
bination of  solicitor,  notary  public,  and 
stockbroker  that  prevailed  at  that  time.  I 
suspect  that  his  orphans  did  not  always 
get  enough  to  eat;  for  the  younger  ones, 
though  invincibly  healthy  and  long  lived, 
were  not  athletic,  and  exhibited  such  a 
remarkable  collection  of  squints  (my 
father  had  a  stupendous  squint)  that  to 
this  day  a  squint  is  so  familiar  to  me  that 
I  notice  it  no  more  than  a  pair  of  spec- 
tacles or  even  a  pair  of  boots. 

On  the  whole,  they  held  their  cher- 
ished respectability  in  the  world  in  spite 
of  their  lack  of  opportunity.  They  owed 
something  perhaps,  to  the  confidence 
given  them  by  their  sense  of  family.  In 
Irish  fashion  they  talked  of  themselves  as 
the  Shaws,  as  who  should  say  the  Valois, 
the  Bourbons,  the  Hohenzollerns,  the 
Hapsburgs,  or  the  Romanoffs;  and  their 
world  conceded  the  point  to  them.  I  had 
an  enormous  contempt  for  this  family 
snobbery,  as  I  called  it,  until  I  was  com- 
pletely reconciled  to  it  by  a  certain  Mr 
Alexander  Mackintosh  Shaw,  a  clansman 
who,  instead  of  taking  his  pedigree  for 
granted  in  the  usual  Shaw  manner,  hunted 
it  up,  and  published  100  copies  privately 
in  1877.  Somebody  sent  me  a  copy;  and 
my  gratification  was  unbounded  when  I 
read  the  first  sentence  of  the  first  chapter, 
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which  ran:  "It  is  the  general  tradition, 
says  the  Rev.  Lachlan  Shaw  [bless  him!], 
that  the  Shaws  are  descended  of  McDuff, 
Earl  of  Fife."  I  hastily  skipped  to  the 
chapter  about  the  Irish  Shaws  to  make 
sure  that  they  were  my  people;  and  there 
they  were,  baronet  and  all,  duly  traced  to 
the  third  son  of  that  immortalized  yet  un- 
born Thane  of  Fife  who,  invulnerable  to 
normally  accouched  swordsmen,  laid  on 
and  slew  Macbeth.  It  was  as  good  as  being 
descended  from  Shakespear,  whom  I  had 
been  unconsciously  resolved  to  reincar- 
nate from  my  cradle. 

Years  after  this  discovery  I  was  staying 
on  the  shores  of  Loch  Fyne,  and  being 
cooked  for  and  housekept  by  a  lady  named 
McFarlane,  who  treated  me  with  a  con- 
sideration which  I  at  first  supposed  to  be 
due  to  my  eminence  as  an  author.  But  she 
undeceived  me  one  day  by  telling  me  that 
the  McFarlanes  and  the  Shaws  were  de- 
scended from  the  Thanes  of  Fife,  and 
that  I  must  not  make  myself  too  cheap. 
She  added  that  the  McFarlanes  were  the 
elder  branch. 

My  uncles  did  not  trouble  about  Mac- 
duff:  it  was  enough  for  them  that  they 
were  Shaws.  They  had  an  impression 
that  the  Government  should  give  them 
employment,  preferably  sinecure,  if  no- 
thing else  could  be  found;  and  I  suppose 
this  was  why  my  father,  after  essaying  a 
clerkship  or  two  (one  of  them  in  an  iron- 
works), at  last  had  his  position  recog- 
nized by  a  post  in  the  Four  Courts,  per- 
haps because  his  sister  had  married  the 
brother  of  a  law  baron.  Anyhow  the  office 
he  held  was  so  undeniably  superfluous 
that  it  actually  got  abolished  before  I  was 
born;  and  my  father  naturally  demanded 
a  pension  as  compensation  for  the  oiit- 
rage.  Having  got  it,  he  promptly  sold  it, 
and  set  up  in  business  as  a  merchant  deal- 
ing wholesale  (the  family  dignity  made 
retail  business  impossible)  in  flour  and  its 
cereal  concomitants.  He  had  an  office  and 
warehouse  in  Jervis  Street  in  the  city;  and 


he  had  a  mill  in  Dolphin's  Barn  on  the 
country  side  of  the  canal,  at  the  end  of 
a  rather  pretty  little  village  street  called 
Rutland  Avenue.  The  mill  has  now  fallen 
to  pieces;  but  some  relics  of  it  are  still  to 
be  seen  from  the  field  with  the  millpond 
behind  Rutland  House  at  the  end  of  the 
avenue,  with  its  two  stone  eagles  on  the 
gateposts.  My  father  used  to  take  me 
sometimes  to  this  mill  before  breakfast  (a 
long  walk  for  a  child);  and  I  used  to  like 
playing  about  it.  I  do  not  think  it  had 
any  other  real  use;  for  it  never  paid  its 
way;  and  the  bulk  of  my  father's  business 
was  commissioned:  he  was  a  middleman. 
I  should  mention  that  as  he  knew  nothing 
about  the  flour  business,  and  as  his  part- 
ner, a  Mr  Clibborn,  having  been  appren- 
ticed to  the  cloth  trade,  knew  if  possible 
less,  the  business,  purchased  readymade, 
must  have  proceeded  by  its  own  momen- 
tum, and  produced  its  results,  such  as 
they  were,  automatically  in  spite  of  its 
proprietors.  They  did  not  work  the  in- 
dustry: it  worked  them.  It  kept  alive,  but 
did  net  flourish.  Early  in  its  history  the 
bankruptcy  of  one  of  its  customers  dealt 
it  such  a  blow  that  my  father's  partner 
broke  down  in  tears,  though  he  was  forti- 
fied by  a  marriage  with  a  woman  of  pro- 
perty, and  could  afford  to  regard  his  busi- 
ness as  only  a  second  string  to  his  bow. 
My  father,  albeit  ruined,  found  the  magni- 
tude of  the  catastrophe  so  irresistibly 
amusing  that  he  had  to  retreat  hastily 
from  the  office  to  an  empty  corner  of  the 
warehouse,  and  laugh  until  he  was  ex- 
hausted. The  business  struggled  on  and 
even  supported  my  father  until  he  died, 
enabling  him  to  help  his  family  a  little 
after  they  had  solved  a  desperate  financial 
situation  by  emigrating  to  London:  or, 
to  put  it  in  another  way,  by  deserting 
him.  His  last  years  were  soothed  and  dis- 
embarrassed by  this  step.  He  never,  as  far 
as  I  know,  made  the  slightest  movement 
towards  a  reunion;  and  none  of  us  ever 
dreamt  of  there  being  any  unkindness  in 
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the  arrangement.  In  our  family  we  did 
not  bother  about  conventionalities  or 
sentimentalities. 

Our  ridiculous  poverty  was  too  com- 
mon in  our  class,  and  not  conspicuous 
enough  in  a  poor  country,  to  account 
wholly  for  our  social  detachment  from 
my  father's  family,  a  large  and  (for  Ire- 
land) not  unprosperous  one.  In  early  days 
the  baronet,  being  a  bachelor,  was  clan- 
nishly  accessible:  he  entertained  even  his 
second  cousins  at  Bushy  Park,  and  was 
specially  attentive  to  my  mother.  I  was 
never  at  Bushy  Park  myself  except  once, 
on  the  occasion  of  his  funeral  (the  Shaw 
funerals  were  prodigies  of  black  pomp); 
but  if  my  father  had  been  able  to  turn  his 
social  opportunities  to  account,  I  might 
have  had  a  quite  respectable  and  normal 
social  training.  My  mother,  socially  very 
eligible,  was  made  welcome  in  all  direc- 
tions. She  sang  very  well;  and  the  Shaws 
were  naturally  a  musical  family.  All  the 
women  could  "pick  out  tunes"  on  the 
piano,  and  support  them  with  the  chords 
of  the  tonic,  subdominant,  dominant,  and 
tonic  again.  Even  a  Neapolitan  sixth  was 
not  beyond  them.  My  father  played  the 
trombone,  and  could  vamp  a  bass  on  it 
to  any  tune  that  did  not  modulate  too 
distractingly.  My  eldest  uncle  (Barney:  I 
suppose  I  was  called  Bernard  after  him; 
but  he  himself  was  Uncle  William)  played 
the  ophicleide,  a  giant  keyed  brass  bugle, 
now  superseded  by  the  tuba.  Berlioz  has 
described  it  as  a  chromatic  bullock;  but 
my  uncle  could  make  it  moo  and  bellow 
very  melodiously.  My  aunt  Emily  played 
the  violoncello.  Aunt  Shah  (Charlotte), 
having  beautiful  hands,  and  refinements 
of  person  and  character  to  match  them, 
used  the  harp  and  tambourine  to  display 
them.  Modern  readers  will  laugh  at  the 
picture  of  an  evening  at  Bushy  Park,  with 
the  bachelor  Sir  Robert  and  his  clan  seated 
round  an  ottoman  on  which  my  uncle 
Barney  stood,  solemnly  playing  Annie 
Laurie  on  the  ophicleide.  The  present 


distinguished  inheritor  of  the  title  may 
well  find  it  incredible.  But  in  those  days 
it  was  the  fashion  for  guests  to  provide 
their  own  music  and  gentlemen  to  play 
wind  instruments  as  a  social  accomplish- 
ment: indeed  that  age  of  brass  is  still 
remembered  and  regretted  by  the  few 
makers  of  musical  instruments  whose  tra- 
ditions go  back  far  enough. 

And  now  you  will  ask  why,  with  such 
unexceptional  antecedents  and  social  open- 
ings, was  I  not  respectably  brought  up? 
Unfortunately  or  fortunately  (it  all  de- 
pends on  how  you  look  at  it)  my  father 
had  a  habit  which  eventually  closed  all 
doors  to  him,  and  consequently  to  my 
mother,  who  could  not  very  well  be  in- 
vited without  him.  If  you  asked  him  to 
dinner  or  to  a  party,  he  was  not  always 
quite  sober  when  he  arrived;  and  he  was 
invariably  scandalously  drunk  when  he 
left.  Now  a  convivial  drunkard  may  be 
exhilarating  in  convivial  company.  Even 
a  quarrelsome  or  boastful  drunkard  may 
be  found  entertaining  by  people  who  are 
not  particular.  But  a  miserable  drunkard 
— and  my  father,  in  theory  a  teetotaller, 
was  racked  with  shame  and  remorse  even 
in  his  cups — is  unbearable.  We  were  fin- 
ally dropped  socially.  After  my  early 
childhood  I  cannot  remember  ever  pay- 
ing a  visit  at  a  relative's  house.  If  my 
mother  and  father  had  dined  out,  or  gone 
to  a  party,  their  children  would  have  been 
much  more  astonished  than  if  the  house 
had  caught  fire. 

How  my  mother  rescued  herself  from 
this  predicament  by  her  musical  talent  I 
will  tell  elsewhere.  My  father  reduced  his 
teetotalism  from  theory  to  practice  when 
a  mild  fit,  which  felled  him  on  our  door- 
step one  Sunday  afternoon,  convinced 
him  that  he  must  stop  drinking  or  perish. 
It  had  no  worse  effect;  but  his  reform, 
though  complete  and  permanent,  came 
too  late  to  save  the  social  situation;  and  I, 
cut  off  from  the  social  drill  which  puts 
one  at  one's  ease  in  private  society,  grew 
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up  frightfully  shy  and  utterly  ignorant  of 
social  routine.  My  mother,  who  had  been 
as  carefully  brought  up  as  Queen  Vic- 
toria, was  too  humane  to  inflict  what  she 
had  suffered  on  any  child;  besides,  I  think 
she  imagined  that  correct  behavior  is  in- 
born, and  that  much  of  what  she  had  been 
taught  was  natural  to  her.  Anyhow,  she 
never  taught  it  to  us,  leaving  us  wholly 
,to  the  promptings  of  our  blood's  blue- 
ness,  with  results  which  may  be  imagined. 
In  England,  if  people  are  reasonably 
goodnatured  and  amiable,  they  are  for- 
given any  sort  of  eccentricity  of  behavior 
if  only  they  are  unaffected  and  all  of  one 
piece.  If  when  I  came  to  London  I  had 
been  merely  shy  provincially,  with  in- 
correct table  manners  and  wrong  clothes; 
if  I  had  eaten  peas  with  a  knife  and  worn 
a  red  tie  with  an  evening  suit,  kind  people 
would  have  taken  me  in  hand  and  drilled 
me  in  spite  of  the  infernal  and  very  silly 
Irish  pride  which  will  never  admit  the 
need  of  such  tuition.  But  my  difficulties 
were  not  of  that  easily  remediable  kind.  I 
Was  sensible  enough  to  inform  myself  so 
exactly  as  to  what  I  should  do  with  a 
finger  bowl  when  it  was  placed  before  me 
on  a  dessert  plate,  that  I  could  give  a  lead 
in  such  matters  to  other  novices  who  were 
hopelessly  floored  by  that  staggering  pro- 
blem. Clever  sympathetic  women  might 
divine  at  a  glance  that  I  was  mortally  shy; 
but  people  who  could  not  see  through  my 
skin,  and  who  were  accustomed  to  re- 
spect, and  even  veneration,  from  the 
young,  may  well  have  found  me  insuffer- 
able, aggressive,  and  impudent.  When  a 
young  man  has  achieved  nothing  and  is 
doing  nothing,  and  when  he  is  obviously 
so  poor  that  he  ought  to  be  doing  some- 
thing very  energetically,  it  is  rather  trying 
to  find  him  assuming  an  authority  in  con- 
versation, and  an  equality  in  terms,  which 
only  conspicuous  success  and  distin- 
guished ability  could  make  becoming. 
Yet  this  is  what  is  done,  quite  uncon- 
sciously, by  young  persons  who  have  in 


them  the  potentiality  of  such  success  and 
ability.  Napoleon  could  hardly  have  felt 
much  reverence  for  his  average  French 
generals  before  the  French  Revolution, 
when  he  was  apparently  only  a  by-no- 
means  irreproachable  subaltern  from  Cor- 
sica. No  such  general  could  possibly  have 
liked  him  or  his  manners  at  that  time, 
though  after  Austerlitz  even  first  rate 
generals  blushed  with  gratification  at  the 
most  condescending  word  of  praise  from 
him.  It  must  have  been  intolerable  in 
Stratford-on-Avon  in  1584  for  a  local 
magnate  of  mature  age,  knight  of  the 
shire  and  justice  of  the  peace,  to  be  con- 
templated de  haul  en  las  by  a  dissolute 
young  poacher,  and  even  to  amuse  him 
by  intellectual  inadequacy.  I  am  sure 
Shakespear  was  too  civil  by  nature  to 
make  any  such  demonstration  consciously; 
but  it  is  inconceivable  that  the  future 
author  of  Lear,  who  was  to  die  a  land- 
owning magnate,  and  be  described  in  the 
parish  register  as  a  Gent.,  could  have 
treated  Sir  Thomas  Lucy  quite  as  an 
ordinary  country  gentleman  of  mature 
age  expects  to  be  treated  by  an  ordinary 
poacher  in  his  teens. 

The  truth  is  that  all  men  are  in  a  false 
position  in  society  until  they  have  real- 
ized their  possibilities,  and  imposed  them 
on  their  neighbors.  They  are  tormented 
by  a  continual  shortcoming  in  them- 
selves; yet  they  irritate  others  by  a  con- 
tinual overweening.  This  discord  can  be 
resolved  by  acknowledged  success  or 
failure  only:  everyone  is  ill  at  ease  until 
he  has  found  his  natural  place,  whether  it 
be  above  or  below  his  birthplace.  The 
overrated  inheritor  of  a  position  for  which 
he  has  no  capacity,  and  the  underrated 
nobody  who  is  a  born  genius,  are  alike 
shy  because  they  are  alike  out  of  place. 
Besides,  this  finding  of  one's  place  may 
be  made  very  puzzling  by  the  fact  that 
there  is  no  place  in  ordinary  society  for 
extraordinary  individuals.  For  the  worldly 
wiseman,  with  common  ambitions,  the 
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matter  is  simple  enough:  money,  title, 
precedence,  a  seat  in  parliament,  a  port- 
folio in  the  cabinet,  will  mean  success 
both  to  him  and  his  circle.  But  what  about 
people  like  St  Francis  and  St  Clare?  Of 
what  use  to  them  are  the  means  to  live 
the  life  of  the  country  house  and  the  west 
end  mansion?  They  have  literally  no  busi- 
ness in  them,  and  must  necessarily  cut  an 
unhappy  and  ridiculous  figure  there.  They 
have  to  make  a  society  of  Franciscans  and 
Poor  Clares  for  themselves  before  they 
can  work  or  live  socially.  It  is  true  that 
those  who  are  called  saints  are  not  saintly 
all  the  time  and  in  everything.  In  eating 
and  drinking,  lodging  and  sleeping,  chat- 
ting and  playing:  in  short,  in  everything 
but  working  out  their  destiny  as  saints, 
what  is  good  enough  for  a  ploughman  is 
good  enough  for  a  poet,  a  philosopher, 
a  saint,  or  a  higher  mathematician.  But 
Hodge's  work  is  not  good  enough  for 
Newton,  nor  Falstaff's  conversation  holy 
enough  for  Shelley.  Christ  adapted  him- 
self so  amiably  to  the  fashionable  life  of 
his  time  in  his  leisure  that  he  was  re- 
proached for  being  a  gluttonous  man  and 
a  winebibber,  and  for  frequenting  frivol- 
ous and  worthless  sets.  But  he  did  not 
work  where  he  feasted,  nor  flatter  the 
Pharisees,  nor  ask  the  Romans  to  buy  him 
with  a  sinecure.  He  knew  when  he  was 
being  entertained,  well  treated,  lionized: 
not  an  unpleasant  adventure  for  once  in 
a  way;  and  he  did  not  quarrel  with  the 
people  who  were  so  nice  to  him.  Besides, 
to  sample  society  is  part  of  a  prophet's 
business:  he  must  sample  the  governing 
class  above  all,  because  his  inborn  know- 
ledge of  human  nature  will  not  explain 
the  anomalies  produced  in  it  by  Capital- 
ism and  Sacerdotalism.  But  he  can  never 
feel  at  home  in  it.  The  born  Communist, 
before  he  knows  what  he  is,  and  under- 
stands why,  is  always  awkward  and  un- 
happy in  plutocratic  society  and  in  the 
poorer  societies  which  ape  it  to  the  extent 
of  their  little  means:  in  short,  wherever 


spiritual  values  are  assessed  like  Income 
Tax.  In  his  nonage  he  is  imposed  on  by 
the  prestige  which  the  propertied  classes 
have  conferred  on  themselves  and  incul- 
cated in  the  schools,  and  by  the  comfort 
and  refinement  and  splendor  of  their 
equipment  in  contrast  to  the  squalor  of 
the  proletariat.  If  he  has  been  brought  up 
to  regard  himself  as  one  of  the  propertied 
classes,  and  has  its  whole  equipment  of 
false  standards  of  worth,  lacking  nothing 
but  the  indispensable  pecuniary  equip- 
ment without  which  his  education  is  ut- 
terly meaningless,  his  embarrassment  and 
bewilderment  are  pitiable,  and  his  isola-^ 
tion  often  complete;  for  he  is  left  alone 
between  the  poor  whom  he  regards  as 
beneath  him  and  the  rich  whose  standards 
of  expenditure  are  beyond  his  means.  He 
is  ashamed  of  his  poverty,  in  continual 
dread  of  doing  the  wrong  thing,  resent- 
fully insubordinate  and  seditious  in  a  social 
order  which  he  not  only  accepts  but  in 
which  he  actually  claims  a  privileged  part. 

As  I  write,  there  is  a  craze  for  what  is 
called  psycho-analysis,  or  the  cure  of  dis- 
eases by  explaining  to  the  patient  what  is 
the  matter  with  him:  an  excellent  plan  if 
you  happen  to  know  what  is  the  matter 
with  him,  especially  when  the  explana- 
tion is  that  there  is  nothing  the  matter 
with  him.  Thus  a  bee,  desperately  trying 
to  reach  a  flower  bed  through  a  window 
pane,  concludes  that  he  is  the  victim  of 
evil  spirits  or  that  he  is  mad,  his  end  being 
exhaustion,  despair,  and  death.  Yet,  if  he 
only  knew,  there  is  nothing  wrong  with 
him:  all  he  has  to  do  is  go  out  as  he  came 
in,  through  open  window  or  door.  Your 
born  Communist  begins  like  the  bee  on 
the  pane.  He  worries  himself  and  every- 
body else  until  he  dies  of  peevishness,  or 
else  is  led  by  some  propagandist  pamph- 
let, or  by  his  own  intellectual  impulses  (if 
he  has  any),  to  investigate  the  economic 
structure  of  our  society. 

Immediately  everything  becomes  clear 
to  him.  Property  is  theft:  respectability 
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founded  on  poverty  is  blasphemy:  marri- 
age founded  on  property  is  prostitution: 
it  is  easier  for  a  camel  to  go  through  the 
eye  of  a  needle  than  for  a  rich  man  to 
enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  He  now 
knows  where  he  is,  and  where  this  society 
which  has  so  intimidated  him  is.  He  is 
cured  of  his  mauvaise  honte^  and  may  now 
be  as  much  at  his  ease  with  the  princes  of 
this  world  as  Caesar  was  with  the  pirates 
whom  he  intended  to  crucify  when,  as 
presently  happened,  the  fortune  of  war 
made  their  captive  their  conqueror. 

If  he  be  not  a  born  Communist,  but 
a  predatory  combative  man,  eager  to  do 
the  other  fellow  down,  and  happy  in  a 
contrast  between  his  prosperity  and  the 
indigence  of  others,  happy  also  in  a  ro- 
bust contempt  for  cowards  and  weaklings, 
the  very  same  discovery  of  the  nature  of 
our  Capitalism  will  nerve  him  to  play  the 
Capitalist  game  for  all  it  and  he  are  worth. 
But  for  the  most  part  men  drift  with  the 
society  into  which  they  are  born,  and 
make  the  best  of  its  accidents  without 
changing  its  morals  or  understanding  its 
principles. 

As  it  happens,  I  was  a  born  Communist 
and  Iconoclast  (or  Quaker)  without 
knowing  it;  and  I  never  got  on  easy  terms 
with  plutocracy  and  snobbery  until  I  took 
to  the  study  of  economics,  beginning 
with  Henry  George  and  Karl  Marx.  In 
my  twentieth  year,  at  Victoria  Grove,  not 
being  on  Caesarian  easy  terms  with  the 
pirates  or  their  retainers,  I  felt  much  as 
Caesar  might  have  done  if  he  had  ima- 
gined the  pirate  ship  to  be  the  Mayflower, 
and  was  still  more  inclined  to  mistrust 
himself  than  to  mistrust  the  crew,  however 
little  respect  they  might  pay  him.  Not 
that  my  opinions  were  conventional. 
Read  my  preface  to  Back  to  Methuselah, 
and  you  will  see  me  as  the  complete  in- 
fidel of  that  day.  I  had  read  much  poetry; 
but  only  one  poet  was  sacred  to  me: 
Shelley.  I  had  read  his  works  piously 
from  end  to  end,  and  was  in  my  nega- 


tions atheist  and  republican  to  the  back- 
bone. I  say  in  my  negations;  for  I  had  not 
reached  any  affirmative  position.  When, 
at  a  public  meeting  of  the  Shelley  Society, 
I  scandalized  many  of  the  members  by 
saying  that  I  had  joined  because,  like 
Shelley,  I  was  a  Socialist,  an  atheist,  and 
a  vegetarian,  I  did  not  know  that  I  could 
have  expressed  my  position  more  accu- 
rately by  simply  saying  that  my  concep- 
tion of  God  was  that  insisted  on  in  the 
first  Article  of  the  Church  of  England, 
then  as  now  vehemently  repudiated  by 
all  pious  persons,  who  will  have  it  that 
God  is  a  substantial  gentleman  of  un- 
certain and  occasionally  savage  temper, 
and  a  spirit  only  in  the  sense  in  which  an 
archbishop  is  a  spirit.  I  had  never  thought 
of  reading  the  Articles  of  the  Church  of 
England;  and  if  I  had  I  should  still  have 
used  the  word  atheist  as  a  declaration  that 
I  was  on  the  side  of  Bradlaugh  and  Foote 
and  others  who,  as  avowed  Secularists 
and  Atheists,  were  being  persecuted  and 
imprisoned  for  my  opinions.  From  my 
childhood  I  had  been  accustomed  to  re- 
gard myself  as  a  sceptic  outside  institu- 
tional religion,  and  therefore  one  to  whom 
the  conventional  religious  observances 
were  fair  game  for  scoffing.  In  this  my 
manners  were  no  better  and  no  worse  than 
those  of  my  class  generally.  It  never  oc- 
curred to  pious  ladies  and  gentlemen  to 
respect  a  sceptic;  and  it  never  occurred  to 
a  sceptic  to  respect  a  believer:  reproba- 
tion and  ostracism  were  considered  na- 
tural and  even  obligatory  on  the  one  side, 
like  derision,  even  to  blasphemy,  on  the 
other.  In  Ireland  Protestants  and  Catho- 
lics despised,  insulted,  and  ostracized  one 
another  as  a  matter  of  course.  In  England 
Church  people  persecuted  Dissenters; 
and  Dissenters  hated  the  Church  with  a 
bitterness  incredible  to  anyone  who  has 
never  known  what  it  is  to  be  a  little  village 
Dissenter  in  a  Church  school.  I  am  not 
sure  that  controversial  manners  are  any 
better  now;  but  they  certainly  were  odious 
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then:  you  thought  it  your  right  and  your 
duty  to  sneer  at  the  man  who  was  a 
heretic  to  your  faith  if  you  could  not 
positively  injure  him  in  some  way.  As 
my  manners  in  this  respect  were  no  better 
than  other  people's,  and  my  satirical 
powers  much  more  formidable,  I  can  only 
hope  that  my  natural  civility,  which  led 
me  to  draw  back  when  I  found  I  was 
hurting  people's  feelings,  may  have  miti- 
gated my  offensiveness  in  those  early 
days  when  I  still  regarded  controversy  as 
admitting  of  no  quarter.  I  lacked  both 
cruelty  and  will-to-victory. 

It  may  be  asked  here  how  I  came  by 
my  heterodox  opinions,  seeing  that  my 
father's  alcoholic  neurosis,  though  it  ac- 
counts for  my  not  going  into  society, 
does  not  account  for  my  not  going  to 
church.  My  reply,  if  put  in  the  conven- 
tional terms  of  that  day,  would  be  that  I 
was  badly  brought  up  because  my  mother 
was  so  well  brought  up.  Her  character 
reacted  so  strongly  against  her  strict  and 
loveless  training  that  churchgoing  was 
completely  dropped  in  our  family  before 
I  was  ten  years  old.  In  my  childhood  I 
exercised  my  literary  genius  by  compos- 
ing my  own  prayers.  I  cannot  recall  the 
words  of  the  final  form  I  adopted;  but  I 
remember  that  it  was  in  three  movements, 
like  a  sonata,  and  in  the  best  Church  of 
Ireland  style.  It  ended  with  the  Lord's 
Prayer;  and  I  repeated  it  every  night  in 
bed.  I  had  been  warned  by  my  nurse  that 
warm  prayers  were  no  use,  and  that  only 
by  kneeling  by  my  bedside  in  che  cold 
could  I  hope  for  a  hearing;  but  I  criticised 
this  admonition  unfavorably  on  various 
grounds,  the  real  one  being  my  prefer- 
ence for  warmth  and  comfort.  I  did  not 
disparage  my  nurse's  authority  in  these 
matters  because  she  was  a  Roman  Catho- 
lic: I  even  tolerated  her  practice  of  sprink- 
ling me  with  holy  water  occasionally.  But 
her  asceticism  did  not  fit  the  essentially 
artistic  and  luxurious  character  of  my  de- 
votional exploits.  Besides,  the  penalty  did 


not  apply  to  my  prayer;  for  it  was  not  a 
petition.  I  had  too  much  sense  to  risk  my 
faith  by  begging  for  things  I  knew  very 
well  I  should  not  get;  so  I  did  not  care 
whether  my  prayers  were  answered  or 
not:  they  were  a  literary  performance  for 
the  entertainment  and  propitiation  of  the 
Almighty;  and  though  I  should  not  have 
dreamt  of  daring  to  say  that  if  He  did  not 
like  them  He  might  lump  them  (perhaps 
I  was  too  confident  of  their  quality  to 
apprehend  such  a  rebuff),  I  certainly  be- 
haved as  if  my  comfort  were  an  indis- 
pensable condition  of  the  performance 
taking  place  at  all. 

The  Lord's  Prayer  I  used  once  or  twice 
as  a  protective  spell.  Thunderstorms  are 
much  less  common  in  Ireland  than  in 
England;  and  the  first  two  I  remember 
frightened  me  horribly.  During  the  second 
I  bethought  me  of  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and 
steadied  myself  by  repeating  it. 

I  continued  these  pious  habits  long 
after  the  conventional  compulsion  to 
attend  church  and  Sunday  School  had 
ceased,  and  I  no  longer  regarded  such 
customs  as  having  anything  to  do  with 
an  emancipated  spirit  like  mine.  But  one 
evening,  as  I  was  wandering  through  the 
furze  bushes  on  Torca  Hill  in  the  dusk, 
I  suddenly  asked  myself  why  I  went  on 
repeating  my  prayer  every  night  when, 
as  I  put  it,  I  did  not  believe  in  it.  Being 
thus  brought  to  book  by  my  intellectual 
conscience  I  felt  obliged  in  common  hon- 
esty to  refrain  from  superstitious  prac- 
tices; and  that  night,  for  the  first  time 
since  I  could  speak,  I  did  not  say  my 
prayers.  I  missed  them  so  much  that  I 
asked  myself  another  question.  Why  am 
I  so  uncomfortable  about  it?  Can  this  be 
conscience?  But  next  night  the  discom- 
fort wore  off  so  much  that  I  hardly 
noticed  it;  and  the  night  after  I  had  for- 
gotten all  about  my  prayers  as  completely 
as  if  I  had  been  born  a  heathen.  It  is  worth 
adding  that  this  sacrifice  of  the  grace  of 
God,  as  I  had  been  taught  it,  to  intel- 
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lectual  integrity  synchronized  with  that 
dawning  of  moral  passion  in  me  which  I 
have  described  in  the  first  act  of  Man  and 
Superman.  Up  to  that  time  I  had  not  ex- 
perienced the  slightest  remorse  in  telling 
lies  whenever  they  seemed  likely  to  help 
me  out  of  a  difficulty:  rather  did  I  revel 
in  the  exercise  of  dramatic  invention  in- 
volved. Even  when  I  was  a  good  boy  I 
was  so  only  theatrically,  because,  as  actors 
say,  I  saw  myself  in  the  character;  and 
this  occurred  very  seldom,  my  taste  run- 
ning so  strongly  on  stage  villains  and 
stage  demons  (I  painted  the  whitewashed 
wall  in  my  bedroom  in  Dalkey  with 
watercolor  frescoes  of  Mephistopheles) 
that  I  must  have  actually  bewitched  my- 
self; for,  when  Nature  completed  my 
countenance  in  1880  or  thereabouts  (I 
had  only  the  tenderest  sprouting  of  hair 
on  my  face  until  I  was  24),  I  found  myself 
equipped  with  the  upgrowing  moustaches 
and  eyebrows,  and  the  sarcastic  nostrils 
of  the  operatic  fiend  whose  airs  (by 
Gounod)  I  had  sung  as  a  child,  and  whose 
attitudes  I  had  affected  in  my  boyhood. 
Later  on,  as  the  generations  moved  past 
me,  I  saw  the  fantasies  of  actors  and 
painters  come  to  life  as  living  men  and 
women,  and  began  to  perceive  that  ima- 
ginative fiction  is  to  life  what  the  sketch  is 
to  the  picture  or  the  conception  to  the 
statue.  The  world  is  full  of  ugly  little  men 
who  were  taken  to  the  theatre  to  see  the 
Yellow  Dwarf  or  Rumpelstiltskin  when 
they  were  children;  and  we  shall  soon 
have  women  in  all  directions  with  the 
features  of  Movie  Vamps  because  in 
childhood  they  were  taken  to  the  picture 
palaces  and  inspired  with  an  ambition  to 
be  serpents  of  Old  Nile. 

My  father  disapproved  of  the  detach- 
ment of  his  family  from  the  conventional 
observances  that  were  associated  with  the 
standing  of  the  Shaw  family.  But  he  was 
in  the  grip  of  a  humorous  sense  of  anti- 
climax which  I  inherited  from  him  and 
used  with  much  effect  when  I  became  a 


writer  of  comedy.  The  more  sacred  an 
idea  or  a  situation  was  by  convention,  the 
more  irresistible  was  it  to  him  as  the 
jumping-off  place  for  a  plunge  into  laugh- 
ter. Thus,  when  I  scoffed  at  the  Bible  he 
would  instantly  and  quite  sincerely  re- 
buke me,  telling  me,  with  what  little 
sternness  was  in  his  nature,  that  I  should 
not  speak  so;  that  no  educated  man  would 
make  such  a  display  of  ignorance;  that 
the  Bible  was  universally  recognized  as  a 
literary  and  historical  masterpiece;  and  as 
much  more  to  the  same  effect  as  he  could 
muster.  But  when  he  had  reached  the 
point  of  feeling  really  impressive,  a  con- 
vulsion of  internal  chuckling  would 
wrinkle  up  his  eyes;  and  (I  knowing  all 
the  time  quite  well  what  was  coming) 
would  cap  his  eulogy  by  assuring  me, 
with  an  air  of  perfect  fairness,  that  even 
the  worst  enemy  of  religion  could  say  no 
worse  of  the  Bible  than  that  it  was  the 
damndest  parcel  of  lies  ever  written.  He 
would  then  rub  his  eyes  and  chuckle  for 
quite  a  long  time.  It  became  an  unacknow- 
ledged game  between  us  that  I  should 
provoke  him  to  exhibitions  of  this  kind. 
With  such  a  father  my  condition  was 
clearly  hopeless  as  far  as  the  conventions 
of  religion  were  concerned.  In  essential 
matters  his  influence  was  as  good  as  his 
culture  permitted.  One  of  my  very  earliest 
recollections  is  reading  the  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress to  him,  and  being  corrected  by  him 
for  saying  grievious  instead  of  grievous. 
I  never  saw  him,  as  far  as  I  can  remember, 
reading  anything  but  the  newspaper;  but 
he  had  read  Sir  Walter  Scott  and  other 
popular  classics;  and  he  always  encour- 
aged me  to  do  the  same,  and  to  frequent 
the  National  Gallery,  and  to  go  to  the 
theatre  and  the  opera  when  I  could  afford 
it.  His  anticlimaxes  depended  for  their 
effect  on  our  sense  of  the  sacredness  he 
was  reacting  against:  there  would  have 
been  no  fun  whatever  in  saying  that  the 
Adventures  of  Munchausen  (known  to  us 
as  Baron  Mun  Chawzon)  were  a  parcel 
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oflies.  If  my  mother's  pastors  and  masters 
had  had  a  little  of  his  humor,  she  would 
not  simply  have  dropped  the  subject  of 
religion  with  her  children  in  silent  but 
implacable  dislike  of  what  had  helped  to 
make  her  childhood  miserable,  and  re- 
solved that  it  should  not  do  the  same  to 
them.  The  vacuum  she  left  by  this  policy 
had,  I  think,  serious  disadvantages  for  my 
two  sisters  (the  younger  of  whom  died 
just  before  I  came  to  London);  but  in  my 
case  it  only  made  a  clear  space  for  posi- 
tive beliefs  later  on. 

My  mother,  I  may  say  here,  had  no 
comedic  impulses,  and  never  uttered  an 
epigram  in  her  life:  all  my  comedy  is  a 
Shavian  inheritance.  She  had  plenty  of 
imagination,  and  really  lived  in  it  and  on 
it.  Her  brother,  my  uncle  Walter,  who 
stayed  with  us  from  time  to  time  in  the 
intervals  of  his  trips  across  the  Atlantic  as 
a  surgeon  on  the  Inman  Liners,  had  an 
extraordinary  command  of  picturesque 
language,  partly  derived  by  memory  from 
the  Bible  and  Prayer  Book,  and  partly 
natural.  The  conversation  of  the  navi- 
gating staffs  and  pursers  of  our  ocean 
services  was  at  that  time  (whatever  it 
may  be  today)  extremely  Rabelaisian  and 
profane.  Falstaff  himself  could  not  have 
held  his  own  with  my  uncle  in  obscene 
anecdotes,  unprintable  limericks,  and  fan- 
tastic profanity;  and  it  mattered  nothing 
to  him  whether  his  audience  consisted  of 
his  messmates  onboard  ship  or  his  school- 
boy nephew:  he  performed  before  each 
with  equal  gusto.  To  do  him  justice,  he 
was  always  an  artist  in  his  obscenity  and 
blasphemy,  and  therefore  never  sank  to 
the  level  of  incontinent  blackguardism. 
His  efforts  were  controlled,  deliberate, 
fastidiously  chosen  and  worded.  But  they 
were  all  the  more  effective  in  destroying 
all  my  inculcated  childish  reverence  for 
the  verbiage  of  religion,  for  its  legends 
and  personifications  and  parables.  In  view 
of  my  subsequent  work  in  the  world  it 
seems  providential  that  I  was  driven  to 


the  essentials  of  religion  by  the  reduction 
of  every  factitious  or  fictitious  element 
in  it  to  the  most  irreverent  absurdity. 

It  would  be  the  greatest  mistake  to 
conclude  that  this  shocking  state  of  affairs 
was  bad  for  my  soul.  In  so  far  as  the 
process  of  destroying  reverence  for  the 
inessential  trappings  of  religion  was  in- 
decent, it  was  deplorable;  and  I  wish  my 
first  steps  to  grace  had  been  lighted  by 
my  uncle's  wit  and  style  without  his  ob- 
scenity. My  father's  comedy  was  entirely 
decent.  But  that  the  process  was  neces- 
sary to  my  salvation  I  have  no  doubt 
whatever.  A  popular  book  in  my  youth 
was  Mark  Twain's  New  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress, which  horrified  the  thoughtlessly 
pious  by  making  fun  of  what  they  called 
sacred  things.  Yet  Mark  Twain  was  really 
a  religious  force  in  the  world:  his  Yankee 
at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur  was  his 
nearest  approach  to  genuine  blasphemy; 
and  that  came  from  want  of  culture,  not 
from  perversity  of  soul.  His  training  as 
a  Mississippi  pilot  must  have  been,  as  to 
religion,  very  like  my  training  as  the 
nephew  of  a  Transatlantic  surgeon. 

Later  on,  I  discovered  that  in  the  Ages 
of  Faith  the  sport  of  making  fun  of  the 
accessories  and  legends  of  religion  was 
organized  and  practised  by  the  Church  to 
such  an  extent  that  it  was  almost  part  of 
its  ritual.  The  people  were  instructed  in 
spiritual  history  and  hagiology  by  stage 
plays  full  of  comic  passages  which  might 
have  been  written  by  my  uncle.  For  in- 
stance, my  uncle  taught  me  an  elaborate 
conversation  supposed  to  have  passed 
between  Daniel  in  the  lion's  den  and  King 
Darius,  in  which  each  strove  to  outdo 
the  other  in  Rabelaisian  repartee.  The 
medieval  playwright,  more  daring  than 
my  uncle,  put  on  the  stage  comical  con- 
versations between  Cain  and  his  Creator, 
in  which  Cain's  language  was  no  more 
respectful  than  that  of  Fielding's  Squire 
Western,  and  similarly  indecent.  In  all 
Catholic  countries  there  is  a  hagiology 
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that  is  fit  for  publication  and  a  hagiology 
that  is  not.  In  the  Middle  Ages  they  may 
have  condemned  a  story  as  lewd  or  blas- 
phemous; but  it  did  not  occur  to  them 
that  God  or  His  Church  could  be  shaken 
by  it.  No  man  with  any  faith  worth  re- 
specting in  any  religion  worth  holding 
ever  dreams  that  it  can  be  shaken  by  a 
joke,  least  of  all  by  an  obscene  joke.  It  is 
Messieurs  Formalist  and  Hypocrisy  who 
feel  that  religion  is  crumbling  when  the 
forms  are  not  observed.  The  truth  is, 
humor  is  one  of  the  great  purifiers  of 
religion,  even  when  it  is  itself  anything 
but  pure. 

The  institution  of  the  family,  which  is 
the  centre  of  reverence  for  carefully 
brought-up  children,  was  just  the  oppo- 
site for  me.  In  a  large  family  there  are 
always  a  few  skeletons  in  the  cupboard; 
and  in  my  father's  clan  there  were  many 
uncles  and  auncs  and  cousins,  conse- 
quently many  cupboards,  consequently 
some  skeletons.  Our  own  particular  skele- 
ton was  my  father's  drunkenness.  It  was 
combined  with  a  harmlessness  and 
humaneness  which  made  him  the  least  for- 
midable of  men;  so  that  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  impress  his  children  in  the 
manner  that  makes  awe  and  dread  almost 
an  instinct  with  some  children.  It  is  much 
to  his  credit  that  he  was  incapable  of 
deliberately  practising  any  such  impress- 
iveness,  drunk  or  sober;  but  unfortun- 
ately the  drunkenness  was  so  humiliating 
that  it  would  have  been  unendurable  if 
we  had  not  taken  refuge  in  laughter.  It 
had  to  be  either  a  family  tragedy  or  a 
family  joke;  and  it  was  on  the  whole  a 
healthy  instinct  that  decided  us  to  get 
what  ribald  fun  was  possible  out  of  it, 
which,  however,  was  very  little  indeed. 
If  Noah  had  made  a  habit  of  drinking, 
his  sons  would  soon  have  worn  out  the 
pious  solicitude  which  they  displayed  on 
the  occasion  of  his  single  lapse  from 
sobriety.  A  boy  who  has  seen  "the  gover- 
nor," with  an  imperfectly  wrapped-up 


goose  under  one  arm  and  a  ham  in  the 
same  condition  under  the  other  (both 
purchased  under  heaven  knows  what  de- 
lusion of  festivity),  butting  at  the  garden 
wall  in  the  belief  that  he  was  pushing  open 
the  gate,  and  transforming  his  tall  hat  to 
a  concertina  in  the  process,  and  who,  in- 
stead of  being  overwhelmed  with  shame 
and  anxiety  at  the  spectacle,  has  been 
so  disabled  by  merriment  (uproariously 
shared  by  the  maternal  uncle)  that  he  has 
hardly  been  able  to  rush  to  the  rescue  of 
the  hat  and  pilot  its  wearer  to  safety,  is 
clearly  not  a  boy  who  will  make  tragedies 
of  trifles  instead  of  making  trifles  of  tra- 
gedies. If  you  cannot  get  rid  of  the  family 
skeleton,  you  may  as  well  make  it  dance. 
Then  there  was  my  Uncle  William,  a 
most  amiable  man,  with  great  natural 
dignity.  In  early  manhood  he  was  not 
only  an  inveterate  smoker,  but  so  in- 
sistent a  toper  that  a  man  who  made  a 
bet  that  he  would  produce  Barney  Shaw 
sober,  and  knocked  him  up  at  six  in  the 
morning  with  that  object,  lost  his  bet. 
But  this  might  have  happened  to  any 
common  drunkard.  What  gave  the  pecu- 
liar Shaw  finish  and  humor  to  the  case 
was  that  my  uncle  suddenly  and  instantly 
gave  up  smoking  and  drinking  at  one 
blow,  and  devoted  himself  to  his  accom- 
plishment of  playing  the  ophicleide.  In 
this  harmless  and  gentle  pursuit  he  con- 
tinued, a  blameless  old  bachelor,  for  many 
years,  and  then,  to  the  amazement  of 
Dublin,  renounced  the  ophicleide  and  all 
its  works,  and  married  a  lady  of  distin- 
guished social  position  and  great  piety. 
She  declined,  naturally,  to  have  anything 
to  do  with  us;  and,  as  far  as  I  know, 
treated  the  rest  of  the  family  in  the  same 
way.  Anyhow,  I  never  saw  her,  and  only 
saw  my  uncle  furtively  by  the  roadside 
after  his  marriage,  when  he  would  make 
hopeless  attempts  to  save  me,  in  the  pious 
sense  of  the  word,  not  perhaps  without 
some  secret  Shavian  enjoyment  of  the 
irreverent  pleasantries  with  which  I 
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scattered  my  path  to  perdition.  He  was 
reputed  to  sit  with  a  Bible  on  his  knees, 
and  an  opera  glass  to  his  eyes,  watching 
the  ladies'  bathing  place  in  Dalkey;  and 
my  sister,  who  was  a  swimmer,  con- 
firmed this  gossip  as  far  as  the  opera  glass 
was  concerned. 

But  this  was  only  the  prelude  to  a  very 
singular  conclusion,  or  rather  catastrophe. 
The  fantastic  imagery  of  the  Bible  so 
gained  on  my  uncle  that  he  took  off  his 
boots,  explaining  that  he  expected  to  be 
taken  up  to  heaven  at  any  moment  like 
Elijah,  and  that  he  felt  that  his  boots 
would  impede  his  celestial  flight.  He  then 
went  a  step  further,  and  hung  his  room 
with  all  the  white  fabrics  he  could  lay 
hands  on,  alleging  that  he  was  the  Holy 
Ghost.  At  last  he  became  silent,  and  re- 
mained so  to  the  end.  His  wife,  warned 
that  his  harmless  fancies  might  change 
into  dangerous  ones,  had  him  removed 
to  an  asylum  in  the  north  of  Dublin.  My 
father  thought  that  a  musical  appeal  might 
prevail  with  him,  and  went  in  search  of 
the  ophicleide.  But  it  was  nowhere  to  be 
found.  He  took  a  flute  to  the  asylum  in- 
stead; for  every  Shaw  of  that  generation 
seemed  able  to  play  any  wind  instrument 
at  sight.  My  uncle,  still  obstinately  mute, 
contemplated  the  flute  for  a  while,  and 
then  played  Home  Sweet  Home  on  it. 
My  father  had  to  be  content  with  this 
small  success,  as  nothing  more  could  be 
got  out  of  his  brother.  A  day  or  two  later 
my  uncle,  impatient  for  heaven,  resolved 
to  expedite  his  arrival  there.  Every  pos- 
sible weapon  had  been  carefully  removed 
from  his  reach;  but  his  custodians  reck- 
oned without  the  Shavian  originality. 
They  had  left  him  somehow  within  reach 
of  a  carpet  bag.  He  put  his  head  into  it, 
and  in  a  strenuous  effort  to  decapitate  or 
strangle  himself  by  closing  it  on  his  neck, 
perished  of  heart  failure.  I  should  be  glad 
to  believe  that,  like  Elijah,  he  got  the 
heavenly  reward  he  sought;  for  he  was  a 
fine  upstanding  man  and  a  gentle  crea- 


ture, nobody's  enemy  but  his  own,  as  the 
saying  is. 

Still,  what  sort  of  gravity  could  a  boy 
maintain  with  a  family  history  of  this 
kind?  However,  I  must  not  imply  that 
all  my  uncles  were  like  that.  They  were 
mostly  respectable  normal  people.  I  can 
recall  only  two  other  exceptions  to  this 
rule.  One  of  my  uncles  married  an  elegant 
and  brilliant  lady,  from  whom  he  separ- 
ated after  scandalizing  the  family  by  beat- 
ing her;  but  as  Job  himself  would  have 
beaten  her  when  she  lost  her  very  un- 
stable temper,  nobody  who  knew  her 
intimately  ever  blamed  him.  Though  the 
neurosis  which  produced  my  father's  joy- 
less craving  for  alcohol  had  the  same 
effect,  with  the  same  curious  recalcitrance 
and  final  impermanence,  in  one  or  two 
other  cases,  and  was  perhaps  connected 
with  occasional  family  paroxysms  of 
Evangelical  piety,  and  some  share  of  my 
father's  comedic  love  of  anticlimax,  yet  on 
the  whole  our  collection  of  skeletons  was 
not  exceptionally  large.  But  as,  com- 
pared with  similar  English  families,  we 
had  a  power  of  derisive  dramatization 
that  made  the  bones  of  the  Shavian  skele- 
tons rattle  more  loudly;  and  as  I  pos- 
sessed this  power  in  an  abnormal  degree, 
and  frequently  entertained  my  friends 
with  stories  of  my  uncles  (so  effectively, 
by  the  way,  that  nobody  ever  believed 
them),  the  family,  far  from  being  a  school 
of  reverence  for  me,  was  rather  a  mine 
from  which  I  could  dig  highly  amusing 
material  without  the  trouble  of  inventing 
a  single  incident.  What  idle  fancy  of  mine 
could  have  improved  on  the  hard  facts  of 
the  Life  and  Death  of  Uncle  William? 

Thus  the  immediate  result  of  my 
family  training  in  my  Victoria  Grove 
days  was  that  I  presented  myself  to  the 
unprepared  stranger  as  a  most  irreverent 
young  man.  My  Mephistophelean  mous- 
tache and  eyebrows  had  not  yet  grown; 
and  there  was  nothing  in  my  aspect  to 
break  the  shock  of  my  diabolical  opinions. 
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Later  on,  when  I  had  made  a  public  re- 
putation as  an  iconoclast,  people  who  met 
me  in  private  were  surprised  at  my  mild- 
ness and  sociability.  But  i  had  no  public 
reputation  then:  consequently  expecta- 
tion in  my  regard  was  normal.  And  I 
was  not  at  all  reticent  of  the  diabolical 
opinions.  I  felt  them  to  be  advantageous, 
just  as  I  felt  that  I  was  in  a  superior  posi- 
tion as  an  Irishman,  without  a  shadow  of 
any  justification  for  that  patriotic  arro- 
gance. As  it  never  occurred  to  me  to  con- 
ceal my  opinions  any  more  than  my 
nationality,  and  as  I  had,  besides,  an  un- 
pleasant trick  of  contradicting  everyone 
from  whom  I  thought  I  could  learn  any- 
thing in  order  to  draw  him  out  and  enable 
me  to  pick  his  brains,  I  think  I  must  have 
impressed  many  amiable  persons  as  an 
extremely  disagreeable  and  undesirable 
young  man. 

And  yet  I  was  painfully  shy,  and  was 
simply  afraid  to  accept  invitations,  with 
the  result  that  I  very  soon  ceased  to  get 
any.  I  was  told  that  if  I  wanted  to  get  on, 
I  must  not  flatly  refuse  invitations — 
actually  dinner  invitations — which  were 
meant  to  help  me,  and  the  refusal  of  which 
was  nothing  short  of  a  social  outrage.  But 
I  knew  very  well  that  introductions  could 
be  of  no  use  to  one  who  had  no  profes- 
sion and  could  do  nothing  except  what 
any  clerk  could  do.  I  knew  I  was  useless, 
worthless,  penniless,  and  that  until  I  had 
qualified  myself  to  do  something,  and 
proved  it  by  doing  it,  all  this  business  of 
calling  on  people  who  might  perhaps  do 
something  for  me,  and  dining  out  with- 
out money  to  pay  for  a  cab,  was  silly. 
Fortunately  for  me,  the  realism  that  made 
me  face  my  own  position  so  ruthlessly 
also  kept  before  me  the  fact  that  if  I 
borrowed  money  I  could  not  pay  it  back, 
and  therefore  might  more  candidly  beg 
or  steal  it.  I  knew  quite  well  that  if  I 
borrowed  £5  from  a  friend  and  could  not 
pay  it  back,  I  was  selling  a  friend  for  £5, 
and  that  this  was  a  foolish  bargain.  So 


I  did  not  borrow,  and  therefore  did  not 
lose  my  friends;  though  some  of  them, 
who  could  have  had  no  illusions  about 
my  financial  capacity,  hinted  that  they 
were  quite  willing,  and  indeed  anxious,  to 
call  a  gift  a  loan. 

I  feel  bound  to  confess  here,  in  refer- 
ence to  my  neglect  of  the  few  invitations 
and  offers  of  introductions  that  reached 
me,  that  behind  the  conviction  that  they 
could  lead  to  nothing  that  I  wanted  lay 
the  unspoken  fear  that  they  might  lead  to 
something  I  did  not  want:  that  is,  com- 
mercial employment.  I  had  had  enough 
of  that.  No  doubt  it  would  have  been  a 
great  relief  to  my  mother  if  I  could  have 
earned  something.  No  doubt  I  could  have 
earned  something  if  I  had  really  meant  to. 
No  doubt  if  my  father  had  died,  and  my 
mother  been  struck  dumb  and  blind,  I 
should  have  had  to  go  back  to  the  office 
desk  (the  doom  of  shabby  gentility)  and 
give  up  all  hope  of  acquiring  a  profession; 
for  even  the  literary  profession,  though 
its  exacts  no  academic  course  and  costly 
equipment,  does  exact  all  one's  time  and 
the  best  of  one's  brains.  As  it  was,  I  dodged 
every  opening  instinctively.  With  an  ex- 
cellent testimonial  and  an  unexceptionable 
character,  I  was  an  incorrigible  Unem- 
ployable. I  kept  up  pretences  (to  my- 
self as  much  as  to  others)  for  some 
time.  I  answered  advertisements,  not  too 
offensively.  I  actually  took  a  berth  in  a 
telephone  Company  (then  a  sensational 
novelty)  and  had  some  difficulty  in  extri- 
cating myself  from  the  Company  which 
bought  it  up.  I  can  remember  an  inter- 
view with  a  bank  manager  in  Onslow 
Gardens  (procured  for  me,  to  my  dismay, 
by  an  officious  friend  with  whom  I  had 
dined)  with  a  view  to  employment  in  the 
bank.  I  entertained  him  so  brilliantly  (if 
I  may  use  an  adverb  with  which  in  later 
years  I  was  much  plagued  by  friendly 
critics)  that  we  parted  on  the  best  of 
terms,  he  declaring  that,  though  I  cer- 
tainly ought  to  get  something  to  do  with- 
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out  the  least  difficulty,  he  did  not  feel  that 
a  bank  clerkship  was  the  right  job  for  me. 
I  have  said  that  I  had  an  excellent  testi- 
monial as  an  employee  in  a  business  office. 
I  had,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  spent  four  and 
a  half  years  at  a  desk  in  Dublin  before  I 
emigrated.  I  have  already  given  the  eco- 
nomic reasons  why  boys  of  my  class  have 
to  do  without  university  education,  just 
as  they  have  to  do  without  horses  and 
guns.  And  yet  I  cannot  deny  that  clergy- 
men no  better  off  than  my  father  do 
manage  somehow  to  start  their  sons  in 
life  with  a  university  degree.  They  regard 
it  as  an  absolute  necessity,  and  therefore 
do  not  consider  whether  they  can  afford 
it  or  not.  They  must  afford  it.  The  need 
for  it  may  be  an  illusion;  but  we  are  sub- 
ject to  such  illusions:  one  man  cannot 
live  without  a  grand  piano,  another  with- 
out a  boat,  another  without  a  butler, 
another  without  a  horse,  and  so  on 
through  a  whole  range  of  psychological 
imperatives.  I  have  known  women  set 
up  orphanages  because  they  could  not  do 
without  children  to  beat.  Place  their 
necessities  in  any  rational  order,  and  you 
will  find  that  many  of  them  cannot  afford 
these  things.  They  get  out  of  the  difficulty 
by  simply  rearranging  your  rational  order 
as  a  psychological  order,  and  putting  their 
fancies  at  the  top  and  their  needs  at  the 
bottom.  It  is  no  use  telling  a  woman  that 
she  needs  good  food  and  plenty  of  it 
much  more  vitally  than  she  needs  a  seven 
guinea  hat,  a  bottle  of  hair  dye,  a  supply 
of  face  powder  and  rouge,  a  puff  and  a 
haresfoot.  She  will  live  on  tea  and  rashers 
for  months  rather  than  forego  them.  And 
men  are  just  as  unreasonable.  To  say  that 
my  father  could  not  afford  to  give  me  a 
university  education  is  like  saying  that 
he  could  not  afford  to  drink,  or  that  I 
could  not  afford  to  become  an  author. 
Both  statements  are  true;  but  he  drank 
and  I  became  an  author  all  the  same.  I 
must  therefore  explain,  just  as  seriously 
as  if  my  father  had  had  fifty  thousand  a 


year,  why  I  did  not  graduate  at  Trinity 
College,  Dublin. 

I  cannot  learn  anything  that  does  not 
interest  me.  My  memory  is  not  indis- 
criminate: it  rejects  and  selects;  and  its 
selections  are  not  academic.  I  have  no 
competitive  instinct;  nor  do  I  crave  for 
prizes  and  distinctions:  consequently  I 
have  no  interest  in  competitive  examina- 
tions: if  I  won,  the  disappointment  of  my 
competitors  would  distress  me  instead  of 
gratifying  me:  if  I  lost,  my  self-esteem 
would  suffer.  Besides,  I  have  far  too  great 
a  sense  of  my  own  importance  to  feel  that 
it  could  be  influenced  by  a  degree  or  a 
gold  medal  or  what  not.  There  is  only 
one  sort  of  school  that  could  have  quali- 
fied me  for  academic  success;  and  that  is 
the  sort  in  which  the  teachers  take  care 
that  the  pupils  shall  be  either  memorizing 
their  lessons  continuously,  with  all  the 
desperate  strenuousness  that  terror  can 
inspire,  or  else  crying  with  severe  physical 
pain.  I  was  never  in  a  school  where  the 
teachers  cared  enough  about  me,  or  about 
their  ostensible  profession,  or  had  enough 
conviction  and  cruelty,  to  take  any  such 
trouble;  so  I  learnt  nothing  at  school,  not 
even  what  I  could  and  would  have  learned 
if  any  attempt  had  been  made  to  interest 
me.  I  congratulate  myself  on  this;  for  I 
am  firmly  persuaded  that  every  unnatural 
activity  of  the  brain  is  as  mischievous  as 
any  unnatural  activity  of  the  body,  and 
that  pressing  people  to  learn  things  they 
do  not  want  to  know  is  as  unwholesome 
and  disastrous  as  feeding  them  on  saw- 
dust. Civilization  is  always  wrecked  by 
giving  the  governing  classes  what  is  called 
secondary  education,  which  produces  in- 
vincible ignorance  and  intellectual  and 
moral  imbecility  as  a  result  of  unnatural 
abuse  of  the  apprehensive  faculty.  No 
child  would  ever  learn  to  walk  or  dress 
itself  if  its  hands  and  feet  were  kept  in 
irons  and  allowed  to  move  only  when  and 
as  its  guardians  pulled  and  pushed  them. 

I  somehow  knew  this  when  I  began, 
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as  a  boy  entering  on  my  teens,  to  think 
about  such  things.  I  remember  saying,  in 
some  discussion  that  arose  on  the  subject 
of  my  education,  that  T.C.D.  men  were 
all  alike  (by  which  I  meant  all  wrong), 
and  that  I  did  not  want  to  go  through 
college.  I  was  entirely  untouched  by  uni- 
versity idealism.  When  it  reached  me  later 
on,  I  recognized  how  ignorantly  I  had 
spoken  in  my  boyhood;  but  when  I  went 
still  further  and  learnt  that  this  idealism 
is  never  realized  in  our  schools  and  uni- 
versities, and  operates  only  as  a  hiask  and 
a  decoy  for  our  system  of  impressing  and 
enslaving  children  and  stultifying  adults, 
I  concluded  that  my  ignorance  had  been 
inspired,  and  had  served  me  very  well.  I 
have  not  since  changed  my  mind. 

However  that  may  be,  I  decided,  at 
thirteen  or  thereabouts,  that  for  the  mo- 
ment I  must  go  into  business  and  earn 
some  money  and  begin  to  be  a  grown-up 
man.  There  was  at  that  time,  on  one  of 
the  quays  in  Dublin,  a  firm  of  cloth  mer- 
chants, by  name  Scott,  Spain,  and  Rooney. 
A  friend  of  ours  knew  Scott,  and  asked 
him  to  give  me  a  start  in  life  with  some 
employment.  I  called  on  this  gentleman 
by  appointment.  I  had  the  vaguest  notion 
of  what  would  happen:  all  I  knew  was 
that  I  was  "going  into  an  office."  I 
thought  I  should  have  preferred  to  inter- 
view Spain,  as  the  name  was  more  ro- 
mantic. Scott  turned  out  to  be  a  smart 
handsome  man,  with  moustachios;  and  I 
suppose  a  boy  more  or  less  in  his  ware- 
house did  not  matter  to  him  when  there 
was  a  friend  to  be  obliged:  at  all  events, 
he  said  only  a  few  perfunctory  things  and 
was  settling  my  employment,  when,  as 
my  stars  would  have  it,  Rooney  appeared. 
Mr  Rooney  was  much  older,  not  at  all 
smart,  but  long,  lean,  grave,  and  respect- 
able. 

The  last  time  I  saw  the  late  Sir  George 
Alexander  (the  actor)  he  described  to  me 
his  own  boyhood,  spent  in  a  cloth  ware- 
house in  Cheapside,  where  they  loaded 


him  with  bales,  and  praised  him  highly 
for  his  excellent  conduct,  even  rewarding 
him  after  some  years  to  the  extent  of 
sixteen  shillings  a  week.  Rooney  saved 
me  from  the  bales.  He  talked  to  me  a  little, 
and  then  said  quite  decisively  that  I  was 
too  young,  and  that  the  work  was  not 
suitable  to  me.  He  evidently  considered 
that  my  introducer,  my  parents,  and  his 
young  partner,  had  been  inconsiderate; 
and  I  presently  descended  the  stairs,  re- 
prieved and  unemployed.  As  Mr  Rooney 
was  certainly  fifty  then  at  least,  he  must 
be  a  centenarian  if,  as  I  hope,  he  still  lives. 
If  he  does,  I  offer  him  the  assurance  that 
I  have  not  forgotten  his  sympathy. 

A  year  later,  or  thereabouts,  my  uncle 
Frederick,  an  important  official  in  the 
Valuation  Office,  whom  no  land  agent  or 
family  solicitor  in  Dublin  could  afford  to 
disoblige,  asked  a  leading  and  terribly  re- 
spectable firm  of  land  agents,  carrying  on 
business  at  1 5  Molesworth  Street,  to  find 
a  berth  for  me.  They  did  so;  and  I  became 
their  office  boy  (junior  clerk  I  called  my- 
self) at  eighteen  shillings  a  month.  It  was 
a  very  good  opening  for  anyone  with  a 
future  as  a  land  agent,  which  in  Ireland 
at  that  time  was  a  business  of  professional 
rank.  It  was  utterly  thrown  away  on  me. 
However,  as  the  office  was  overstaffed 
with  gentlemen  apprentices,  who  had 
paid  large  fees  for  the  privilege  of  singing 
operatic  selections  with  me  when  the 
principals  were  out,  there  was  nothing  to 
complain  of  socially,  even  for  a  Shaw; 
and  the  atmosphere  was  as  uncommercial 
as  that  of  an  office  can  be.  Thus  I  learnt 
business  habits  without  being  infected 
with  the  business  spirit.  By  the  time  I 
had  attained  to  thirty  shillings  a  month, 
the  most  active  and  responsible  official  in 
the  office,  the  cashier,  vanished;  and  as 
we  were  private  bankers  to  some  extent, 
our  clients  drawing  cheques  on  us,  and 
so  forth,  someone  had  to  take  his  place 
without  an  hour's  delay.  An  elder  sub- 
stitute grumbled  at  the  strange  job,  and, 
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though  an  able  man  in  his  way,  could  not 
make  his  cash  balance.  It  became  neces- 
sary, after  a  day  or  two  of  confusion,  to 
try  the  office  boy  as  a  stopgap  whilst 
the  advertisements  for  a  new  cashier  of 
appropriate  age  and  responsibility  were 
going  forward.  Immediately  the  machine 
worked  again  quite  smoothly.  I,  who 
never  knew  how  much  money  I  had  of 
my  own  (except  when  the  figure  was 
zero),  proved  a  model  of  accuracy  as  to 
the  money  of  others.  I  acquired  my  pre- 
decessor's very  neat  handwriting,  my 
own  being  too  sloped  and  straggly  for 
the  cash  book.  The  efforts  to  fill  my  im- 
portant place  more  worthily  slackened.  I 
bought  a  tailed  coat,  and  was  chaffed 
about  it  by  the  apprentices.  My  salary 
was  raised  to  £48  a  year,  which  was  as 
much  as  I  expected  at  sixteen  and  much 
less  than  the  firm  would  have  had  to  pay 
to  a  competent  adult:  in  short,  I  made 
good  in  spite  of  myself,  and  found,  to  my 
dismay,  that  Business,  instead  of  expel- 
ling me  as  the  worthless  impostor  I  was, 
was  fastening  upon  me  with  no  intention 
ot  letting  me  go. 

Behold  me  therefore  in  my  twentieth 
year,  with  a  business  training,  in  an  oc- 
cupation which  I  detested  as  cordially  as 
any  sane  person  lets  himself  detest  any- 
thing he  cannot  escape  from.  In  March 
1876  I  broke  loose.  I  gave  a  month's 
notice.  My  employers  naturally  thought  I 
was  discontented  with  my  salary  (£84, 
I  think,  by  that  time),  and  explained  to 
me  quietly  that  they  hoped  to  make  my 
position  more  eligible.  My  only  fear  was 
that  they  should  make  it  so  eligible  that 
all  excuse  for  throwing  it  up  would  be 
taken  from  me.  I  thanked  them  and  said 
I  was  resolved  to  go;  and  I  had,  of  course, 
no  reason  in  the  world  to  give  them  for 
my  resolution.  They  were  a  little  hurt, 
and  explained  to  my  uncle  that  they  had 
done  their  best,  but  that  I  seemed  to  have 
made  up  my  mind.  I  had.  After  enjoying 
for  a  few  days  the  luxury  of  not  liaving 


to  go  to  the  office,  and  being,  if  not  my 
own  master,  at  least  not  anyone  else's 
slave,  I  packed  a  carpet  bag;  boarded  the 
North  Wall  boat;  and  left  the  train  next 
morning  at  Euston,  where,  on  hearing  a 
porter  cry,  in  an  accent  quite  strange  to 
me  (I  had  hardly  ever  heard  an  h  dropped 
before),  "Ensm*  faw  weel?"  which  I 
rightly  interpreted  as  "Hansom  or  four 
wheel?"  I  was  afraid  to  say  hansom,  be- 
cause I  had  never  been  in  one  and  was  not 
sure  that  I  should  know  how  to  get  in. 
So  I  solemnly  drove  in  a  growler  through 
streets  whose  names  Dickens  had  made 
familiar  to  me,  London  being  at  its  spring 
best,  which  is  its  very  best,  to  Victoria 
Grove,  where  the  driver  accepted  four 
shillings  as  a  reasonable  fare  for  the 
journey. 

I  did  not  set  foot  in  Ireland  again  until 
1905,  and  not  then  on  my  own  initiative. 
I  went  back  to  please  my  wife;  and  a 
curious  reluctance  to  retrace  my  steps 
made  me  land  in  the  south  and  enter 
Dublin  through  the  backdoor  from  Meath 
rather  than  return  as  I  came,  through  the 
front  door  on  the  sea.  In  1876  I  had  had 
enough  of  Dublin.  James  Joyce  in  his 
Ulysses  has  described,  with  a  fidelity  so 
ruthless  that  the  book  is  hardly  bearable, 
the  life  that  Dublin  offers  to  its  young 
men,  or,  if  you  prefer  to  put  it  the  other 
way,  that  its  young  men  offer  to  Dublin. 
No  doubt  it  is  much  like  the  life  of  young 
men  everywhere  in  modern  urban  civiliza- 
tion. A  certain  flippant  futile  derision  and 
belittlement  that  confuses  the  noble  and 
serious  with  the  base  and  ludicrous  seems 
to  me  peculiar  to  Dublin;  but  I  suppose 
that  is  because  my  only  personal  experi- 
ence of  that  phase  of  youth  was  a  Dublin 
experience;  for  when  I  left  my  native  city 
I  left  that  phase  behind  me,  and  associated 
no  more  with  men  of  my  age  until,  after 
about  eight  years  of  solitude  in  this  re- 
spect, I  was  drawn  into  the  Socialist 
revival  of  the  early  eighties,  among  Eng- 
lishmen intensely  serious  and  burning 
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with  indignation  at  very  real  and  very 
fundamental  evils  that  affected  all  the 
world;  so  that  the  reaction  against  them 
bound  the  finer  spirits  of  all  the  nations 
together  instead  of  making  them  cherish 
hatred  of  one  another  as  a  national  virtue. 
Thus,  when  I  left  Dublin  I  left  (a  few 
private  friendships  apart)  no  society  that 
did  not  disgust  me.  To  this  day  my  senti- 
mental regard  for  Ireland  does  not  include 
the  capital.  I  am  not  enamored  of  failure, 
of  poverty,  of  obscurity,  and  of  the  ostra- 
cism and  contempt  which  these  imply; 
and  these  were  all  that  Dublin  offered  to 
the  enormity  of  my  unconscious  ambi- 
tion. The  cities  a  man  likes  are  the  cities 
he  has  conquered.  Napoleon  did  not  turn 
from  Paris  to  sentimentalize  over  Ajaccio, 
nor  Catherine  from  St  Petersburg  to 
Stettin  as  the  centre  of  her  universe. 

On  this  question  of  ambition  let  me 
say  a  word.  In  the  ordinary  connotation 
of  the  word  I  am  the  least  ambitious  of 
men.  I  have  said,  and  I  confirm  it  here, 
that  I  am  so  poor  a  hand  at  pushing  and 
struggling,  and  so  little  interested  in  their 
rewards,  that  I  have  risen  by  sheer  gravi- 
tation, too  industrious  by  acquired  habit 
to  stop  working  (I  work  as  my  father 
drank),  and  too  lazy  and  timid  by  nature 
to  lay  hold  of  half  the  opportunities  or  a 
tenth  of  the  money  that  a  convention- 
ally ambitious  man  would  have  grasped 
strenuously.  I  never  thought  of  myself  as 
destined  to  become  what  is  called  a  great 
man:  indeed  I  was  diffident  to  the  most 
distressing  degree;  and  I  was  ridiculously 
credulous  as  to  the  claims  of  others  to 
superior  knowledge  and  authority.  But 
one  day  in  the  office  I  had  a  shock.  One 
of  the  apprentices,  by  name  C.  J.  Smyth, 
older  than  I  and  more  a  man  of  the  world, 
remarked  that  every  young  chap  thought 
he  was  going  to  be  a  great  man.  On  a 
really  modest  youth  this  commonplace 
would  have  had  no  effect.  It  gave  me  so 
perceptible  a  jar  that  I  suddenly  became 
aware  that  I  had  never  thought  I  was  to 


be  a  great  man  simply  because  I  had 
always  taken  it  as  a  matter  of  course.  The 
incident  passed  without  leaving  any  pre- 
occupation with  it  to  hamper  me;  and  I 
remained  as  diffident  as  ever  because 
I  was  still  as  incompetent  as  ever.  But 
I  doubt  whether  I  ever  recovered  my 
former  complete  innocence  of  subcon- 
scious intention  to  devote  myself  to  the 
class  of  work  that  only  a  few  men  excel 
in,  and  to  accept  the  responsibilities  that 
attach  to  its  dignity. 

Now  this  bore  directly  on  my  abandon- 
ment of  Dublin,  for  which  many  young 
Irishmen  of  today  find  it  impossible  to 
forgive  me.  My  business  in  life  could  not 
be  transacted  in  Dublin  out  of  an  experi- 
ence confined  to  Ireland.  I  had  to  go  to 
London  just  as  my  father  had  to  go 
to  the  Corn  Exchange.  London  was  the 
literary  centre  for  the  English  language, 
and  for  such  artistic  culture  as  the  realm 
of  the  English  language  (in  which  I  pro- 
posed to  be  king)  could  afford.  There 
was  no  Gaelic  League  in  those  days,  nor 
any  sense  that  Ireland  had  in  herself  the 
seed  of  culture.  Every  Irishman  who  felt 
that  his  business  in  life  was  on  the  higher 
planes  of  the  cultural  professions  felt  that 
he  must  have  a  metropolitan  domicile 
and  an  international  culture:  that  is,  he 
felt  that  his  first  business  was  to  get  out 
of  Ireland.  I  had  the  same  feeling.  For 
London  as  London,  or  England  as  Eng- 
land, I  cared  nothing.  If  my  subject  had 
been  science  or  music  I  should  have  made 
for  Berlin  or  Leipsic.  If  painting,  I  should 
have  made  for  Paris:  indeed  many  of  the 
Irish  writers  who  have  made  a  name  in 
literature  escaped  to  Paris  with  the  inten- 
tion of  becoming  painters.  For  theology 
I  should  have  gone  to  Rome,  and  for 
Protestant  philosophy  to  Weimar.  But 
as  the  English  language  was  my  weapon> 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  London.  In 
1914  the  Germans,  resenting  my  descrip- 
tion of  their  Imperial  political  situation  as 
Potsdamnation,  denounced  me  as  a  father- 
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landless  fellow.  They  were  quite  right.  I 
was  no  more  offended  than  if  they  had 
called  me  unparochial.  They  had  never 
reproached  me  for  making  pilgrimages  to 
Bayreuth  when  I  could  as  easily  have 
made  them  to  the  Hill  of  Tara.  If  you 
want  to  make  me  homesick,  remind  me 
of  the  Thuringian  Fichtelgebirge,  of  the 
broad  fields  and  delicate  airs  of  France, 
of  the  Gorges  of  the  Tarn,  of  the  Passes 
of  the  Tyrol,  of  the  North  African  desert, 
of  the  Golden  Horn,  of  the  Swedish 
lakes,  or  even  of  the  Norwegian  fiords 
where  I  have  never  been  except  in  im- 
agination, and  you  may  stir  that  craving  in 
me  as  easily — probably  more  easily — as 
in  any  exiled  native  of  these  places.  It  was 
not  until  I  went  back  to  Ireland  as  a 
tourist  that  I  perceived  that  the  charm  of 
my  country  was  quite  independent  of  the 
accident  of  my  having  been  born  in  it, 
and  that  it  could  fascinate  a  Spaniard  or 
an  Englishman  more  powerfully  than  an 
Irishman,  in  whose  feeling  for  it  there 
must  always  be  a  strange  anguish,  be- 
cause it  is  the  country  where  he  has  been 
unhappy  and  where  vulgarity  is  vulgar 
to  him.  And  so  I  am  a  tolerably  good 
European  in  the  Nietzschean  sense,  but  a 
very  bad  Irishman  in  the  Sinn  Fein  or 
Chosen  People  sense. 

For  the  first  couple  of  years  of  my  life 
in  London  I  did  nothing  decisive.  I  acted 
as  ghost  for  a  musician  who  had  accepted 
a  berth  as  musical  critic;  and  as  such 
ghosts  must  not  appear,  and  I  was  there- 
fore cut  off  from  the  paper  and  could  not 
correct  proofs,  my  criticisms,  mostly  very 
ruthless  ones,  appeared  with  such  mis- 
prints, such  mutilations  and  venal  inter- 
polations by  other  hands,  so  inextricably 
mixed  up  with  other  criticisms  most  offen- 
sive to  my  artistic  sense,  that  I  have 
ever  since  hidden  this  activity  of  mine  as 
a  guilty  secret,  lest  someone  should  dig 
out  these  old  notices  and  imagine  that  I 
was  responsible  for  everything  in  them 
and  with  them.  Even  now  I  can  hardly 


bring  myself  to  reveal  that  the  name  of 
the  paper  was  The  Hornet,  and  that  it 
had  passed  then  into  the  hands  of  a  cer- 
tain Captain  Donald  Shaw,  who  was  not 
related  to  me,  and  whom  I  never  met.  It 
died  on  his  hands,  and  partly,  perhaps, 
at  mine. 

Then  my  cousin,  Mrs  Cashel  Hoey,  a 
woman  of  letters,  daughter  of  the  aunt 
who  played  the  tambourine  with  her 
beautiful  hands,  gave  me  an  introduction 
to  Arnold  White,  then  secretary  to  the 
Edison  Telephone  Company.  He  found 
a  berth  for  me  in  the  Way  Leave  Depart- 
ment of  that  shortlived  company;  and  I 
presently  found  myself  studying  the  topo- 
graphy of  the  east  end  of  London,  and 
trying  to  persuade  all  sorts  of  people  to 
allow  the  Company  to  put  insulators  and 
poles  and  derricks  and  the  like  on  their 
roofs  to  carry  the  telephone  lines.  I  liked 
the  exploration  involved;  but  my  shyness 
made  the  business  of  calling  on  strangers 
frightfully  uncongenial;  and  my  sensitive- 
ness, which  was  extreme,  in  spite  of  the 
brazen  fortitude  which  I  simulated,  made 
the  impatient  rebuffs  I  had  to  endure  oc- 
casionally, especially  from  much  worried 
women  who  mistook  me  for  an  advertise- 
ment canvasser,  ridiculously  painful  to 
me.  But  I  escaped  these  trials  presently; 
for  I  soon  had  to  take  charge  of  the  de- 
partment, and  organize  the  work  of  more 
thick-skinned  adventurers  instead  of 
doing  it  myself.  Further  particulars  will  be 
found  in  the  preface  to  my  second  novel, 
The  Irrational  Knot.  The  Edison  Tele- 
phone Company  was  presently  swallowed 
up  by  the  Bell  Telephone  Company;  and 
I  seized  the  opportunity  to  recover  my 
destitute  freedom  by  refusing  to  apply  for 
the  employment  promised  by  the  amalga- 
mation to  the  disbanded  staff.  This  was 
the  end  of  my  career  as  a  commercial 
employee.  I  soon  dropped  even  the  pre- 
tence of  seeking  any  renewal  of  it.  Except 
for  a  day  or  two  in  1881,  when  I  earned 
a  few  pounds  by  counting  the  votes  at  an 
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election  in  Leyton,  I  was  an  Unemploy- 
able, an  ablebodied  pauper  in  fact  if  not 
in  law,  until  the  year  1885,  when  for  the 
first  time  I  earned  enough  money  directly 
by  my  pen  to  pay  my  way.  My  income 
for  that  year  amounted  to  £i  12;  and  from 
that  time  until  the  war  of  1914-18  mo- 
mentarily threatened  us  all  with  bank- 
ruptcy, I  had  no  pecuniary  anxieties  ex- 
cept those  produced  by  the  possession  of 
money,  not  by  the  lack  of  it.  My  penury 
phase  was  over. 

The  telephone  episode  occurred  in 
1879;  and  in  that  year  I  had  done  what 
every  literary  adventurer  did  in  those 
days,  and  many  do  still.  I  had  written  a 
novel.  My  office  training  had  left  me  with 
a  habit  of  doing  something  regularly 
every  day  as  a  fundamental  condition  of 
industry  as  distinguished  from  idleness.  I 
knew  I  was  making  no  headway  unless 
I  was  doing  this,  and  that  I  should  never 
produce  a  book  in  any  other  fashion.  I 
bought  supplies  of  white  paper,  demy 
size,  by  sixpennorths  at  a  time;  folded  it 
in  quarto;  and  condemned  myself  to  fill 
five  pages  of  it  a  day,  rain  or  shine,  dull 
or  inspired.  I  had  so  much  of  the  school- 
boy and  the  clerk  still  in  me  that  if  my  five 
pages  ended  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence 
I  did  not  finish  it  until  next  day.  On  the 
other  hand,  if  I  missed  a  day,  I  made  up 
for  it  by  doing  a  double  task  on  the 
morrow.  On  this  plan  I  produced  five 
novels  in  five  years.  It  was  my  profes- 
sional apprenticeship,  doggedly  suffered 
with  all  the  diffidence  and  dissatisfaction 
of  a  learner  with  a  very  critical  master, 
myself  to  wit,  whom  there  was  no  pleas- 
ing and  no  evading,  and  persevered  in  to 
save  my  self-respect  in  a  condition  of 
impecuniosity  which,  for  two  acute  mo- 
ments (I  still  recall  them  with  a  wry  face), 
added  broken  boots  and  carefully  hidden 
raggedness  to  cuffs  whose  edges  were 
trimmed  by  the  scissors,  and  a  tall  hat  so 
limp  with  age  that  I  had  to  wear  it  back- 
to-front  to  enable  me  to  take  it  off  with- 


out doubling  up  the  brim. 

I  had  no  success  as  a  novelist.  I  sent 
the  five  novels  to  all  the  publishers  in 
London  and  some  in  America.  None 
would  venture  on  them.  Fifty  or  sixty 
refusals  without  a  single  acceptance  forced 
me  into  a  fierce  self-sufficiency.  I  became 
undiscourageable,  acquiring  a  super- 
human insensitiveness  to  praise  or  blame 
which  has  been  useful  to  me  at  times 
since,  though  at  other  times  it  has  re- 
tarded my  business  affairs  by  making  me 
indifferent  to  the  publication  and  per- 
formances of  my  works,  and  even  im- 
patient of  them  as  an  unwelcome  in- 
terruption to  the  labor  of  writing  their 
successors.  Instead  of  seizing  every 
opportunity  of  bringing  them  before  the 
public,  I  have  often,  on  plausible  but  really 
trivial  pretexts,  put  off  proposals  which  I 
should  have  embraced  with  all  the  normal 
author's  keenness  for  publicity. 

Thus,  after  five  years  of  novel  writing, 
I  was  a  complete  professional  failure.  The 
more  I  wrote  and  the  better  I  wrote  the 
less  I  pleased  the  publishers.  This  first 
novel  of  mine,  though  rejected,  at  least 
elicited  some  expressions  of  willingness 
to  read  any  future  attempts.  Blackwood 
actually  accepted  and  then  revoked.  Sir 
George  Macmillan,  then  a  junior,  not 
only  sent  me  a  longish  and  evidently  con- 
sidered report  by  the  firm's  reader,  John 
(afterwards  Lord)  Morley,  but  suggested 
to  him  that  I  might  be  of  some  use  to  him 
in  his  capacity  as  editor  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

All  such  responses  ceased  with  my 
second  novel;  and  I  had  no  means  of 
knowing,  and  was  too  young  and  in- 
experienced to  guess,  that  what  was  the 
matter  was  not  any  lack  of  literary  com- 
petence on  my  part,  but  the  antagonism 
raised  by  my  hostility  to  respectable  Vic- 
torian thought  and  society.  I  was  left 
without  a  ray  of  hope;  yet  I  did  not  stop 
writing  novels  until,  having  planned  my 
fifth  effort  on  a  colossal  scale,  I  found  at 


IMMATURITY 


677 


the  end  of  what  were  to  me  only  the  first 
two  sections  of  it,  that  I  had  no  more  to 
say  and  had  better  wait  until  I  had  edu- 
cated myself  much  farther.  And  when, 
after  an  interval  of  critical  journalism,  I 
resumed  the  writing  of  fiction,  I  did  so 
as  a  playwright  and  not  as  a  novelist. 

Four  of  the  five  novels  of  my  nonage, 
as  I  call  them,  at  last  got  into  print  as 
described  in  the  preface  already  cited.  But 
the  first  of  them  never  got  published  at 
all.  Opening  the  old  parcel,  as  I  do  now 
(it  is  like  opening  a  grave  that  has  been 
closed  for  forty-two  years),  I  find  a  pile 
of  cahiers  of  twenty  pages  each,  and 
realize  with  some  dismay  that  I  am  face- 
to-face  with  a  novel  containing  nearly 
200,000  words.  The  title  is  Immaturity. 
The  handwriting,  which  slopes  slightly 
backwards,  has  all  the  regularity  and  legi- 
bility of  my  old  cash  book.  Unfortun- 
ately, the  mice  have  eaten  so  much  of  two 
of  the  cahiers  that  the  ends  of  the  lines 
are  missing.  This  is  awkward;  for  I  have 
just  told  myself  that  I  must  make  no  at- 
tempt to  correct  the  work  of  the  appren- 
tice with  the  hand  of  the  master;  that  such 
as  it  is  it  must  remain;  that  I  am  too  old 
now  to  touch  it  without  producing  new 
incongruities  more  disagreeable  than  any 
that  are  possible  between  the  style  of 
1879  and  the  taste  of  1921.  Yet,  if  the 
mice  have  eaten  much,  I  must  play  the 
sedulous  ape,  like  Stevenson,  and  imitate 
my  own  youthful  manner  like  any  liter- 
ary forger. 

It  may  be  asked  why  I  should  print  the 
thing  at  all:  why  not  let  ill  alone?  I  am 
quite  disposed  to  do  so;  but  somehow 
one  must  not  do  such  things.  If  Beethoven 
had  destroyed  his  septet  for  wind  instru- 
ments when  he  had  advanced  to  the  ninth 
symphony  and  the  Mass  in  D,  many 
people  who  delight  in  the  septet  and  can- 
not make  head  or  tail  of  symphony  or 
Mass  would  suffer  a  wanton  deprivation; 
and  though  my  early  style  now  makes 
me  laugh  at  its  pedantry,  yet  I  have  a 


great  respect  for  the  priggish  conscienti- 
ousness of  my  first  efforts.  They  prove 
too  that,  like  Goethe,  I  knew  all  along, 
and  have  added  more  to  my  power  of 
handling,  illustrating,  and  addressing  my 
material  than  to  the  material  itself. 

Anyhow,  I  have  little  doubt  that  Im- 
maturity will  be  at  least  readable  by  the 
easygoing  bookbuyers  who  will  devour 
anything  in  the  shape  of  a  novel,  how- 
ever ridiculously  out  of  fashion  it  may 
be.  I  know  that  some  readers  will  like  it 
much  better  than  my  later  works.  There 
must  be  a  certain  quality  of  youth  in  it 
which  I  could  not  now  recapture,  and 
which  may  even  have  charm  as  well  as 
weakness  and  absurdity.  Having  re-read 
the  other  four  novels  for  publication  and 
rcpublication  at  one  time  or  another,  I 
can  guarantee  the  propriety  of  my  early 
style.  It  was  the  last  thing  in  correctness. 
I  have  never  aimed  at  style  in  my  life: 
style  is  a  sort  of  melody  that  comes  into 
my  sentences  by  itself.  If  a  writer  says 
what  he  has  to  say  as  accurately  and  effect- 
ively as  he  can,  his  style  will  take  care  of 
itself,  if  he  has  a  style.  But  I  did  set  up 
one  condition  in  my  early  days.  I  resolved 
that  I  would  write  nothing  that  should 
not  be  intelligible  to  a  foreigner  with  a 
dictionary,  like  the  French  of  Voltaire; 
and  I  therefore  avoided  idiom.  (Later  on 
I  came  to  seek  idiom  as  being  the  most 
highly  vitalized  form  of  language.)  Con- 
sequently I  do  not  expect  to  find  the 
English  of  Immaturity  idiomatic.  Also, 
there  will  be  nothing  of  the  voice  of  the 
public  speaker  in  it:  the  voice  that  rings 
through  so  much  of  my  later  work.  Not 
until  Immaturity  was  finished,  late  in 
1879,  did  I  for  the  first  time  rise  to  my 
feet  in  a  little  debating  club  called  The 
Zetetical  Society,  to  make,  in  a  condition 
of  heartbreaking  nervousness,  my  first 
assault  on  an  audience. 

Perhaps  I  had  better  add  a  word  as  to 
the  characters  in  the  book.  I  do  so  with 
some  reluctance,  because  it  is  misleading 
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to  mention  even  the  smallest  circum- 
stance connecting  a  fictitious  person  with 
a  living  one.  If  Shakespear  had  happened 
to  mention  that  he  made  the  Prince  of 
Denmark  carry  a  set  of  tablets  and  make 
notes  in  them  because  he  had  seen  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  doing  so,  it  would  by 
this  time  be  an  invincible  tradition  in 
English  literature  that  Raleigh  was  the 
original  of  Hamlet.  We  should  have 
writers  following  up  the  clue,  as  they 
would  call  it,  to  the  conclusion  that  Ra- 
leigh was  the  real  author  of  the  play.  One 
day,  as  I  was  sitting  in  the  reading  room 
of  the  British  Museum,  beginning  my 
fifth  and  last  novel,  An  Unsocial  Social- 
ist, I  saw  a  young  lady  with  an  attractive 
and  arresting  expression,  bold,  vivid,  and 
very  clever,  working  at  one  of  the  desks. 
On  that  glimpse  of  a  face  I  instantly  con- 
ceived the  character  and  wrote  the  de- 
scription of  Agatha  Wylie.  I  have  never 
exchanged  a  word  with  that  lady;  never 
made  her  acquaintance;  saw  her  again 
under  the  same  circumstances  but  very 
few  times;  yet  if  I  mention  her  name, 
which  became  well  known  in  literature 
(she  too  was  writing  a  novel  then,  prob- 
ably, and  perhaps  had  the  hero  suggested 
to  her  by  my  profile),  she  will  be  set  down 
as  Agatha  Wylie  to  her  dying  day,  with 
heaven  knows  how  much  more  scandal- 
ous invention  added  to  account  for  my 
supposed  intimate  knowledge  of  her  char- 
acter. Before  and  since,  I  have  used  living 
models  as  freely  as  a  painter  does,  and  in 
much  the  same  way:  that  is,  I  have  some- 
times made  a  fairly  faithful  portrait 
founded  on  intimate  personal  intercourse, 
and  sometimes,  as  in  Agatha's  case,  de- 
veloped what  a  passing  glance  suggested 
to  my  imagination.  In  the  latter  case  it 
has  happened  sometimes  that  the  incidents 
I  have  invented  on  the  spur  of  such  a 
glance  have  hit  the  facts  so  nearly  that  I 
have  found  myself  accused  of  unpardon- 
able violations  of  personal  privacy.  I 
hardly  expect  to  be  believed  when  I  say 


that  I  once  invented  a  servant  for  one  of 
my  models  and  found  afterwards  that  he 
actually  had  just  such  a  servant.  Between 
the  two  extremes  of  actual  portraiture  and 
pure  fancy  work  suggested  by  a  glance 
or  an  anecdote,  I  have  copied  nature 
with  many  degrees  of  fidelity,  combining 
studies  from  life  in  the  same  book  or  play 
with  those  types  and  composites  and  tra- 
ditional figures  of  the  novel  and  the  stage 
which  are  called  pure  fictions.  Many  of 
the  characters  in  this  first  novel  of  mine 
owed  something  to  persons  I  had  met, 
including  members  of  my  family  (not  to 
mention  myself);  but  none  of  them  are 
portraits;  and  with  one  exception  the 
models  are  unknown  to  the  public.  That 
exception  was  Cecil  Lawson,  whose  early 
death  lost  us  the  only  landscape  painter 
who  ever  reminded  me  of  the  spacious 
and  fascinating  experiments  of  Rubens  in 
that  branch  of  painting.  When  I  lived 
at  Victoria  Grove  the  Lawsons:  father, 
mother,  Malcolm,  and  two  sisters,  lived  in 
one  of  the  handsome  old  houses  in  Cheyne 
Walk,Chelsea.  Cecil  and  another  brother, 
being  married,  boarded  out.  Malcolm  was 
a  musician;  and  the  sisters  sang.  One,  a 
soprano,  dark,  quick,  plump  and  bright, 
sang  joyously.  The  other,  a  contralto, 
sang  with  heartbreaking  intensity  of  ex- 
pression, which  she  deepened  by  dressing 
esthetically,  as  it  was  called  then,  mean- 
ing in  the  Rossettian  taste.  Miss  Lawson 
produced  this  effect,  not  by  the  ugly  ex- 
travagances which  made  the  fashionable 
milliners'  version  of  the  esthetic  mode 
ridiculous,  but  by  very  simple  grey  and 
brown  gowns  which  somehow  harmon- 
ized with  her  habitual  expression  of  sad- 
ness and  even  suffering;  so  that  when  she 
sang  "Oh,  dont  deceive  me:  oh,  never 
leave  me,"  she  produced  a  picture  as  well 
as  a  tone  poem.  Cecil,  who  had  just  ac- 
quired a  position  by  the  few  masterpieces 
which  remain  to  us,  was  very  much  "in 
the  movement"  at  the  old  Grosvenor 
Gallery  (now  the  Aeolian  Hall),  then 
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new,  and  passing  through  the  sensational 
vogue  achieved  by  its  revelations  of  Burne 
Jones  and  Whistler. 

Malcolm  was  conducting  a  Gluck  So- 
ciety, at  which  I  had  discovered  Gluck 
through  a  recital  of  Alceste,  in  which 
Theo  Marzials,  who  had  a  charming  bari- 
tone voice,  sang  the  part  of  Hercules.  My 
mother  had  met  Marzials  in  the  course  of 
her  musical  activities:  he  introduced  her 
to  Malcolm  Lawson:  she  lent  him  a  hand 
in  the  cnorus  of  the  Gluck  Society;  and 
the  result  was  that  I  found  myself  invited 
to  visit  the  Lawsons,  who  were  at  home 
in  Cheyne  Walk  every  Sunday  evening. 
I  suffered  such  agonies  of  shyness  that  I 
sometimes  walked  up  and  down  the  Em- 
bankment for  twenty  minutes  or  more 
before  venturing  to  knock  at  the  door: 
indeed  I  should  have  funked  it  altogether, 
and  hurried  home  asking  myself  what  was 
the  use  of  torturing  myself  when  it  was 
so  easy  to  run  away,  if  I  had  not  been 
instinctively  aware  that  I  must  never  let 
myself  off  in  this  manner  if  I  meant  ever 
to  do  anything  in  the  world.  Few  men 
can  have  suffered  more  than  I  did  in  my 
youth  from  simple  cowardice  or  been 
more  horribly  ashamed  of  it.  I  shirked 
and  hid  when  the  peril,  real  or  imaginary, 
was  of  the  sort  that  I  had  no  vital  interest 
in  facing;  but  when  such  an  interest  was 
at  stake,  I  went  ahead  and  suffered  ac- 
cordingly. The  worst  of  it  was  that  when 
I  appeared  in  the  Lawsons'  drawingroom 
I  did  not  appeal  to  the  goodnature  of  the 
company  as  a  pardonably  and  even  be- 
comingly bashful  novice.  I  had  not  then 
tuned  the  Shavian  note  to  any  sort  of  har- 
mony; and  I  have  no  doubt  the  Lawsons 
found  me  discordant,  crudely  self-assert- 
ive, and  insufferable.  I  hope  they,  and 
all  the  others  on  whom  I  jarred  at  this 
time,  forgave  me  in  later  years,  when  it 
turned  out  that  I  really  had  something  to 
assert  after  all.  The  house  and  its  artistic 
atmosphere  were  most  congenial  to  me; 
and  I  liked  all  the  Lawsons;  but  I  had 


not  mastered  the  art  of  society  at  that 
time,  and  could  not  bear  making  an  in- 
artistic exhibition  of  myself;  so  I  soon 
ceased  to  plague  them,  and,  except  for  an 
occasional  chance  meeting  with  Malcolm, 
passed  out  of  their  lives  after  touching 
them  very  lightly  in  passing. 

Cecil  Lawson  was  the  spoilt  child  of 
that  household.  He  pontificated  on  art  in 
a  wayward  grumbling  incoherent  musing 
fashion  of  his  own.  When,  following  my 
youthful  and  very  irritating  system  of 
contradicting  everyone  from  whom  I 
thought  I  could  learn  anything,  I  sug- 
gested that  Whistler  was  something  short 
of  the  greatest  artist  of  all  time,  he  could 
not  form  a  sentence  to  crush  me  with,  but 
groaned  inarticulately  for  a  moment,  like 
a  clock  about  to  strike,  and  then  uttered 
the  words  Titian  Turner  Rembrandt 
Velasquez  Whistler.  He  was  goodlooking, 
not  a  big  man,  but  trimly  built,  with  just 
enough  crisply  curled  hair  to  proclaim 
the  artist  without  compromising  the  man. 
I  had  seen  his  work  in  the  public  exhibi- 
tions (never  in  private);  and,  thanks  to 
my  boyish  prowlings  in  the  Dublin  Na- 
tional Gallery  (as  a  boy  I  wanted  to  be  a 
painter,  never  a  writer),  I  knew  its  value. 
His  untimely  death,  which  occurred  soon 
after  my  visits,  must  have  broken  up  the 
Sunday  evenings  at  Cheyne  Walk  very 
badly.  I  did  not  venture  to  intrude  after  it. 

I  used  him  in  Immaturity  as  a  model 
for  the  artist  Cyril  Scott,  an  invented 
name  which  has  since  been  made  famous 
by  a  British  composer.  I  chose  it  because 
Cyril  resembled  Cecil  metrically,  and  be- 
cause I  thought  Lawson  was  a  Scot  (he 
was,  I  learn,  born  in  Shropshire).  But  I 
must  again  warn  the  reader  against  taking 
the  man  in  the  book  as  an  authentic  por- 
trait of  the  great  painter,  or  inferring  that 
his  courtship  and  marriage  or  any  of  the 
circumstances  I  have  invented  for  him, 
represent  facts  in  Lawson's  life.  I  knew 
nothing  whatever  about  him  except  what 
I  saw  of  him  during  my  few  visits  to 
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Cheyne  Walk;  and  I  have  learnt  nothing 
since.  He  set  my  imagination  to  work: 
that  was  all. 

I  have  now  told  as  much  as  seems  to 
me  necessary  of  the  circumstances  and 
relevant  antecedents  of  my  first  book.  It 
is  the  book  of  a  raw  youth,  still  quite  out 
of  touch  with  the  country  to  which  he 
had  transported  himself;  and  if  I  am  to  be 
entirely  communicative  on  this  subject,  I 
must  add  that  the  mere  rawness  which  so 
soon  rubs  off  was  complicated  by  a  deeper 
strangeness  which  has  made  me  all  my 
life  a  sojourner  on  this  planet  rather  than 
a  native  of  it.  Whether  it  be  that  I  was 
born  mad  or  a  little  too  sane,  my  king- 
dom was  not  of  this  world:  I  was  at  home 
only  in  the  realm  of  my  imagination,  and 
at  my  ease  only  with  the  mighty  dead. 
Therefore  I  had  to  become  an  actor,  and 
create  for  myself  a  fantastic  personality  fit 
and  apt  for  dealing  with  men,  and  adapt- 
able to  the  various  parts  I  had  to  play  as 
author,  journalist,  orator,  politician,  com- 
mittee man,  man  of  the  world,  and  so 
forth.  In  this  I  succeeded  later  on  only 
too  well.  In  my  boyhood  I  saw  Charles 
Mathews  act  in  a  farce  called  Cool  as  a 
Cucumber.  The  hero  was  a  young  man 
just  returned  from  a  tour  of  the  world, 
upon  which  he  had  been  sent  to  cure  him 
of  an  apparently  hopeless  bashfulness; 
and  the  fun  lay  in  the  cure  having  over- 
shot the  mark  and  transformed  him  into 
a  monster  of  outrageous  impudence.  I  am 
not  sure  that  something  of  the  kind  did 
not  happen  to  me;  for  when  my  impos- 
ture was  at  last  accomplished,  and  I  daily 
pulled  the  threads  of  the  puppet  who  re- 


presented me  in  the  public  press,  the  ap- 
plause that  greeted  it  was  not  unlike  that 
which  Mathews  drew  in  Cool  as  a  Cu- 
cumber. Certainly  the  growls  of  resentful 
disgust  with  which  my  advances  were  re- 
sisted closely  resembled  those  of  thp  un- 
fortunate old  gentleman  in  the  farce  whose 
pictures  and  furniture  the  young  man  so 
coolly  rearranged  to  his  own  taste.  At  the 
time  of  which  I  am  writing,  however,  I 
had  not  yet  learnt  to  act,  nor  come  to 
understand  that  my  natural  character  was 
impossible  on  the  great  stage  of  London. 
When  I  had  to  come  out  of  the  realm  of 
imagination  into  that  of  actuality  I  was 
still  uncomfortable.  I  was  outside  society, 
outside  politics,  outside  sport,  outside  the 
Church.  If  the  term  had  been  invented 
then  I  should  have  been  called  The  Com- 
plete Outsider.  But  the  epithet  would 
have  been  appropriate  only  within  the 
limits  of  British  barbarism.  The  moment 
music,  painting,  literature,  or  science 
came  into  question  the  positions  were  re- 
versed: it  was  I  who  was  the  Insider.  I  had 
the  intellectual  habit;  and  my  natural 
combination  of  critical  faculty  with  liter- 
ary resource  needed  only  a  clear  compre- 
hension of  life  in  the  light  of  an  intelli- 
gible theory:  in  short,  a  religion,  to  set  it 
in  triumphant  operation.  It  was  the  lack 
of  this  last  qualification  that  lamed  me  in 
those  early  days  in  Victoria  Grove,  and 
that  set  limits  to  this  ungainly  first  novel 
of  mine,  which  you  will  not  lose  very 
much  by  skipping. 
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This  novel  was  written  in  the  year 
1880;  but  this  preface  was  not  written 
until  25  years  later  for  an  American  edi- 
tion. In  1880  I  was  twentyfour;  and  four 
years  had  elapsed  since  I  had  exported 
myself  from  Dublin  to  London  in  a  con- 
dition of  extreme  rawness  and  inexperi- 
ence concerning  the  specifically  English 
side  of  the  life  with  which  the  book  pre- 
tends to  deal.  Everybody  wrote  novels 
then.  It  was  my  second  attempt;  and  it 
shared  the  fate  of  my  first.  Nobody  would 
publish  it,  though  I  tried  all  the  London 
publishers  and  some  American  ones.  And 
I  should  not  greatly  blame  them  if  I  could 
feel  sure  that  it  was  the  book's  faults  and 
not  its  qualities  that  repelled  them. 

I  have  narrated  elsewhere  how  in  the 
course  of  time  the  rejected  MS.  became 
Mrs  Annie  Besant's  excuse  for  lending 
me  her  ever-helping  hand  by  publishing 
it  as  a  serial  in  a  little  propagandist  maga- 
zine of  hers.  That  was  how  it  got  loose 
beyond  all  possibility  of  recapture.  It  is 
out  of  my  power  now  to  stand  between  it 
and  the  American  public. 

At  present,  of  course,  I  am  not  the 
author  of  The  Irrational  Knot.  Physio- 
logists inform  us  that  the  substance  of  our 
bodies  (and  consequently  of  our  souls) 
is  shed  and  renewed  at  such  a  rate  that  no 
part  of  us  lasts  longer  than  eight  years:  I 
am  therefore  not  now  in  any  atom  of  me 
the  person  who  wrote  The  Irrational 
Knot  in  1880.  The  last  of  that  author 
perished  in  1888;  and  two  of  his  suc- 
cessors have  since  joined  the  majority. 
Fourth  of  his  line,  I  cannot  be  expected 
to  take  any  very  lively  interest  in  the 
novels  of  my  literary  great-grandfather. 
Even  my  personal  recollections  of  him 
are  becoming  vague  and  overlaid  with 
those  most  misleading  of  all  traditions, 


the  traditions  founded  on  the  lies  a  man 
tells,  and  at  last  comes  to  believe,  about 
himself  to  himself.  Certain  things,  how- 
ever, I  remember  very  well.  For  instance, 
I  am  significantly  clear  as  to  the  price  of 
the  paper  on  which  I  wrote  The  Irrational 
Knot.  It  was  cheap — a  white  demy  of  un- 
pretentious quality — so  that  sixpennorth 
lasted  a  long  time.  My  daily  allowance  of 
composition  was  five  pages  of  this  demy 
in  quarto;  and  I  held  my  natural  laziness 
sternly  to  that  task  day  in,  day  out,  to  the 
end.  I  remember  also  that  Bizet's  Carmen 
being  then  new  in  London,  I  used  it  as  a 
safety-valve  for  my  romantic  impulses. 
When  I  was  tired  of  the  sordid  realism  of 
Edward  Conolly  (whose  name  does  not 
rhyme  to  Polly,  as  the  Irish  stress  is  on 
the  first  syllable)  I  threw  down  my  pen 
and  went  to  the  piano  to  forget  him  in 
the  glamorous  society  of  Carmen  and  her 
crimson  toreador  and  yellow  dragoon. 
Not  that  Bizet's  music  could  infatuate  me 
as  it  infatuated  Nietzsche.  Nursed  on 
greater  masters,  I  thought  less  of  him 
than  he  deserved;  but  the  Carmen  music 
was — in  places — exquisite  of  its  kind,  and 
could  enchant  a  young  man  romantic 
enough  to  have  come  to  the  end  of  ro- 
mance before  I  began  to  create  in  art  for 
myself.  I  still  could  enjoy  other  people's 
romances. 

When  I  say  that  /  did  and  felt  these 
things,  I  mean,  of  course,  that  the  pre- 
decessor whose  name  I  bear  did  and  felt 
them.  The  I  of  today  is  (?  am)  cool  to- 
wards Carmen;  and  Carmen,  I  regret  to 
say,  does  not  take  the  slightest  interest  in 
him  (?  me).  And  now  enough  of  this 
juggling  with  past  and  present  Shaws. 
The  grammatical  complications  of  being 
a  first  person  and  several  extinct  third 
persons  at  the  same  moment  are  so 
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frightful  that  I  must  return  to  the  ordinary 
misusage,  and  ask  the  reader  to  make  the 
necessary  corrections  in  his  or  her  own 
mind. 

This  book  is  not  wholly  a  compound 
of  intuition  and  ignorance.  Take  for  ex- 
ample the  profession  of  my  hero,  an  Irish- 
American  electrical  engineer.  That  was 
by  no  means  a  flight  of  fancy.  For  you 
must  not  suppose,  because  I  am  a  man  of 
letters,  that  I  never  tried  to  earn  an  honest 
living.  I  began  trying  to  commit  that  sin 
against  my  nature  when  I  was  fifteen,  and 
persevered,  from  youthful  timidity  and 
diffidence,  until  I  was  twentythree.  My 
last  attempt  was  in  1879,  when  a  company 
was  formed  in  London  to  exploit  an  in- 
genious invention  by  Mr  Thomas  Alva 
Edison:  a  much  too  ingenious  invention 
as  it  proved,  being  nothing  less  than  a 
telephone  of  such  stentorian  efficiency 
that  it  bellowed  your  most  private  com- 
munications all  over  the  house  instead  of 
whispering  them  with  some  sort  of  dis- 
cretion. This  was  not  what  the  British 
stockbroker  wanted;  so  the  company  was 
soon  merged  in  the  National  Telephone 
Company  after  making  a  place  for  itself 
in  the  history  of  literature,  quite  unin- 
tentionally, by  providing  me  with  a  job. 
Whilst  the  Edison  Telephone  Company 
lasted,  it  crowded  the  basement  of  a  huge 
pile  of  offices  in  Queen  Victoria  Street 
with  American  artificers.  These  deluded 
and  romantic  men  gave  me  a  glimpse 
of  the  skilled  proletariat  of  the  United 
States.  They  sang  obsolete  sentimental 
songs  with  genuine  emotion;  and  their 
language  was  frigh  ful  even  to  an  Irish- 
man. They  worked  with  a  ferocious 
energy  which  was  out  of  all  proportion 
to  the  actual  result  achieved.  Indomitably 
resolved  to  assert  their  republican  man- 
hood by  taking  no  orders  from  a  tall- 
hatted  Englishman  whose  stiff  politeness 
covered  his  conviction  that  they  were, 
relatively  to  himself,  inferior  and  com- 
mon persons,  they  insisted  on  being 


slave-driven  with  genuine  American  oaths 
by  a  genuine  free  and  equal  American 
foreman.  They  utterly  despised  the  art- 
fully slow  British  workman  who  did  as 
little  for  his  wages  as  he  possibly  could; 
never  hurried  himself;  and  had  a  deep 
reverence  for  anyone  whose  pocket  could 
be  tapped  by  respectful  behavior.  Need  I 
add  that  they  were  contemptuously  won- 
dered at  by  this  same  British  workman  as 
a  parcel  of  outlandish  adult  boys,  who 
sweated  themselves  for  their  employer's 
benefit  instead  of  looking  after  their  own 
interests?  They  adored  Mr  Edison  as  the 
greatest  man  of  all  time  in  every  possible 
department  of  science,  art,  and  philo- 
sophy, and  execrated  Mr  Graham  Bell, 
the  inventor  of  the  rival  telephone,  as  his 
Satanic  adversary;  but  each  of  them  had 
(or  pretended  to  have)  on  the  brink  of 
completion,  an  improvement  on  the  tele- 
phone, usually  a  new  transmitter.  They 
were  free-souled  creatures,  excellent  com- 
pany: sensitive,  cheerful,  and  profane; 
liars,  braggarts,  and  hustlers;  with  an  air 
of  making  slow  old  England  hum  which 
never  left  them  even  when,  as  often  hap- 
pened, they  were  wrestling  with  diffi- 
culties of  their  own  making,  or  struggling 
in  no-thoroughfares  from  which  they  had 
to  be  retrieved  like  strayed  sheep  by  Eng- 
lishmen without  imagination  enough  to 
go  wrong. 

In  this  environment  I  remained  for 
some  months.  As  I  was  interested  in 
physics  and  had  read  Tyndall  and  Helm- 
holtz,  besides  having  learnt  something  in 
Ireland  through  a  friendship  with  one  of 
Mr  Graham  Bell's  cousins  who  was  also 
a  chemist  and  physicist,  I  was,  I  believe, 
the  only  person  in  the  entire  establish- 
ment who  knew  the  or  rent  scientific 
explanation  of  telephony;  and  as  I  soon 
struck  up  a  friendship  with  our  official 
lecturer,  a  Colchester  man  whose  strong 
point  was  pre-scientific  agriculture,  I 
often  discharged  his  duties  for  him  in  a 
manner  which,  I  am  persuaded,  laid  the 
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foundation  of  Mr  Edison's  London  re- 
putation: my  sole  reward  being  my  boyish 
delight  in  the  half-concealed  incredulity 
of  our  visitors  (who  were  convinced  by 
the  hoarsely  startling  utterances  of  the 
telephone  that  the  speaker,  alleged  by  me 
to  be  twenty  miles  away,  was  really  using 
a  speaking-trumpet  in  the  next  room), 
and  their  obvious  uncertainty,  when  the 
demonstration  was  over,  as  to  whether 
they  ought  to  tip  me  or  not:  a  question 
they  either  decided  in  the  negative  or 
never  decided  at  all;  for  I  never  got  any- 
thing. 

So  much  for  my  electrical  engineer! 
To  get  him  into  contact  with  fashionable 
society  before  he  became  famous  was  also 
a  problem  easily  solved.  I  knew  of  three 
English  peers  who  actually  preferred 
physical  laboratories  to  stables,  and  scien- 
tific experts  to  gamekeepers:  in  fact,  one 
of  the  experts  was  a  friend  of  mine.  And 
I  knew  from  personal  experience  that  if 
science  brings  men  of  all  ranks  into  con- 
tact, art,  especially  music,  does  the  same 
for  men  and  women.  An  electrician  who 
can  play  an  accompaniment  can  go  any- 
where and  know  anybody.  As  far  as  mere 
access  and  acquaintance  go  there  are  no 
class  barriers  for  him.  My  difficulty  was 
not  to  get  my  hero  into  society,  but  to 
give  any  sort  of  plausibility  to  my  picture 
of  society  when  I  got  him  into  it.  I  lacked 
the  touch  of  the  literary  diner-out;  and  I 
had,  as  the  reader  will  probably  find  to 
his  cost,  the  classical  tradition  which 
makes  all  the  persons  in  a  novel,  except 
the  comically  vernacular  ones,  or  the 
speakers  of  phonetically  spelt  dialect, 
utter  themselves  in  the  formal  phrases 
and  studied  syntax  of  eighteenth  century 
rhetoric.  In  short,  I  wrote  in  the  style  of 
Scott  and  Dickens;  and  as  fashionable 
society  then  spoke  and  behaved,  as  it  still 
does,  in  no  style  at  all,  my  transcriptions 
of  Oxford  and  Mayfair  may  nowadays 
suggest  an  unaccountable  and  ludicrous 
ignorance  of  a  very  superficial  and  access- 


ible code  of  manners.  I  was  not,  however, 
so  ignorant  as  might  have  been  inferred 
at  that  time  from  my  unpresentable  and 
almost  desperate  financial  condition. 

I  had,  to  begin  with,  a  sort  of  back- 
stairs knowledge;  for  in  my  teens  I  strug- 
gled for  life  in  the  office  of  an  Irish  gentle- 
man who  acted  as  land  agent  and  private 
banker  for  many  persons  of  distinction. 
Now  it  is  possible  for  a  London  author  to 
dine  out  in  the  highest  circles  for  twenty 
years  without  learning  as  much  about  the 
human  frailties  of  his  hosts  as  the  family 
solicitor  or  (in  Ireland)  the  family  land 
agent  learns  in  twenty  days;  and  some 
of  this  knowledge  inevitably  reaches  his 
clerks,  especially  the  clerk  who  keeps  the 
cash,  which  was  my  particular  depart- 
ment. He  learns,  if  capable  of  the  lesson, 
that  the  aristocratic  profession  has  as  few 
geniuses  as  any  other  profession;  so  that 
if  you  want  a  peerage  of  more  than,  say, 
half  a  dozen  members,  you  must  fill  it  up 
with  many  common  persons,  and  even 
with  some  deplorably  mean  ones.  For 
"service  is  no  inheritance"  either  in  the 
kitchen  or  the  House  of  Lords;  and  the 
case  presented  by  Mr  Barrie  in  his  play 
of  The  Admirable  Crichton,  where  the 
butler  is  the  man  of  quality,  and  his 
master,  the  Earl,  the  man  of  rank,  is  no  fan- 
tasy but  a  quite  common  occurrence,  and 
indeed  to  some  extent  an  inevitable  one, 
because  the  English  are  extremely  parti- 
cular in  selecting  their  butlers,  whilst  they 
do  not  select  their  barons  at  all,  taking 
them  as  the  accident  of  birth  sends  them. 
The  consequences  include  much  ironic 
comedy.  For  instance,  we  have  in  Eng- 
land a  curious  belief  in  first  rate  people, 
meaning  all  the  people  we  do  not  know; 
and  this  consoles  us  for  the  undeniable 
second-rateness  of  the  people  we  do 
know,  besides  saving  the  credit  of  aristo- 
cracy as  an  institution.  The  unmet  aristo- 
crat is  devoutly  believed  in;  but  he  is 
always  round  the  corner,  never  at  hand. 
That  the  smart  set  exists;  that  there  is 
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above  and  beyond  that  smart  set  a  class  so 
blue  of  blood  and  exquisite  in  nature  that 
it  looks  down  even  on  the  King  with 
haughty  condescension;  that  scepticism 
on  this  nice  point  is  a  stigma  of  plebeian 
baseness:  all  these  imaginings  are  so  com- 
mon here  that  they  constitute  the  real 
popular  sociology  of  England  as  much  as 
an  unlimited  credulity  as  to  vaccination 
constitutes  the  real  popular  science  of 
England.  It  is,  of  course,  a  timid  super- 
stition. A  British  peer  or  peeress  who 
happens  by  chance  to  be  genuinely  noble 
is  just  as  isolated  at  court  as  Goethe  would 
have  been  among  all  the  other  grandsons 
of  publicans,  if  they  had  formed  a  distinct 
class  in  Frankfurt  or  Weimar.  This  I 
knew  very  well  when  I  wrote  my  novels; 
and  if,  as  I  suspect,  I  failed  to  create  a 
convincingly  verisimilar  atmosphere  of 
aristocracy,  it  was  not  because  I  had  any 
illusions  or  ignorances  as  to  the  common 
humanity  of  the  peerage,  and  not  because 
I  gave  literary  style  to  its  conversation, 
but  because,  as  I  had  no  money,  I  had  to 
blind  myself  to  its  enormous  importance, 
with  the  result  that  I  missed  the  point  of 
view,  and  with  it  the  whole  moral  basis, 
of  the  class  which  rightly  values  money, 
and  plenty  of  it,  as  the  first  condition  of  a 
bearable  life. 

Money  is  indeed  the  most  important 
thing  in  the  world;  and  all  sound  and  suc- 
cessful personal  and  national  morality 
should  have  this  fact  for  its  basis.  Every 
teacher  or  twaddler  who  denies  it  or  sup- 
presses it,  is  an  enemy  of  life.  Money  con- 
trols morality;  and  what  makes  the  United 
States  of  America  look  so  foolish  even  in 
foolish  Europe  is  that  they  are  always  in  a 
state  of  flurried  concern  and  violent  inter- 
ference with  morality,  whereas  they  throw 
their  money  into  the  street  to  be  scrambled 
for,  and  presently  find  that  their  cash  re- 
serves are  not  in  their  own  hands,  but  in 
the  pockets  of  a  few  millionaires  who, 
bewildered  by  their  luck,  and  unspeak- 
ably incapable  of  making  any  truly  eco- 


nomic use  of  it,  endeavor  to  "do  good'* 
with  it  by  letting  themselves  be  fleeced 
by  philanthropic  committee  men,  build- 
ing contractors,  librarians  and  professors, 
in  the  name  of  education,  science,  art,, 
and  what  not;  so  that  sensible  people  ex- 
hale relievedly  when  the  pious  millionaire 
dies,  and  his  heirs,  demoralized  by  being 
brought  up  on  his  outrageous  income, 
begin  the  socially  beneficent  work  of 
scattering  his  fortune  through  the  channels 
of  the  trades  that  flourish  by  riotous 
living. 

This,  as  I  have  said,  I  did  not  then 
understand;  for  I  knew  money  only  by 
the  want  of  it.  Ireland  is  a  poor  country; 
and  my  father  was  a  poor  man  in  a  poor 
country.  By  this  I  do  not  mean  that  he 
was  hungry  and  homeless,  a  hewer  of 
wood  and  a  drawer  of  water.  My  friend 
Mr  James  Huneker,  a  man  of  gorgeous 
imagination  and  incorrigible  romanti- 
cism, has  described  me  to  the  American 
public  as  a  peasant  lad  who  has  raised 
himself,  as  all  American  presidents  are 
assumed  to  have  raised  themselves,  from 
the  humblest  departments  of  manual  labor 
to  the  loftiest  eminence.  James  flatters 
me.  Had  I  been  born  a  peasant,  I  should 
now  be  a  tramp.  My  notion  of  my  father's 
income  is  even  vaguer  than  his  own  was 
— and  that  is  saying  a  good  deal — but  he 
always  had  an  income  of  at  least  three 
figures  (four,  if  you  count  in  dollars  in- 
stead of  pounds);  and  what  made  him 
poor  was  that  he  conceived  himself  as 
born  to  a  social  position  which  even  in 
Ireland  could  have  been  maintained  in 
dignified  comfort  only  on  twice  or  thrice 
what  he  had.  And  he  married  on  that 
assumption.  Fortunately  for  me,  social 
opportunity  is  not  always  to  be  measured 
by  income.  There  is  an  important  eco- 
nomic factor,  first  analysed  by  an  Ameri- 
can economist  (General  Walker),  and 
called  rent  of  ability.  Now  this  rent,  when 
the  ability  is  of  the  artistic  or  political 
sort,  is  often  paid  in  kind.  For  example,  a 
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London  possessor  of  such  ability  may, 
with  barely  enough  money  to  maintain  a 
furnished  bedroom  and  a  single  present- 
able suit  of  clothes,  see  everything  worth 
seeing  that  a  millionaire  can  see,  and  know 
everybody  worth  knowing  that  he  can 
know.  Long  before  I  reached  this  point 
myself,  a  very  trifling  accomplishment 
gave  me  glimpses  of  the  sort  of  fashion- 
able life  a  peasant  never  sees.  Thus  I  re- 
member one  evening  during  the  novel- 
writing  period  when  nobody  would  pay 
a  farthing  for  a  stroke  of  my  pen,  walking 
along  Sloane  Street  in  that  blessed  shield 
of  literary  shabbincss,  evening  dress.  A 
man  accosted  me  with  an  eloquent  appeal 
for  help,  ending  with  the  assurance  that 
he  had  not  a  penny  in  the  world.  I  replied, 
with  exact  truth,  "Neither  have  I."  He 
thanked  me  civilly,  and  went  away,  ap- 
parently not  in  the  least  surprised,  leav- 
ing me  to  ask  myself  why  I  did  not  turn 
beggar  too,  since  I  felt  sure  that  a  man 
who  did  it  as  well  as  he  must  be  in  com- 
fortable circumstances. 

Another  reminiscence.  A  little  past 
midnight,  in  the  same  costume,  I  was 
turning  from  Piccadilly  into  Bond  Street, 
when  a  lady  of  the  pavement,  out  of  luck 
that  evening  so  far,  confided  to  me  that 
the  last  bus  for  Brompton  had  passed, 
and  that  she  should  be  grateful  to  any 
gentleman  who  would  give  her  a  lift  in  a 
hansom.  My  old-fashioned  Irish  gallantry 
had  not  then  been  worn  off  by  age  and 
England:  besides,  as  a  novelist  who  could 
find  no  publisher,  I  was  touched  by  the 
similarity  of  our  trades  and  predicaments. 
I  excused  myself  very  politely  on  the 
ground  that  my  wife  (invented  for  the 
occasion)  was  waiting  for  me  at  home, 
and  that  I  felt  sure  so  attractive  a  lady 
would  have  no  difficulty  in  finding 
another  escort.  Unfortunately  this  speech 
made  so  favorable  an  impression  on  her 
that  she  immediately  took  my  arm  and 
declared  her  willingness  to  go  anywhere 
with  me,  on  the  flattering  ground  that  I 


was  a  perfect  gentleman.  In  vain  did  I  try 
to  persuade  her  that  in  coming  up  Bond 
Street  and  deserting  Piccadilly  she  was 
throwing  away  her  last  chance  of  a  han- 
som: she  attached  herself  so  devotedly  to 
me  that  I  could  not  without  actual  vio- 
lence shake  her  off.  At  last  I  made  a  stand 
at  the  end  of  Old  Bond  Street.  I  took  out 
my  purse;  opened  it;  and  held  it  upside 
down.  Her  countenance  fell,  poor  girl! 
She  turned  on  her  heel  with  a  melancholy 
flirt  of  her  skirt,  and  vanished. 

Now  on  both  these  occasions  I  had 
been  in  the  company  of  people  who  spent 
at  least  as  much  in  a  week  as  I  did  in  a 
year.  Why  was  I,  a  penniless  and  un- 
known young  man,  admitted  there? 
Simply  because,  though  I  was  an  execrable 
pianist,  and  never  improved  until  the 
happy  invention  of  the  pianola  made  a 
Paderewski  of  me,  I  could  play  a  simple 
accompaniment  at  sight  more  congenially 
to  a  singer  than  most  amateurs.  It  is  true 
that  the  musical  side  of  London  society, 
with  its  streak  of  Bohemianism,  and  its 
necessary  toleration  of  foreign  ways  and 
professional  manners,  is  far  less  typically 
English  than  the  sporting  side  or  the 
political  side  or  the  Philistine  side;  so 
much  so,  indeed,  that  people  may  and  do 
pass  their  lives  in  it  without  ever  discover- 
ing what  English  plutocracy  in  the  mass 
is  really  like:  still,  if  you  wander  in  it 
nocturnally  for  a  fitful  year  or  so  as  I  did, 
with  empty  pockets  and  an  utter  impos- 
sibility of  approaching  it  by  daylight 
(owing  to  the  too  obvious  decay  of  the 
morning  wardrobe),  you  have  something 
more  actual  to  go  on  than  the  hallucina- 
tions of  a  peasant  lad  setting  his  foot  man- 
fully on  the  lowest  rung  of  the  social 
ladder.  I  never  climbed  any  ladder:  I  have 
achieved  eminence  by  sheer  gravitation; 
and  I  hereby  warn  all  peasant  lads  not  to 
be  duped  by  my  pretended  example  into 
regarding  their  present  servitude  as  a 
practicable  first  step  to  a  celebrity  so 
dazzling  that  its  subject  cannot  even  sup- 
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press  his  own  bad  novels. 

Conceive  me  then  at  the  writing  of  The 
Irrational  Knot  as  a  person  neither  be- 
longing to  the  world  I  describe  nor 
wholly  ignorant  of  it,  and  on  certain 
points  quite  incapable  of  conceiving  it 
intuitively.  A  whole  world  of  art  which 
did  not  exist  for  it  lay  open  to  me.  I  was 
familiar  with  the  greatest  in  that  world: 
mighty  poets,  painters,  and  musicians 
were  my  intimates.  I  found  the  world  of 
artificial  greatness  founded  on  conven- 
tion and  money  so  repugnant  and  con- 
temptible by  comparison  that  I  had  no 
sympathetic  understanding  of  it.  People 
are  fond  of  blaming  valets  because  no 
man  is  a  hero  to  his  valet.  But  it  is  equally 
true  that  no  man  is  a  valet  to  his  hero; 
and  the  hero,  consequently,  is  apt  to 
blunder  very  ludicrously  about  valets, 
through  judging  them  from  an  irrelevant 
standard  of  heroism:  heroism,  remember, 
having  its  faults  as  well  as  its  qualities.  I, 
always  on  the  heroic  plane  imaginatively, 
had  two  disgusting  faults  which  I  did  not 
recognize  as  faults  because  I  could  not 
help  them.  I  was  poor  and  (by  day) 
shabby.  I  therefore  tolerated  the  gross 
error  that  poverty,  though  an  incon- 
venience and  a  trial,  is  not  a  sin  and  a  dis- 
grace; and  I  stood  for  my  self-respect  on 
the  things  I  had:  probity,  ability,  know- 
ledge of  art,  laboriousness,  and  whatever 
else  came  cheaply  to  me.  Because  I  could 
walk  into  Hampton  Court  Palace  and  the 
National  Gallery  (on  free  days)  and  enjoy 
Mantegna  and  Michael  Angelo  whilst 
millionaires  were  yawning  miserably 
over  inept  gluttonies;  because  I  could 
suffer  more  by  hearing  a  movement  of 
Beethoven's  Ninth  Symphony  taken  at  a 
wrong  tempo  than  a  duchess  by  losing  a 
diamond  necklace,  I  was  indifferent  to  the 
repulsive  fact  that  if  I  had  fallen  in  love 
with  the  duchess  I  did  not  possess  a 
morning  suit  in  which  I  could  reasonably 
have  expected  her  to  touch  me  with  the 
furthest  protended  pair  of  tongs;  and  I 


did  not  see  that  to  remedy  this  I  should 
have  been  prepared  to  wade  through  seas 
of  other  people's  blood.  Indeed  it  is  this 
perception  which  constitutes  an  aristo- 
cracy nowadays.  It  is  the  secret  of  all  our 
governing  classes,  which  consist  finally 
of  people  who,  though  perfectly  prepared 
to  be  generous,  humane,  cultured,  phil- 
anthropic, public  spirited  and  personally 
charming  in  the  second  instance,  are  un- 
alterably resolved,  in  the  first,  to  have 
money  enough  for  a  handsome  and 
delicate  life,  and  will,  in  pursuit  of  that 
money,  batter  in  the  doors  of  their  fellow- 
men,  sell  them  up,  sweat  them  in  fetid 
dens,  shoot,  stab,  hang,  imprison,  sink, 
burn,  and  destroy  them  in  the  name  of 
law  and  order.  And  this  shows  their 
fundamental  sanity  and  rightmindedness; 
for  a  sufficient  income  is  indispensable  to 
the  practice  of  virtue;  and  the  man  who 
will  let  any  unselfish  consideration  stand 
between  him  and  its  attainment  is  a 
weakling,  a  dupe,  and  a  predestined  slave. 
If  I  could  convince  our  impecunious  mobs 
of  this,  the  world  would  be  reformed 
before  the  end  of  the  week;  for  the  slug- 
gards who  are  content  to  be  wealthy 
without  working  and  the  dastards  who 
are  content  to  work  without  being 
wealthy,  together  with  all  the  pseudo- 
moralists  and  ethicists  and  cowardice 
mongers  generally,  would  be  extermin- 
ated without  shrift,  to  the  unutterable 
enlargement  of  life  and  ennoblement  of 
humanity.  We  might  even  make  some 
beginnings  of  civilization  under  such 
happy  circumstances. 

In  the  days  of  The  Irrational  Knot  I 
had  not  learnt  this  lesson;  consequently 
I  did  not  understand  the  British  peerage, 
just  as  I  did  not  understand  that  glorious 
and  beautiful  phenomenon,  the  "heart- 
less" rich  American  woman,  who  so 
thoroughly  and  admirably  understands 
that  conscience  is  a  luxury,  and  should  be 
indulged  in  only  when  the  vital  needs  of 
life  have  been  abundantly  satisfied.  The 
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instinct  which  has  led  the  British  peerage 
to  fortify  itself  by  American  alliances  is 
healthy  and  well  inspired.  Thanks  to  it, 
we  shall  still  have  a  few  people  to  main- 
tain the  tradition  of  a  handsome,  free, 
proud,  costly  life,  whilst  the  craven  mass 
of  us  are  keeping  up  our  starveling  pre- 
tence that  it  is  more  important  to  be  good 
than  to  be  rich,  and  piously  cheating, 
robbing,  and  murdering  one  another  by 
doing  our  duty  as  policemen,  soldiers, 
bailiffs,  jurymen,  turnkeys,  hangmen, 
tradesmen,  and  curates,  at  the  command 
of  those  who  know  that  the  golden  grapes 
are  not  sour.  Why,  good  heavens!  we 
shall  all  pretend  that  this  straightforward 
truth  of  mine  is  mere  Swiftian  satire,  be- 
cause it  would  require  a  little  courage  to 
take  it  seriously  and  either  act  on  it  or 
make  me  drink  the  hemlock  for  uttering 
it. 

There  was  the  less  excuse  for  my  blind- 
ness because  I  was  at  that  very  moment 
laying  the  foundations  of  my  high  for- 
tune by  the  most  ruthless  disregard  of  all 
the  quack  duties  which  lead  the  peasant 
lad  of  fiction  to  the  White  House,  and 
harness  the  real  peasant  boy  to  the  plough 
until  he  is  finally  swept,  as  rubbish,  into 
the  workhouse.  I  was  an  ablebodied  and 
ableminded  young  man  in  the  strength  of 
my  youth;  and  my  family,  then  heavily 
embarrassed,  needed  my  help  urgently. 
That  I  should  have  chosen  to  be  a  burden 
to  them  instead  was,  according  to  all  the 
conventions  of  peasant  lad  fiction,  mon- 
strous. Well,  without  a  blush  I  embraced 
the  monstrosity.  I  did  not  throw  myself 
into  the  struggle  for  life:  I  threw  my 
mother  into  it.  I  was  not  a  staff  to  my 
father's  old  age:  I  hung  on  to  his  coat 
tails.  His  reward  was  to  live  just  long 
enough  to  read  a  review  of  one  of  these 
silly  novels  written  in  an  obscure  journal 
by  a  personal  friend  of  my  own  (now 
eminent  in  literature  as  Mr  John  Mac- 
kinnon  Robertson)  prefiguring  me  to 
some  extent  as  a  considerable  author.  I 


think,  myself,  that  this  was  a  handsome 
reward,  far  better  worth  having  than  a 
nice  pension  from  a  dutiful  son  strug- 
gling slavishly  for  his  parent's  bread  in 
some  sordid  trade.  Handsome  or  not,  it 
was  the  only  return  he  ever  had  for  the 
little  pension  he  contrived  to  export  from 
Ireland  for  his  family.  My  mother  rein- 
forced it  by  drudging  in  her  elder  years 
at  the  art  of  music  which  she  had  fol- 
lowed in  her  prime  freely  for  love.  I  only 
helped  to  spend  it.  People  wondered  at 
my  heartlessness:  one  young  and  ro- 
mantic lady  had  the  courage  to  remon- 
strate openly  and  indignantly  with  me, 
"for  the  which,"  as  Pepys  said  of  the 
shipwright's  wife  who  refused  his  ad- 
vances, "I  did  respect  her."  Callous  as 
Comus  to  moral  babble,  I  steadily  wrote 
my  five  pages  a  day  and  made  a  man  of 
myself  (at  my  mother's  expense)  instead 
of  a  slave.  And  I  protest  that  I  will  not 
suffer  James  Huneker  or  any  romanticist 
to  pass  me  off  as  a  peasant  boy  qualifying 
for  a  chapter  in  Smiles's  Self  Help,  or  a 
good  son  supporting  a  helpless  mother, 
instead  of  a  stupendously  selfish  artist 
leaning  with  the  full  weight  of  his  hungry 
body  on  an  energetic  and  capable  woman. 
No,  James:  such  lies  are  not  only  unneces- 
sary, but  fearfully  depressing  and  funda- 
mentally immoral,  besides  being  hardly 
fair  to  the  supposed  peasant  lad's  parents. 
My  mother  worked  for  my  living  instead 
of  preaching  that  it  was  my  duty  to  work 
for  hers:  therefore  take  off  your  hat  to  her, 
and  blush. 

It  is  now  open  to  any  one  who  pleases 
to  read  The  Irrational  Knot.  I  do  not 
recommend  him  to;  but  it  is  possible  that 
the  same  mysterious  force  which  drove 
me  through  the  labor  of  writing  it  may 
have  had  some  purpose  which  will  sus- 
tain others  through  the  labor  of  reading 
it,  and  even  reward  them  with  some 
ghastly  enjoyment  of  it.  For  my  own  part 
I  cannot  stand  it.  It  is  to  me  only  one 
of  the  heaps  of  spoiled  material  that  all 
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apprenticeship  involves.  I  consent  to  its 
publication  because  I  remember  that 
British  colonel  who  called  on  Beethoven 
when  the  elderly  composer  was  working 
at  his  posthumous  quartets,  and  offered 
him  a  commission  for  a  work  in  the  style 
of  his  jejune  septet.  Beethoven  drove  the 
Colonel  out  of  the  house  with  objurga- 
tion. I  think  that  was  uncivil.  There  is  a 
time  for  the  septet,  and  a  time  for  the 
posthumous  quartets.  It  is  true  that  if  a 
man  called  on  me  now  and  asked  me  to 
write  something  like  The  Irrational  Knot 
I  should  have  to  exercise  great  self-con- 
trol. But  there  are  people  who  read  Man 
and  Superman,  and  then  tell  me  (actually 
to  my  face)  that  I  have  never  done  any- 
thing so  good  as  Cashel  Byron's  Profes- 
sion. After  this,  there  may  be  a  public  for 
even  The  Irrational  Knot;  so  let  it  go. 

LONDON,  May  26,  1905. 


P.S. — Since  writing  the  above  I  have 
looked  through  the  proof-sheets  of  this 
book,  and  found,  with  some  access  of  re- 
spect for  my  youth,  that  it  is  a  fiction  of 
the  first  order.  By  this  I  do  not  mean  that 
it  is  a  masterpiece  in  that  order,  or  even  a 
pleasant  example  of  it,  but  simply  that, 
such  as  it  is,  it  is  one  of  those  fictions  in 
which  the  morality  is  original  and  not 
ready-made.  Now  this  quality  is  the  true 
diagnostic  of  the  first  order  in  literature, 
and  indeed  in  all  the  arts,  including  the 
art  of  life.  It  is,  for  example,  the  distinc- 
tion that  sets  Shakespear's  Hamlet  above 
his  other  plays,  and  that  sets  Ibsen's  work 
as  a  whole  above  Shakespear's  work  as 
a  whole.  Shakespear's  morality  is  a  mere 
reach-me-down;  and  because  Hamlet  does 
not  feel  comfortable  in  it  and  struggles 
against  the  misfit,  he  suggests  something 
better,  futile  as  his  struggle  is,  and  in- 
competent as  Shakespear  shews  himself 
in  his  effort  to  think  out  the  revolt  of 
his  feeling  against  ready-made  morality. 


Ibsen's  morality  is  original  all  through:  he 
knows  well  that  the  men  in  the  street  have 
no  use  for  principles,  because  they  can 
neither  understand  nor  apply  them;  and 
that  what  they  can  understand  and  apply 
are  arbitrary  rules  of  conduct,  often 
frightfully  destructive  and  inhuman,  but 
at  least  definite  rules  enabling  the  com- 
mon stupid  man  to  know  where  he  stands 
and  what  he  may  do  and  not  do  without 
getting  into  trouble.  Now  to  all  writers 
of  the  first  order,  these  rules,  and  the  need 
for  them  produced  by  the  moral  and  in- 
tellectual incompetence  of  the  ordinary 
human  animal,  are  no  more  invariably 
beneficial  and  respectable  than  the  sun- 
light which  ripens  the  wheat  in  Sussex 
and  leaves  the  desert  deadly  in  Sahara, 
making  the  cheeks  of  the  ploughman's 
child  rosy  in  the  morning  and  striking 
the  ploughman  brain-sick  or  dead  in  the 
afternoon;  no  more  inspired  (and  no  less) 
than  the  religion  of  the  Andaman  island- 
ers; as  much  in  need  of  frequent  throw- 
ing away  and  replacement  as  the  com- 
munity's boots.  By  writers  of  the  second 
order  the  readymade  morality  is  accepted 
as  the  basis  of  all  moral  judgment  and 
criticism  of  the  characters  they  portray, 
even  when  their  genius  forces  them  to 
represent  their  most  attractive  heroes  and 
heroines  as  violating  the  readymade  code 
in  all  directions.  Far  be  it  from  me  to 
pretend  that  the  first  order  is  more  read- 
able than  the  second!  Shakespear,  Scott, 
Dickens,  Dumas  pere  are  not,  to  say  the 
least,  less  readable  than  Euripides  and 
Ibsen.  Nor  is  the  first  order  always  more 
constructive;  for  Byron,  Oscar  Wilde, 
and  Larochefoucauld  did  not  get  further 
in  positive  philosophy  than  Ruskin  and 
Carlyle,  though  they  could  snuff  Rus- 
kin's  Seven  Lamps  with  their  fingers 
without  flinching.  Still,  the  first  order 
remains  the  first  order  and  the  second  the 
second  for  all  that:  no  man  who  shuts  his 
eyes  and  opens  his  mouth  when  religion 
and  morality  are  offered  to  him  on  a  long 
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spoon  can  share  the  same  Parnassian 
bench  with  those  who  make  an  original 
contribution  to  religion  and  morality, 
were  it  only  a  criticism. 

Therefore  on  coming  back  to  this  Ir- 
rational Knot  as  a  stranger  after  twenty- 
five  years,  I  am  proud  to  find  that  its 
morality  is  not  ready-made.  The  drunken 
prima  donna  of  a  bygone  type  of  musical 
burlesque  is  not  depicted  as  an  immoral 
person,  but  as  a  person  with  a  morality  of 
her  own,  no  worse  in  its  way  than  the 
morality  of  her  highly  respectable  wine 
merchant  in  its  way.  The  sociology  of 
the  successful  inventor  is  his  own  socio- 
logy too;  and  it  is  by  his  originality  in 
this  respect  that  he  passes  irresistibly 
through  all  the  readymade  prejudices  that 
are  set  up  to  bar  his  promotion.  And  the 
heroine,  nice,  amiable,  benevolent,  and 
anxious  to  please  and  behave  well,  but 
hopelessly  secondhand  in  her  morals  and 
nicenesses,  and  consequently  without  any 
real  moral  force  now  that  the  threat  of 
hell  has  lost  its  terrors  for  her,  is  left 
destitute  among  the  failures  which  are  so 
puzzling  to  thoughtless  people.  "I  cannot 
understand  why  she  is  so  unlucky:  she  is 
such  a  nice  woman!":  that  is  the  formula. 
As  if  people  with  any  force  in  them  ever 
were  altogether  nice ! 

And  so  I  claim  the  first  order  for  this 
jejune  exploit  of  mine,  and  invite  you  to 
note  that  the  final  chapter,  so  remote  from 
Scott  and  Dickens  and  so  close  to  Ibsen, 
was  written  years  before  Ibsen  came  to 
my  knowledge,  thus  proving  that  the 
revolt  of  the  Life  Force  against  ready- 
made  morality  in  the  nineteenth  century 
was  not  the  work  of  a  Norwegian  mi- 
crobe, but  would  have  worked  itself  into 
expression  in  English  literature  had  Nor- 
way never  existed.  In  fact,  when  Miss 
Lord's  translation  of  A  Doll's  House  ap- 


peared in  the  eighteen-eighties,  and  so 
excited  some  of  my  Socialist  friends  that 
they  got  up  a  private  reading  of  it  in 
which  I  was  cast  for  the  part  of  Krogstad, 
its  novelty  as  a  morally  original  study  of 
a  marriage  did  not  stagger  me  as  it 
staggered  Europe.  I  had  made  a  morally 
original  study  of  a  marriage  myself,  and 
made  it,  too,  without  any  melodramatic 
forgeries,  spinal  diseases,  and  suicides, 
though  I  had  to  confess  to  a  study  of 
dipsomania.  At  all  events,  I  chattered  and 
ate  caramels  in  the  back  drawing-room 
(our  green-room)  whilst  Eleanor  Marx, 
as  Nora,  brought  Helmer  to  book  at  the 
other  side  of  the  folding  doors.  Indeed  I 
concerned  myself  very  little  about  Ibsen 
until,  later  on,  William  Archer  translated 
Peer  Gynt  to  me  viva  vocc,  when  the 
magic  of  the  great  poet  opened  my  eyes 
in  a  flash  to  the  importance  of  the  social 
philosopher. 

I  seriously  suggest  that  The  Irrational 
Knot  may  be  regarded  as  an  early  at- 
tempt on  the  part  of  the  Life  Force  to 
write  A  Doll's  House  in  English  by  the 
instrumentality  of  a  very  immature  writer 
aged  24.  And  though  I  say  it  that  should 
not,  the  choice  was  not  such  a  bad  shot 
for  a  stupid  instinctive  force  that  has  to 
work  and  become  conscious  of  itself  by 
means  of  human  brains.  If  we  could  only 
realize  that  though  the  Life  Force  sup- 
plies us  with  its  own  purpose  it  has  no 
other  brains  to  work  with  than  those  it 
has  painfully  and  imperfectly  evolved  in 
our  heads,  the  peoples  of  the  earth  would 
learn  some  pity  for  their  gods;  and  we 
should  have  a  religion  that  would  not  be 
contradicted  at  every  turn  by  the  Thing- 
That-Is  giving  the  lie  to  the  Thing-That- 
Ought-To-Be. 

WELYWN,  Sunday,  June  25,  1905. 
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CASHEL  BYRON'S  PROFESSION 
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NOVELS  OF  MY  NONAGE 


I  never  think  of  Cashel  Byron's  Pro- 
fession without  a  shudder  at  the  narrow- 
ness of  my  escape  from  becoming  a  suc- 
cessful novelist  at  the  age  of  twenty-six. 
At  that  moment  an  adventurous  publisher 
might  have  ruined  me.  Fortunately  for 
me,  there  were  no  adventurous  publishers 
at  that  time;  and  I  was  forced  to  fight  my 
way,  instead  of  being  ingloriously  bought 
off  at  the  first  brush.  Not  that  Cashel 
Byron's  Profession  was  zzy  T'ery  first 
novel.  It  was  my  fourth,  and  v*as  fol- 
lowed by  yet  another,  I  recall  tl*  e  five 
remote  products  of  my  nonage  v  s  five 
heavy  brown  paper  parcels  wb*  \*  were 
always  coming  back  to  me  fi.^m  some 
publisher,  and  raising  the  very  serious 
financial  question  of  the  sixpence  to  be 
paid  to  Messrs  Carter,  Paterson,  and  Co., 
the  carriers,  for  passing  them  on  to  the 
next  publisher.  Eventually,  Carter,  Pater- 
son,  and  Co.  were  the  only  gainers;  for 
the  publishers  had  to  pay  their  readers' 
fees  for  nothing  but  a  warning  not  to 
publish  me;  and  I  had  to  pay  the  six- 
pences for  sending  my  parcels  on  a  boot- 
less errand.  At  last  I  grew  out  of  novel- 
writing,  and  set  to  work  to  find  out  what 
the  world  was  really  like.  The  result  of 
my  investigations,  so  far,  entirely  con- 
firms the  observation  of  Goethe  as  to  the 
amazement,  the  incredulity,  the  moral 
shock  with  which  the  poet  discovers  that 
what  he  supposed  to  be  the  real  world 
does  not  exist,  and  that  men  and  women 
are  made  by  their  own  fancies  in  the 
image  of  the  imaginary  creatures  in  his 
youthful  fictions,  only  much  stupider. 

Unfortunately  for  the  immature  poet, 
he  has  not  in  his  nonage  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  that  his  guesses  at  life  are 


true.  Bring  a  peasant  into  a  drawing-room, 
and  though  his  good  sense  may  lead  him 
to  behave  very  properly,  yet  he  will  suffer 
torments  of  misgiving  that  everything  he 
does  must  be  a  solecism.  In  my  earlier 
excursions  into  literature  I  confess  I  felt 
like  the  peasant  in  the  drawing  room.  I 
was,  on  the  whole,  glad  to  get  out  of  it. 
Looking  back  now  with  the  eyes  of  ex- 
perience, I  find  that  I  certainly  did  make 
blunders  in  matters  outside  the  scope  of 
poetic  divination.  To  take  a  very  mild 
example,  I  endowed  the  opulent  heroine 
of  this  very  book  with  a  park  of  thirty 
acres  in  extent,  being  then  fully  persuaded 
that  this  was  a  reasonable  estimate  of  the 
size  of  the  Isle  of  Wight  or  thereabouts. 
But  it  is  not  by  the  solecisms  of  ignorance 
that  the  young  man  makes  himself  most 
ridiculous.  Far  more  unnatural  than  these 
were  my  proprieties  and  accuracies  and 
intelligences.  I  did  not  know  my  England 
then.  I  was  young,  raw  from  eighteenth 
century  Ireland,  modest,  and  anxious  lest 
my  poverty  and  provinciality  should  pre- 
vent me  from  correctly  representing  the 
intelligence,  refinement,  conscience,  and 
good  breeding  which  I  supposed  to  be  as 
natural  and  common  in  English  society 
as  in  Scott's  novels.  I  actually  thought 
that  educated  people  conscientiously 
learnt  their  manners  and  studied  their 
opinions — were  really  educated,  in  short 
— instead  of  merely  picking  up  the  habits 
and  prejudices  of  their  set,  and  confidently 
presenting  the  resultant  absurd  equip- 
ment of  class  solecisms  to  the  world  as  a 
perfect  gentility.  Consequently  the  only 
characters  which  were  natural  in  my 
novels  were  the  comic  characters,  because 
the  island  was  (and  is)  populated  exclus- 
ively by  comic  characters.  Take  them 
seriously  in  fiction,  and  the  result  is  the 
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Dickens  heroine  or  the  Sarah  Grand  hero: 
pathetically  unattractive  figments  both  of 
them.  Thus  my  imaginary  persons  of 
quality  became  quite  unlike  any  actual 
persons  at  large  in  England,  being  su- 
perior to  them  in  a  priggish  manner 
which  would  nowadays  rouse  the  humor 
of  our  younger  publishers'  readers  very 
inopportunely.  In  1882,  however,  the 
literary  fashion  which  distinguished  the 
virtuous  and  serious  characters  in  a  novel 
by  a  decorous  stylishness  and  scrupulous- 
ness of  composition,  as  if  all  their  speeches 
had  been  corrected  by  their  governesses 
and  schoolmasters,  had  not  yet  been  ex- 
ploded by  the  "New  Journalism"  of  1888 
and  the  advent  of  a  host  of  authors  who 
had  apparently  never  read  anything, 
catering  for  a  proletariat  newly  made 
literate  by  the  Education  Act.  The  dis- 
tinction between  the  naturalness  of  Caleb 
Balderstone  and  the  artificiality  of  Edgar 
and  Lucy  was  still  regarded  as  one  of  the 
social  decencies  by  the  seniors  of  litera- 
ture; and  this  probably  explains  the  fact 
that  the  only  intimations  I  received  that 
my  work  had  made  some  impression,  and 
had  even  been  hesitatingly  condemned, 
were  from  the  older  and  more  august 
houses  whose  readers  were  all  grave 
elderly  lovers  of  literature.  And  the  more 
I  progressed  towards  my  own  individual 
style  and  ventured  upon  the  freer  ex- 
pression of  my  own  ideas,  the  more  I  dis- 
appointed them.  As  to  the  regular  novel- 
publishing  houses,  whose  readers  were 
merely  on  the  scent  of  popularity,  they 
gave  me  no  quarter  at  all.  And  so  between 
the  old  stool  of  my  literary  conscientious- 
ness and  the  new  stool  of  a  view  of  life  that 
did  not  reach  publishing-point  in  England 
until  about  ten  years  later,  when  Ibsen 
drove  it  in,  my  novels  fell  to  the  ground. 
I  was  to  find  later  on  that  a  book  is  like 
a  child:  it  is  easier  to  bring  it  into  the 
world  than  to  control  it  when  it  is 
launched  there.  As  long  as  I  kept  sending 
my  novels  to  the  publishers,  they  were  as 


safe  from  publicity  as  they  would  have 
been  in  the  fire,  where  I  had  better,  per- 
haps, have  put  them.  But  when  I  flung 
them  aside  as  failures  they  almost  in- 
stantly began  to  shew  signs  of  life. 

The  Socialist  revival  of  the  eighties, 
into  which  I  had  plunged,  produced  the 
usual  crop  of  propagandist  magazines,  in 
the  conduct  of  which  payment  of  the 
printer  was  the  main  problem,  payment 
of  contributors  being  quite  out  of  the 
question.  The  editor  of  such  a  magazine 
can  never  count  on  a  full  supply  of  live 
matter  to  make  up  his  tale  of  pages.  But 
if  he  can  collect  a  stock  of  unreadable 
novels,  the  refuse  of  the  publishing  trade, 
and  a  stock  of  minor  poems  (the  world  is 
full  of  such  trash),  an  instalment  of  serial 
novel  and  a  few  verses  will  always  make 
up  the  magazine  to  any  required  size.  And 
this  was  how  I  found  a  use  at  last  for  my 
brown  paper  parcels.  It  seemed  a  matter 
of  no  more  consequence  than  stuffing  so 
many  broken  window-panes  with  them; 
but  it  had  momentous  consequences;  for 
in  this  way  four  of  the  five  got  printed 
and  published  in  London,  and  thus  in- 
cidentally became  the  common  property 
of  the  citizens  of  the  United  States  of 
America.  These  pioneers  did  not  at  first 
appreciate  their  new  acquisition;  and  no- 
thing particular  happened  except  that  the 
first  novel  (No.  5;  for  I  ladled  them  out 
to  the  Socialist  magazine  editors  in  in- 
verse order  of  composition)  made  me  ac- 
quainted with  William  Morris,  who,  to  my 
surprise,  had  been  reading  the  monthly 
instalments  with  a  certain  relish.  But  that 
only  proved  how  much  easier  it  is  to 
please  a  great  man  than  a  little  one,  especi- 
ally when  you  share  his  politics.  No.  5, 
called  An  Unsocial  Socialist,  was  followed 
by  No.  4,  Cashel  Byron's  Profession;  and 
Cashel  Byron  would  not  lie  quiet  in  his 
serial  grave,  but  presently  rose  and  walked 
as  a  book. 

It  happened  in  this  way.  The  name  of 
the  magazine  was  To-Day,  not  the  pre- 


692 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


sent  paper  of  that  name,  but  one  of  the 
many  To-days  which  are  now  Yester- 
days. It  had  several  editors,  among  them 
Mr  Belfort  Bax  and  the  late  James  Leigh 
Joynes;  but  all  the  editors  were  in  part- 
nership with  Mr  Henry  Hyde  Champion, 
who  printed  the  magazine,  and  conse- 
quently went  on  for  ever,  whilst  the  others 
came  and  went.  It  was  a  fantastic  busi- 
ness, Joynes  having  thrown  up  an  Eton 
mastership,  and  Champion  a  commission 
in  the  army,  at  the  call  of  Socialism.  But 
Champion's  pugnacity  survived  his  abdi- 
cated adjutancy:  he  had  an  unregenerate 
taste  for  pugilism,  and  liked  Cashel  Byron 
so  much  that  he  stereotyped  the  pages  of 
To-Day  which  it  occupied,  and  in  spite 
of  my  friendly  remonstrances,  hurled  on 
the  market  a  misshapen  shilling  edition. 
My  friend  Mr  William  Archer  reviewed 
it  prominently;  the  Saturday  Review,  al- 
ways susceptible  in  those  days  to  the  arts 
of  self-defence,  unexpectedly  declared  it 
the  novel  of  the  age;  Mr  W.  E.  Henley 
wanted  to  have  it  dramatized;  Stevenson 
wrote  a  letter  about  it,  of  which  more 
presently;  the  o ther  papers  hastily  searched 
their  waste-paper  baskets  for  it  and  re- 
viewed it,  mostly  rather  disappointedly; 
and  the  public  preserved  its  composure 
and  did  not  seem  to  care. 

That  shilling  edition  began  with  a  thou- 
sand copies;  but  it  proved  immortal.  I 
never  got  anything  out  of  it;  and  Mr 
Champion  never  got  anything  out  of  it; 
for  he  presently  settled  in  Australia,  and 
his  printing  presses  and  stereo  plates  were 
dispersed.  But  from  that  time  forth  die 
book  was  never  really  out  of  print;  and 
though  Messrs  Walter  Scott  soon  placed 
a  revised  shilling  edition  on  the  market, 
I  suspect  that  still,  in  some  obscure  print- 
ing office,  those  old  plates  of  Mr  Cham- 
pion's from  time  to  time  produce  a  "re- 
mainder" of  the  original  Modern  Press 
edition,  which  is  to  the  present  what  the 
Quarto  Hamlet  is  to  the  Folio. 

On  the  passing  of  To-Day,  I  became 


novelist  in  ordinary  to  a  magazine  called 
Our  Corner,  edited  by  Mrs  Annie  Besant. 
It  had  the  singular  habit  of  paying  for  its 
contributions,  and  was,  I  am  afraid,  to 
some  extent  a  device  of  Mrs  Besant's  for 
relieving  necessitous  young  propagand- 
ists without  wounding  their  pride  by 
open  almsgiving.  She  was  an  incorrigible 
benefactress,  and  probably  revenged  her- 
self for  my  freely  expressed  scorn  for  this 
weakness  by  drawing  on  her  private  ac- 
count to  pay  me  for  my  jejune  novels. 
At  last  Our  Corner  went  the  way  of  all 
propagandist  magazines,  completing  a 
second  nonage  novel  and  its  own  career 
at  the  same  moment.  This  left  me  with 
only  cne  unprinted  masterpiece,  my  Opus 
i,  which  had  cost  me  an  unconscionable 
quantity  of  paper,  and  was  called,  with 
merciless  fitness,  Immaturity.  Part  of  it 
had  by  this  time  been  devoured  by  mice, 
though  even  they  had  not  been  able  to 
finish  it.  To  this  day  it  has  never  escaped 
from  its  old  brown  paper  travelling  suit; 
and  I  only  mention  it  because  some  of  its 
characters  appear,  Trollope  fashion,  in 
the  later  novels.  I  do  not  think  any  of 
them  got  so  far  as  Cashel  Byron's  Pro- 
fession; but  the  Mrs  Hoskyn  and  her 
guests  who  appear  in  that  absurd  Chapter 
VI  are  all  borrowed  from  previous  works. 

The  unimportance  of  these  particulars 
must  be  my  apology  for  detailing  them 
to  a  world  that  finds  something  romantic 
in  what  are  called  literary  struggles.  How- 
ever, I  must  most  indignantly  deny  that 
I  ever  struggled.  I  wrote  the  books:  it 
was  the  publishers  who  struggled  with 
them,  and  struggled  in  vain.  The  public 
now  takes  up  the  struggle,  impelled,  not 
by  any  fresh  operations  of  mine,  but  by 
Literary  Destiny.  For  there  is  a  third  act 
to  my  tragedy. 

Not  long  ago,  when  the  memory  of 
the  brown  paper  parcels  of  1879-1883 
had  been  buried  under  twenty  years  of 
work,  I  learnt  from  the  American  papers 
that  the  list  of  book  sales  in  one  of  the 
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United  States  was  headed  by  a  certain 
novel  called  An  Unsocial  Socialist,  by 
Bernard  Shaw.  This  was  unmistakeably 
Opus  5  of  the  Novels  of  My  Nonage. 
Columbia  was  beginning  to  look  after 
her  hitherto  neglected  acquisition.  Ap- 
parently the  result  was  encouraging;  for 
presently  the  same  publisher  produced  a 
new  edition  of  Cashel  Byron's  Profession 
(Opus  4),  in  criticizing  which  the  more 
thoughtful  reviewers,  unaware  that  the 
publisher  was  working  backwards  through 
the  list,  pointed  out  the  marked  advance 
in  my  style,  the  surer  grip,  the  clearer 
form,  the  finer  art,  the  maturer  view  of 
the  world,  and  so  forth.  As  it  was  clearly 
unfair  that  my  own  American  publishers 
should  be  debarred  by  delicacy  towards  me 
from  exploiting  the  new  field  of  derelict 
fiction,  I  begged  them  to  make  the  most 
of  their  national  inheritance;  and  with  my 
full  approval,  Opus  3,  called  Love  Among 
the  Artists  (a  paraphrase  of  the  forgotten 
line  Love  Among  the  Roses)  followed. 
No  doubt  it  will  pay  its  way:  people  who 
will  read  An  Unsocial  Socialist  will  read 
anything.  But  the  new  enthusiasm  for 
Cashel  Byron  did  not  stop  here.  Ameri- 
can ladies  were  seized  with  a  desire  to  go 
on  the  stage  and  be  Lydia  Carew  for  two 
thrilling  hours.  American  actors  "saw 
themselves"  as  Cashel.  Mr  James  Corbett 
has  actually  appeared  on  the  New  York 
stage  in  the  part.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
now  that  my  novels,  so  long  left  for  dead 
in  the  forlorn-hope  magazines  of  the 
eighties,  have  arisen  and  begun  to  pro- 
pagate themselves  vigorously  throughout 
the  new  world  at  the  rate  of  a  dollar  and 
a  half  per  copy,  free  of  all  royalty  to  the 
flattered  author. 

Blame  not  me,  then,  reader,  if  these 
exercises  of  a  raw  apprentice  break  loose 
again  and  insist  on  their  right  to  live.  The 
world  never  did  know  chalk  from  cheese 
in  matters  of  art;  and,  after  all,  since  it  is 
only  the  young  and  the  old  who  have 
time  to  read,  the  rest  being  too  busy  liv- 


ing, my  exercises  may  be  fitter  for  the 
market  than  my  masterpieces. 

Cashel  Byron's  Profession  is  not  a  very 
venturesome  republication,  because,  as  I 
have  said,  the  story  has  never  been  really 
out  of  print.  But  for  some  years  after  the 
expiration  of  my  agreement  with  Messrs 
Walter  Scott  I  did  my  best  to  suppress 
it,  though  by  that  time  it  had  become  the 
subject  of  proposals  from  a  new  genera- 
tion of  publishers.  The  truth  is,  the  pre- 
ference for  this  particular  novel  annoyed 
me.  In  novel-writing  there  are  two  trust- 
worthy dodges  for  capturing  the  public. 
One  is  to  slaughter  a  child  and  pathosti- 
cate  over  its  deathbed  for  a  whole  chapter. 
The  other  is  to  describe  either  a  fight  or 
a  murder.  There  is  a  fight  in  Cashel 
Byron's  Profession:  that  profession  itself 
is  fighting;  and  here  lay  the  whole  school- 
boy secret  of  the  book's  little  vogue.  I 
had  the  old  grievance  of  the  author: 
people  will  admire  him  for  the  feats  that 
any  fool  can  achieve,  and  bear  malice 
against  him  for  boring  them  with  better 
work.  Besides,  my  conscience  was  not 
quite  easy  in  the  matter.  In  spite  of  all  my 
pains  to  present  the  prizefighter  and  his 
pursuits  without  any  romantic  glamor 
(for  indeed  the  true  artistic  material  of 
the  story  is  the  comedy  of  the  contrast 
between  the  realities  of  the  ring  and  the 
common  romantic  glorification  or  senti- 
mental abhorrence  of  it),  yet  our  non- 
combatant  citizens  are  so  fond  of  setting 
other  people  to  fight  that  the  only  effect 
of  such  descriptions  as  I  have  incidentally 
given  of  Cashel's  professional  perform- 
ances is  to  make  people  want  to  see 
something  of  the  sort  and  take  steps  ac- 
cordingly. This  tendency  of  the  book  was 
repugnant  to  me;  and  if  prizefighting 
were  a  sleeping  dog,  I  should  certainly 
let  it  lie,  in  spite  of  the  American  editions. 

Unfortunately  the  dog  is  awake,  bark- 
ing and  biting  vigorously.  Twenty  years 
ago  prizefighting  was  supposed  to  be 
dead.  Few  living  men  remembered  the 
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palmy  days  when  Tom  and  Jerry  went 
to  Jackson's  rooms  (where  Byron — not 
Cashel,  but  the  poet — studied  "the  noble 
art")  to  complete  their  education  as  Cor- 
inthians; when  Cribb  fought  Molyneux 
and  was  to  Tom  Spring  what  Skene  was 
to  Cashel  Byron;  when  Kemble  engaged 
Dutch  Sam  to  carry  on  the  war  with  the 
O.P.  rioters;  when  Sharpies'  portraits  of 
leading  bruisers  were  engraved  on  steel; 
when  Bell's  Life  was  a  fashionable  paper, 
and  Pierce  Egan's  Boxiana  a  more  ex- 
pensive publishing  enterprise  than  any 
modern  Badminton  volume.  The  sport 
was  supposed  to  have  died  of  its  own 
blackguardism  by  the  second  quarter  of 
the  century;  but  the  connoisseur  who  ap- 
proaches the  subject  without  moral  bias 
will,  I  think,  agree  with  me  that  it  must 
have  lived  by  its  blackguardism  and  died 
of  its  intolerable  tediousness;  for  all  prize- 
fighters are  not  Cashel  Byrons,  and  in 
barren  dreariness  and  futility  no  spectacle 
on  earth  can  contend  with  that  of  two 
exhausted  men  trying  for  hours  to  tire 
one  another  out  at  fisticuffs  for  the  sake 
of  their  backers.  The  Sayers  revival  in 
the  sixties  only  left  the  ring  more  dis- 
credited than  ever,  since  the  injuries  for- 
merly reserved  for  the  combatants  began, 
after  their  culmination  in  the  poisoning 
of  Heenan,  to  be  showered  on  the  referee; 
and  as  the  referee  was  usually  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  Bell's  Life  type  of  paper, 
which  naturally  organized  the  prizefights 
it  lived  by  reporting,  the  ring  went  under 
again,  this  time  undoubtedly  through  its 
blackguardism  and  violence  driving  away 
its  only  capable  organizers. 

In  the  eighties  many  apparently  lost 
causes  and  dead  enthusiasms  unexpectedly 
revived:  Imperialism,  Patriotism,  Reli- 
gion, Socialism,  and  many  other  things, 
including  prizefighting  in  an  aggravated 
form,  and  on  a  scale  of  commercial  profit 
and  publicity  which  soon  made  its  palmy 
days  insignificant  and  ridiculous  by  con- 
trast. A  modern  American  pugilist  makes 


more  by  a  single  defeat  than  Cribb  made 
by  all  his  victories.  It  is  this  fact  that  has 
decided  me  to  give  up  my  attempt  to  sup- 
press Cashel  Byron's  Profession.  Silence 
maybe  the  right  policy  on  a  dropped  sub- 
ject; but  on  a  burning  one  every  word 
that  can  cool  the  fervor  of  idolatry  with 
a  dash  of  cold  fact  has  its  value. 

I  need  not  postpone  a  comment  on  the 
vast  propaganda  of  pugnacity  in  modern 
fiction:  a  propaganda  that  must  be  met, 
not  by  shocked  silence,  but  by  counter- 
propaganda.  And  this  counter-propa- 
ganda must  not  take  the  usual  form  of 
"painting  the  horrors."  Horror  is  fascin- 
ating: the  great  criminal  is  always  a  popu- 
lar hero.  People  are  seduced  by  romance 
because  they  are  ignorant  of  reality;  and 
this  is  as  true  of  the  prize  ring  as  of  the 
battlefield.  The  intelligent  prizefighter  is 
not  a  knight-errant:  he  is  a  disillusioned 
man  of  business  trying  to  make  money 
at  a  certain  weight  and  at  certain  risks, 
not  of  bodily  injury  (for  a  bruise  is  soon 
cured),  but  of  pecuniary  loss.  When  he 
is  a  Jew,  a  negro,  a  gypsy,  or  a  recruit 
from  that  gypsified,  nomadic,  poaching, 
tinkering,  tramping  class  which  exists  in 
all  countries,  he  differs  from  the  phleg- 
matic John  Bull  pugilist  (an  almost  ex- 
tinct species)  exactly  as  he  would  differ 
from  him  in  any  other  occupation:  that  is, 
he  is  a  more  imaginative  liar,  a  more  ob- 
vious poser,  a  more  plausible  talker,  a 
vainer  actor,  a  more  reckless  gambler,  and 
more  easily  persuaded  that  he  is  beaten 
or  even  killed  when  he  has  only  received 
an  unusually  hard  punch.  The  unintelli- 
gent prizefighter  is  often  the  helpless  tool 
of  a  gang  of  gamblers,  backers,  and  show- 
men, who  set  him  on  to  fight  as  they 
might  set  on  a  dog.  And  the  spectacle  of 
a  poor  human  animal  fighting  faithfully 
for  his  backers,  like  a  terrier  killing  rats, 
or  a  racehorse  doing  its  best  to  win  a 
race  for  its  owner,  is  one  which  ought  to 
persuade  any  sensible  person  of  the  folly 
of  treating  the  actual  combatants  as  "the 
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principals"  in  a  prizefight.  Cockfighting 
was  not  suppressed  by  imprisoning  the 
cocks;  and  prizefighting  will  not  be  sup- 
pressed by  imprisoning  the  pugilists.  But, 
intelligent  or  unintelligent,  first  rate  like 
Cashel  Byron,  second  rate  like  Skene,  or 
third  rate  like  William  Paradise  in  this 
story,  the  prizefighter  is  no  more  what  the 
spectators  imagine  him  to  be  than  the 
lady  with  the  wand  and  star  in  the  panto- 
mime is  really  a  fairy  queen.  And  since 
Cashel  Byron's  Profession,  on  its  prize- 
fighting side,  is  an  attempt  to  take  the 
reader  behind  the  scenes  without  unfairly 
confusing  professional  pugilism  with  the 
blackguardly  environment  which  is  no 
more  essential  to  it  than  to  professional 
cricket,  and  which  is  now  losing  its  hold 
on  the  pugilist  through  the  substitution 
of  gate-money  at  boxing  exhibitions  for 
stakes  at  prizefights  as  his  means  of  liv- 
ing, I  think  I  may  let  it  go  its  way  with  a 
reasonable  prospect  of  seeing  it  do  more 
good  than  harm, 

It  may  even  help  in  the  Herculean  task 
of  eliminating  romantic  fisticuffs  from 
English  novels,  and  so  clear  them  from 
the  reproach  of  childishness  and  crudity 
which  they  certainly  deserve  in  this  re- 
spect. Even  in  the  best  nineteenth  century 
novels  the  heroes  knock  the  villains  down. 
Bulwer  Lytton's  Kenelm  Chillingly  was 
a  "scientific"  pugilist,  though  his  tech- 
nique will  hardly  be  recognized  by  ex- 
perts. Thackeray,  who,  when  defeated  in 
a  parliamentary  election,  publicly  com- 
pared himself  to  Gregson  beaten  by  Gully, 
loved  a  fight  almost  as  much  as  he  loved 
a  fool.  Even  the  great  Dickens  himself 
never  quite  got  away  from  this  sort  of 
schoolboyishness;  for  though  Jo  Gargery 
knocking  down  Orlick  is  much  more 
plausible  than  Oliver  Twist  punching  the 
head  of  Noah  Claypole,  still  the  principle 
is  the  same:  virtue  still  insists  on  victory, 
domination,  and  triumphant  assault  and 
battery.  It  is  true  that  Dombey  and  Son 
contains  a  pious  attempt  to  caricature  a 


prizefighter;  but  no  qualified  authority 
will  pretend  that  Dickens  caught  The 
Chicken's  point  of  view,  or  did  justice 
to  the  social  accomplishments  of  the  ring. 
Mr  Toots's  silly  admiration  of  the  poor 
boxer,  and  the  manner  in  which  the 
Chicken  and  other  professors  of  the  art 
of  self-defence  used  to  sponge  on  him, 
is  perfectly  true  to  life;  but  in  the  real 
pugilistic  world  so  profitable  a  gull  would 
soon  have  been  taken  out  of  the  hands 
of  the  Chicken  and  preyed  upon  by  much 
better  company.  It  is  true  that  if  the 
Chicken  had  been  an  unconquerable 
fighter,  he  might  have  maintained  a 
gloomy  eminence  in  spite  of  his  dulness 
and  disagreeable  manners;  but  Dickens 
gave  away  this  one  possible  excuse  by 
allowing  The  Larky  Boy  to  defeat  the 
Chicken  with  ignominy.  That  is  what  is 
called  poetic  justice.  It  is  really  poetic 
criminal  law;  and  it  is  almost  as  dishonest 
and  vindictive  as  real  criminal  law.  In 
plain  fact  the  pugilistic  profession  is  like 
any  other  profession:  common  sense, 
good  manners,  and  a  social  turn  count 
for  as  much  in  it  as  they  do  elsewhere: 
and  as  the  pugilist  makes  a  good  deal  of 
money  by  teaching  gentlemen  to  box,  he 
has  to  learn  to  behave  himself,  and  often 
succeeds  very  much  better  than  the  aver- 
age middle-class  professional  man.  Shake- 
spear  was  much  nearer  the  mark  when  he 
made  Autolycus  better  company,  and 
Charles  the  Wrestler  a  better-mannered 
man,  than  Ajax  or  Cloten.  If  Dickens 
had  really  known  the  ring,  he  would 
have  made  the  Chicken  either  a  Sayers  in 
professional  ability  or  a  Sam  Weller  in 
sociability.  A  successful  combination  of 
personal  repulsiveness  with  professional 
incompetence  is  as  impossible  there  as  at 
the  bar  or  in  the  faculty.  The  episode  of 
the  Chicken,  then,  must  be  dismissed,  in 
spite  of  its  hero's  tempting  suggested 
remedy  for  Mr  Dombey's  stiffness,  as  a 
futile  atonement  for  the  heroic  fisticuffs 
of  Oliver  Twist  and  Co. 
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There  is  an  abominable  vein  of  retalia- 
tory violence  all  through  the  literature  of 
the  nineteenth  century.  Whether  it  is 
Macaulay  describing  the  flogging  of  Titus 
Gates,  or  Dickens  inventing  the  scene  in 
which  old  Martin  Chuzzlewit  bludgeons 
Pecksniff,  the  curious  childishness  of  the 
English  character,  its  naughty  relish  for 
primitive  brutalities  and  tolerance  of 
physical  indignities,  its  unreasoning  de- 
structiveness  when  incommoded,  crop  up 
in  all  directions.  The  childishness  has  its 
advantages:  its  want  of  foresight  prevents 
the  individual  from  carrying  weapons,  as 
it  prevents  the  nation  from  being  prepared 
for  war;  its  forgetfulness  prevents  ven- 
dettas and  prolonged  malice-bearing;  its 
simplicity  and  transparency  save  it  from 
the  more  ingenious  and  complicated 
forms  of  political  corruption.  In  short,  it 
has  those  innocences  of  childhood  which 
are  a  necessary  result  of  its  impotences. 
But  it  has  no  true  sense  of  human  dignity. 
The  son  of  a  Russian  noble  is  not  flogged 
at  school,  because  he  commits  suicide 
sooner  than  survive  the  outrage  to  his 
self-respect.  The  son  of  an  English  noble 
has  no  more  sense  of  dignity  than  the 
master  who  flogs  him:  flogging  may  be 
troublesome  to  the  flogger  and  painful  to 
the  floggee;  but  the  notion  that  the  trans- 
action is  disgusting  to  the  public  and  dis- 
honorable and  disgraceful  to  the  parties 
is  as  unintelligible  and  fantastic  in  Eng- 
land as  it  is  in  a  nursery  anywhere.  The 
moment  the  Englishman  gets  away  from 
Eton,  he  begins  to  enjoy  and  boast  of 
flogging  as  an  institution.  A  school  where 
boys  are  flogged  and  where  they  settle 
their  quarrels  by  fighting  with  their  fists 
he  calls,  not,  as  one  might  expect,  a  school 
of  childishness,  but  a  school  of  manliness. 
And  he  gradually  persuades  himself  that 
all  Englishmen  can  use  their  fists,  which 
is  about  as  true  as  the  parallel  theory  that 
every  Frenchman  can  handle  a  foil  and 
that  every  Italian  carries  a  stiletto.  And 
so,  though  he  himself  has  never  fought 


a  pitched  battle  at  school,  and  does  not, 
pugilistically  speaking,  know  his  right 
hand  from  his  left;  though  his  neighbors 
are  as  peaceful  and  as  nervous  as  he; 
though  if  he  knocked  a  man  down  or  saw 
one  of  his  friends  do  it,  the  event  would 
stand  out  in  his  history  like  a  fire  or  a 
murder;  yet  he  not  only  tolerates  un- 
stinted knockings-down  in  fiction,  but 
actually  founds  his  conception  of  his 
nation  and  its  destiny  on  these  imaginary 
outrages,  and  at  last  comes  to  regard  a 
plain  statement  of  the  plain  fact  that  the 
average  respectable  Englishman  knows 
rather  less  about  fighting  than  he  does 
about  flying,  as  a  paradoxical  extrava- 
gance. 

And  so  every  popular  English  novel 
becomes  a  gospel  of  pugilism.  Cashel 
Byron's  Profession,  then,  is  like  any  other 
novel  in  respect  of  its  hero  punching 
people's  heads.  Its  novelty  consists  in  the 
fact  that  an  attempt  is  made  to  treat  the 
art  of  punching  seriously,  and  to  detach 
it  from  the  general  elevation  of  moral 
character  with  which  the  ordinary  novel- 
ist persists  in  associating  it. 

Here,  therefore,  the  prizefighter  is  not 
idolized.  I  have  given  Cashel  Byron  every 
advantage  a  prizefighter  can  have:  health 
and  strength  and  pugilistic  genius.  But 
by  pugilistic  genius  I  mean  nothing  vague, 
imaginary,  or  glamorous.  In  all  walks  of 
life  men  are  to  be  found  who  seem  to  have 
powers  of  divination.  For  example,  you 
propound  a  complicated  arithmetical  pro- 
blem: say  the  cubing  of  a  number  con- 
taining four  digits.  Give  me  a  slate  and 
half  an  hour's  time,  and  I  can  produce  a 
wrong  answer.  But  there  are  men  to 
whom  the  right  answer  is  instantly  ob- 
vious without  any  consciousness  of  calcu- 
lation on  their  part.  Ask  such  a  man  to 
write  a  description  or  put  a  somewhat 
complicated  thought  into  words;  and  he 
will  take  my  slate  and  blunder  over  it  in 
search  of  words  for  half  an  hour,  finally 
putting  down  the  wrong  ones;  whilst  for 
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a  Shakespear  the  words  are  there  in  due 
style  and  measure  as  soon  as  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  thing  to  be  described  or 
the  formation  of  the  thought.  Now  there 
are  pugilists  to  whom  the  process  of  aim- 
ing and  estimating  distance  in  hitting,  of 
considering  the  evidence  as  to  what  their 
opponent  is  going  to  do,  arriving  at  a 
conclusion,  and  devizing  and  carrying 
out  effective  counter-measures,  is  as  in- 
stantaneous and  unconscious  as  the  calcu- 
lation of  the  born  arithmetician  or  the 
verbal  expression  of  the  born  writer.  This 
is  not  more  wonderful  than  the  very 
complicated  and  deeply  considered  feats 
of  breathing  and  circulating  the  blood, 
which  everybody  does  continually  with- 
out thinking;  but  it  is  much  rarer,  and  so 
has  a  miraculous  appearance.  A  man  with 
this  gift,  and  with  no  physical  infirmities 
to  disable  him,  is  a  born  prizefighter.  He 
need  have  no  other  exceptional  qualities, 
courage  least  of  all:  indeed  there  are  in- 
stances on  record  of  prizefighters  who 
have  only  consented  to  persevere  with  a 
winning  fight  when  a  mirror  has  been 
brought  to  convince  them  that  their  faces 
were  undamaged  and  their  injuries  and 
terrors  imaginary.  "Stage  fright"  is  as 
common  in  the  ring  as  elsewhere:  I  have 
myself  seen  a  painful  exhibition  of  it 
from  a  very  rough  customer  who  pre- 
sently knocked  out  his  opponent  without 
effort,  by  instinct.  The  risks  of  the  ring 
are  limited  by  rules  and  conditions  to 
such  an  extent  that  the  experienced  prize- 
fighter is  much  more  afraid  of  the  black- 
guardism of  the  spectators  than  of  his 
opponent:  he  takes  care  to  have  a  strong 
body  of  supporters  in  his  corner,  and  to 
keep  carefully  away  from  the  opposite 
corner.  Courage  is  if  anything  rather 
scarcer,  because  less  needed,  in  the  ring 
than  out  of  it;  and  there  are  civil  occupa- 
tions which  many  successful  prizefighters 
would  fail  in,  or  fear  to  enter,  for  want 
of  nerve.  For  the  ring,  like  all  romantic 
institutions,  has  a  natural  attraction  for 


hysterical  people. 

When  a  pugilistic  genius  of  the  Cashel 
Byron  type  appeared  in  the  ring  of  his 
day,  it  soon  became  evident  to  the  betting 
men  on  whom  the  institution  depended, 
that  it  was  useless  to  back  clever  boxers 
against  him;  for,  as  the  second  Lytton 
(Owen  Meredith)  wrote — 

Talk  not  of  genius  baffled:  genius  is  master 

of  man. 
Genius  does  what  it  must;  and  Talent  does 

what  it  can. 

But  there  is  a  well-known  way  of  defeat- 
ing the  pugilistic  genius.  There  are  hard- 
fisted,  hard-hitting  men  in  the  world,  who 
will,  with  the  callousness  of  a  ship's 
figurehead,  and  almost  with  its  helpless- 
ness in  defence,  take  all  the  hammering 
that  genius  can  give  them,  and,  when 
genius  can  hammer  no  more  from  mere 
exhaustion,  give  it  back  its  blows  with 
interest  and  vanquish  it.  All  pugilism  lies 
between  these  two  extremes  typified  by 
Cashel  Byron  and  William  Paradise;  and 
it  is  because  the  Paradises  are  as  likely  to 
win  as  the  Byrons,  and  are  by  no  means 
so  scarce,  that  the  case  for  fist  fighting, 
with  gloves  or  without,  as  a  discipline  in 
the  higher  athletic  qualities,  moral  and 
physical,  imposes  only  on  people  who 
have  no  practical  knowledge  of  the  sub- 
ject. 


On  a  previous  page  I  have  alluded  to 
a  letter  from  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  to 
Mr  William  Archer  about  Cashel  Byron's 
Profession.  Part  of  that  letter  has  been 
given  to  the  public  in  the  second  volume 
of  Mr  Sidney  Colvin's  edition  of  Steven- 
son's letters  (Methuen,  1900).  But  no 
document  concerning  a  living  person  of 
any  consequence  (by  which  I  mean  a  per- 
son with  money  enough  to  take  an  action 
for  libel)  is  ever  published  in  England 
unless  its  contents  are  wholly  compli- 
mentary. Stevenson's  letters  were  prob- 
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ably  all  unfit  for  publication  in  this  re- 
spect. Certainly  the  one  about  Cashel 
Byron's  Profession  was;  and  Mr  Sidney 
Colvin,  out  of  consideration  for  me  and 
for  his  publishers  and  printers,  politely 
abbreviated  it.  Fortunately  the  original 
letter  is  still  in  the  hands  of  Mr  Archer. 
I  need  not  quote  the  handsome  things 
which  Mr  Colvin  selected,  as  they  have 
been  extensively  reprinted  in  America  to 
help  the  sale  of  the  reprints  there.  But 
here  is  the  suppressed  portion,  to  which 
I  leave  the  last  word,  having  no  more  to 
say  than  that  the  book  is  now  reprinted, 
not  from  the  old  Modern  Press  edition 
which  Stevenson  read,  but  from  the  re- 
vised text  issued  afterwards  by  Messrs 
Walter  Scott,  from  which  certain  " little 
bits  of  Socialism  daubed  in"  for  the  edi- 
fication of  the  readers  of  To-Day  were 
either  painted  out  or  better  harmonized 
with  the  rest.  I  had  intended  to  make  no 
further  revision;  and  I  have  in  fact  made 
none  of  any  importance;  but  in  reading 
the  proofs  my  pen  positively  jumped  to 
humanize  a  few  passages  in  which  the 
literary  professionalism  with  which  my 
heroine  expresses  herself  (this  profession- 
alism is  usually  called  "style"  in  England) 
went  past  all  bearing.  I  have  also  in- 
dulged myself  by  varying  a  few  sentences, 
and  inserting  one  or  two  new  ones,  so 
as  to  enable  the  American  publisher  to 
secure  copyright  in  this  edition.  But  I 
have  made  no  attempt  to  turn  an  1882 
novel  Into  a  twentieth  century  one;  and 
the  few  alterations  are,  except  for  legal 
purposes,  quite  negligible. 

And  now  for  the  suppressed  part  of 
Stevenson's  verdict,  which  is  in  the  form 


of  an  analysis  of  the  book's  composition. 

"Charles  Reade         .        .     i    part 

Henry  James  or  some  kin- 
dred author,  badly 
assimilated  .  .  i  part 

Disraeli  (perhaps  uncon- 
scious) .  |  part 

Struggling,  overlaid  orig- 
inal talent  .  i£  part 

Blooming  gaseous  folly    .     i    part 

"That  is  the  equation  as  it  stands. 
What  it  may  become,  I  dont  know,  nor 
any  other  man.  Vixere  fortes — O,  let  him 
remember  that — let  him  beware  of  his 
damned  century:  his  gifts  of  insane 
chivalry  and  animated  narration  are  just 
those  that  might  be  slain  and  thrown 
out  like  an  untimely  birth  by  the  Daemon 
of  the  Epoch. 

"And  if  he  only  knew  how  I  had 
enjoyed  the  chivalry!  Bashville  —  O 
Bashville! /en  chortle!  (which  is  finely 
polygot)." 

1901. 

POSTSCRIPT  TWENTYNINE  YEARS 
LATER.  Pages  viii  and  ix1  of  this  preface 
must  be  read  with  some  reservations. 
Belfort  Bax,  Henry  Hyde  Champion, 
William  Archer,  and  W.  E.  Henley  are  no 
longer  Misters:  they  are  all  dead.  And  the 
novel  that  "never  escaped  from  its  brown 
travelling  suit"  has  at  last  escaped,  to  be 
published  for  the  first  time  in  the  Col- 
lected Edition  of  my  works  fifty  years 
after  I  wrove  Finis  on  its  last  page. 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  PREFACE 

The  early  history  of  the  play  which 
forms  this  first  volume  of  the  "Independ- 
ent Theatre  Series"  has  been  given  by 
Mr  William  Archer  in  The  World  of  the 
i4th  December  1892,  in  the  following 
terms:  — 

'Tartly  to  facilitate  the  labours  of  Mr 
George  Bernard  Shaw's  biographers,  and 
partly  by  way  of  relieving  my  own  con- 
science, I  think  I  ought  to  give  a  short 
history  of  the  genesis  of  Widowers' 
Houses.  Far  away  back  in  the  olden  days 
{1885],  while  as  yet  the  Independent 
Theatre  slumbered  in  the  womb/  of 
Time,  together  with  the  New  Drama, 
the  New  Criticism,  the  New  Humour, 
and  all  the  other  glories  of  our  re- 
novated world,  I  used  to  be  a  daily  fre- 
quenter of  the  British  Museum  Reading 
Room.  Even  more  assiduous  in  his  attend- 
ance was  a  young  man  of  tawny  com- 
plexion and  attire,  beside  whom  I  used 
frequently  to  find  myself  seated.  My 

odd  conjunc- 


__ 

tion  of  his  subjects  of  research.  Day  after 
day  for  weeks  he  had  before  him  two 
books,  which  he  studied  alternately,  if  not 
simultaneously  —  Karl  Marx's  Das  Kapital 
(in  French),  and  an  orchestral  score  of 
Tristan  und  Isolde.  I  did  not  know  then 
how  exactly  this  quaim  juxtaposition 
symbolised  the  main  interests  of  his  life. 
Presently  I  met  him  at  the  house  of  a 
common  acquaintance,  and  we  conversed 
for  the  first  time.  I  learned  from  himself 
that  he  was  the  author  of  several  unpub- 
lished masterpieces  of  fiction.  Construc- 
tion, he  owned  with  engaging  modesty, 
was  not  his  strong  point,  but  his  dialogue 
was  incomparable.  Now,  in  those  days, 


I  had  still  a  certain  hankering  after  the 
rewards,  if  not  the  glories,  of  the  play- 
wright. With  a  modesty  in  no  way  in- 
ferior to  Mr  Shaw's,  I  had  realised  that  I 
could  not  write  dialogue  a  bit;  but  I  still 
considered  myself  a  born  constructor.  So 
I  proposed,  and  Mr  Shaw  agreed  to,  a 
collaboration.  I  was  to  provide  him  with 
one  of  the  numerous  plots  I  kept  in  stock, 
and  he  was  to  write  the  dialogue.  So  said, 
so  done.  I  drew  out,  scene  by  scene,  the 
scheme  of  a  twaddling  cup-and-saucer 
comedy  vaguely  suggested  by  Augier's 
Ceinture  Doree.  The  details  I  forget,  but 
I  know  it  was  to  be  called  Rhinegold,  was 
to  open,  as  Widowers'  Houses  actually 
does,  in  a  hotel-garden  on  the  Rhine,  and 
was  to  have  two  heroines,  a  sentimental 
and  a  comic  one,  according  to  the  accepted 
Robertson-Byron-Carton  formula.  I  fancy 
the  hero  was  to  propose  to  the  sentimental 
heroine,  believing  her  to  be  the  poor  niece 
instead  of  the  rich  daughter  of  the  sweater, 
or  slum-landlord,  or  whatever  he  may 
have  been;  and  I  know  he  was  to  carry  on 
in  the  most  heroic  fashion,  and  was  ulti- 
mately to  succeed  in  throwing  the  tainted 
treasure  of  his  father-in-law,  metaphoric- 
ally speaking,  into  the  Rhine.  All  this  I 
gravely  propounded  to  Mr  Shaw,  who 
listened  with  no  less  admirable  gravity. 
Then  I  thought  the  matter  had  dropped, 
for  I  heard  no  more  of  it  for  many  weeks. 
I  used  to  see  Mr  Shaw  at  the  Museum, 
laboriously  writing  page  after  page  of  the 
most  exquisitely  neat  shorthand  at  the  rate 
of  about  three  words  a  minute;  but  it  did 
not  occur  to  me  that  this  was  our  play. 
After  about  six  weeks  he  said  to  me, 
'Look  here,  I've  written  half  the  first  act 
of  that  comedy,  and  I've  used  up  all  your 
plot.  Now  I  want  some  more  to  go  on 
with.'  I  told  him  that  my  plot  was  a 
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rounded  and  perfect  organic  whole,  and 
that  I  could  no  more  eke  it  out  in  this 
fashion  than  I  could  provide  him  or  myself 
with  a  set  of  supplementary  arms  and  legs. 
I  begged  him  to  extend  his  shorthand  and 
let  me  see  what  he  had  done;  but  this 
would  have  taken  him  far  too  long.  He 
tried  to  decipher  some  of  it  orally,  but  the 
process  was  too  lingering  and  painful  for 
endurance.  So  he  simply  gave  me  an  out- 
line in  narrative  of  what  he  had  done;  and 
I  saw  that,  so  far  from  having  used  up  my 
plot,  he  had  not  even  touched  it.  There 
the  matter  rested  for  months  and  years. 
Mr  Shaw  would  now  and  then  hold  out 
vague  threats  of  finishing  'our  play/  but 
I  felt  no  serious  alarm.  I  thought  (judging 
from  my  own  experience  in  other  cases) 
that  when  he  came  to  read  over  in  cold 
blood  what  he  had  written,  he  would  see 
what  impossible  stuff  it  was.  Perhaps  my 
free  utterance  of  this  view  piqued  him; 
perhaps  he  felt  impelled  to  remove  from 
the  Independent  Theatre  the  reproach  of 
dealing  solely  in  foreign  products.  The 
fire  of  his  genius,  at  all  events,  was  not  to 
be  quenched  by  my  persistent  applica- 
tions of  the  wet-blanket.  He  finished  his 
play;  Mr  Grein,  as  in  duty  bound,  ac- 
cepted it;  and  the  result  was  the  perform- 
ance of  Friday  last  [9th  Dec.  1892]  at  the 
Independent  Theatre." 

To  this  history  I  have  little  to  add.  The 
circumstances  occurred,  in  the  main,  as 
Mr  Archer  states  them.  But  I  most  strenu- 
ously deny  that  there  is  any  such  great 
difference  between  his  Rhinegold  and 
Widowers'  Houses  as  he  supposes.  I  ap- 
peal to  the  impartial  public,  which  has 
now  both  my  play  and  Mr  Archer's  story 
before  it,  to  judge  whether  I  did  not  deal 
faithfully  with  him.  The  Rhine  hotel  gar- 
den, the  hero  proposing  to  the  heroine  in 
ignorance  of  the  source  of  her  father's 
wealth,  the  "tainted  treasure  of  the  father- 
in-law,"  the  renunciation  of  it  by  the 
lover:  all  these  will  be  found  as  promi- 


nently in  the  pages  of  the  play  as  in  Mr 
Archer's  description  of  the  fable  which  he 
persists  in  saying  I  did  "not  even  touch/' 
As  a  matter  of  fact  the  dissolution  of  part- 
nership between  us  came  when  I  told  him 
that  I  had  finished  up  the  renunciation 
and  wanted  some  more  story  to  go  on 
with,  as  I  was  only  in  the  middle  of  the 
second  act.  He  said  that  according  to  his 
calculation  the  renunciation  ought  to  have 
landed  me  at  the  end  of  the  play.  I  could 
only  reply  that  his  calculation  did  not 
work  out,  and  that  he  must  supply  fur- 
ther material.  This  he  most  unreasonably 
refused  to  do;  and  I  had  eventually  to  fish 
up  the  tainted  treasure  out  of  the  Rhine, 
so  to  speak,  and  make  it  last  out  another 
act  and  a  half,  which  I  had  to  invent  all 
by  myself.  Clearly,  then,  he  was  the 
defaulter;  and  I  am  the  victim. 

It  will  have  been  noted  by  the  attentive 
reader  that  what  I  have  called  a  story,  Mr 
Archer  calls  a  plot;  and  that  he  mentions 
two  heroines,  introduced  for  the  sole  pur- 
pose of  being  mistaken  for  one  another. 
Now,  I  confess  to  discarding  the  second 
daughter.  She  was  admittedly  a  mere  joist 
in  the  plot;  and  I  had  then,  have  now,  and 
have  always  had,  an  utter  contempt  for 
"constructed"  works  of  art.  How  any 
man  in  his  senses  can  deliberately  take  as 
his  model  the  sterile  artifice  of  Wilkie 
Collins  or  Scribe,  and  repudiate  the 
natural  artistic  activity  of  Fielding,  Gold- 
smith, Defoe  and  Dickens,  not  to  men- 
tion ^Eschylus  and  Shakespear,  is  beyond 
argument  with  me:  those  who  entertain 
such  preferences  are  obviously  incapable 
people,  who  prefer  a  "well  made  play"  to 
King  Lear  exactly  as  they  prefer  acrostics 
to  sonnets.  As  a  fictionist,  my  natural  way 
is  to  imagine  characters  and  spin  out  a 
story  about  them,  whether  I  am  writing  a 
novel  or  a  play;  and  I  please  myself  by 
reflecting  that  this  has  been  the  way  of  all 
great  masters  of  fiction.  At  the  same  time 
I  am  quite  aware  that  a  writer  with  the 
necessary  constructive  ingenuity,  and  the 
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itch  for  exercising  it  for  its  own  sake,  can 
entertain  audiences  or  readers  very  agree- 
ably by  carefully  constructing  and  un- 
ravelling mysteries  and  misunderstand- 
ings; and  that  this  ingenuity  may  be 
associated  with  sufficient  creative  imagin- 
ation to  give  a  considerable  show  of 
humanity  and  some  interest  of  character 
to  the  puppets  contrived  for  the  purpose 
of  furthering  the  plot.  The  line  between 
the  authors  who  place  their  imagination 
at  the  service  of  their  ingenuity  and  those 
who  place  their  ingenuity  at  the  service  of 
their  imagination  may  be  hard  to  draw 
with  precise  justice  (to  Edgar  Allan  Poe, 
for  instance!);  but  it  is  clear  that  if  we 
draw  it  as  an  equator,  Scribe  and  the  plot 
constructors  will  be  at  the  south  pole,  and 
^Eschylus  and  the  dramatic  poets  at  the 
north.  Now,  Archer's  Rhinegold,  in  the 
absence  of  any  convincing  evidence  that 
I  was  an  ^Eschylus,  was  designed  for  the 
southern  hemisphere;  and  Widowers' 
Houses  was  built  for  the  north.  I  told  the 
story,  but  discarded  the  plot;  and  Archer 
at  once  perceived  that  this  step  made  the 
enterprise  entirely  my  own,  since  the  re- 
sultant play,  whether  good  or  bad,  must 
on  my  method  be  a  growth  out  of  the 
stimulated  imagination  of  the  actual  writer, 
and  not  a  manufactured  article  constructed 
by  an  artisan  according  to  plans  and 
specifications  supplied  by  an  inventor. 
The  collaboration  was  therefore  dropped; 
and  after  finishing  the  second  act,  so  as  to 
avoid  leaving  a  loose  end,  and  noting 
such  beginnings  of  the  third  as  had  al- 
ready sprouted,  I  left  the  work  aside  for 
seven  years  and  thought  no  more  of  it. 
Last  August,  having  been  rather  over- 
worked by  the  occurrence  of  a  General 
Election  at  the  busiest  part  of  the  journal- 
istic season  in  London,  I  could  do  no- 
thing for  a  while  but  potter  aimlessly  over 
my  old  papers,  among  which  I  came 
across  the  manuscript  of  the  play;  and  it 
so  tickled  me  that  I  there  and  then  sat 
down  and  finished  it.  But  for  Mr  Grein 


and  the  Independent  Theatre  Society  it 
would  probably  have  gone  back  to  its 
drawer  and  lain  there  for  another  seven 
years,  if  not  for  ever. 

Some  idea  of  the  discussion  which  fol- 
lowed the  performance  may  be  gathered 
from  the  appendices  which  will  be  found 
at  the  end  of  this  preface.  The  entire 
novelty  on  the  stage  of  the  standpoint 
taken,  which  is  impartially  Socialistic, 
greatly  confused  the  critics,  especially 
those  who  are  in  the  habit  of  accepting  as 
Socialism  that  spirit  of  sympathy  with  the 
poor  and  indignant  protest  against  suffer- 
ing and  injustice  which,  in  modern  litera- 
ture, culminated  in  Victor  Hugo's  Les 
Miserables,  and  has  lately  been  forced  into 
the  theatre  by  the  pressure  of  the  Socialist 
propaganda  outside.  This  "stage  Social- 
ism" is  represented  in  my  play  by  the 
good-natured  compunction  of  my  hero, 
who  conceives  the  horrors  of  the  slums  as 
merely  the  result  of  atrocious  individual 
delinquency  on  the  part  of  the  slum  land- 
lord. In  spite  of  the  unanswerable  way  in 
which  the  shallowness  and  impractica- 
bility of  this  view  are  exposed  at  once  by 
a  single  speech  from  a  practical  business 
man,  many  of  my  critics  were  unable  to 
rid  themselves  of  it.  They  dismissed  the 
man  of  business  as  a  sophistical  villain, 
and  so  got  hopelessly  astray  as  to  the 
characterization  in  the  piece.  My  portrait- 
ure of  Lickcheese,  the  slum  rent  collector, 
an  effective  but  quite  common  piece  of 
work,  pleased  better  than  any  of  the  rest. 
My  technical  skill  as  a  playwright  sus- 
tained many  attacks,  all  based  on  the  as- 
sumption that  the  only  admissible  stage 
technique  is  the  technique  of  plot  con- 
struction, an  assumption  which  excludes 
Shakespear  and  Goethe  from  the  ranks  of 
competent  stage  workmen,  and  which 
therefore  appears  to  me  to  reduce  itself  to 
absurdity,  although  I  am  well  aware  that 
many  of  our  critics  look  on  Shakespear 
and  Goethe  as  literary  men  who  were  un- 
fortunately disabled  from  producing  good 
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acting  plays  by  their  deficiency  in  the 
stagecraft  of  the  ordinary  farcical  comedy 
writer  and  melodramatist.  It  was  further 
objected  that  my  play,  being  didactic,  was 
therefore  not  a  work  of  art — a  proposi- 
tion which,  if  examined,  will  be  found  to 
mean  either  that  the  world's  acknow- 
ledged masterpieces  are  not  works  of  art, 
or  else  exactly  nothing  at  all.  Now,  I  sub- 
mit that  I  could  not  reasonably  be  ex- 
pected to  defer  to  the  authority  of  canons 
of  art  which  no  artist  acknowledges,  and  in 
subjection  to  which  no  art  would  be  pos- 
sible, even  if  I  had  not,  by  my  practice  in 
the  profession  of  music  critic  during  the 
remarkable  development  effected  both  in 
that  art  and  in  its  criticism  by  Richard 
Wagner,  been  sufficiently  trained  in  criti- 
cal processes  to  recognize  the  objections 
I  have  cited  as  nothing  more  than  the 
common  fallacies  and  ineptitudes  into 
which  all  critics  fall  when  first  confronted 
with  a  progressive  movement.  I  have  also 
practised  picture  criticism,  and  have  had 
to  make  up  my  mind  as  to  the  pre- 
Raphaelite  movement  and  the  Impression- 
ist movement,  with  the  result  that  I  have 
come  to  suspect  dramatic  critics  of  never 
having  had  to  make  up  their  minds  about 
anything,  owing  to  the  fact  that  until  the 
advent  of  Ibsen  the  other  day  there  had 
not  for  many  years  been  anything  worth 
calling  a  movement  in  dramatic  art.  I  by 
no  means  undervalued  their  like  or  dislike 
of  my  work,  which  was  written  as  much 
to  please  them  as  anyone  else;  but,  as  an 
expert,  I  found  their  critical  analysis  any- 
thing but  skilful,  and  their  power  of  im- 
posing on  themselves  by  phrase-making, 
boundless.  Even  the  best  of  the  younger 
school  will  occasionally  be  satisfied  that 
he  has  quite  accounted  for  an  unexpected 
speech  by  dismissing  it  as  a  wanton  para- 
dox (without  any  consciousness  of  having 
insulted  the  author);  or  he  will  dispose  of 
an  incident  by  pointing  out  that  it  is  "in- 
consistent"; or,  if  he  wishes  to  be  speci- 
ally ingenious,  he  will  say  of  a  character 


— a  red-haired  one,  for  instance — that  it 
is  not  a  human  being  at  all,  but  a  type  of 
the  red-haired  variety  of  mankind.  I  make 
free  to  criticize  my  critics  thus  because 
some  of  them  are  my  personal  friends; 
others  have  dealt  so  handsomely  by  me 
that  I  cannot  very  well  except  them  with- 
out a  ridiculous  appearance  of  returning 
the  compliment;  and  the  rest  will  be  all 
the  better  for  being  brought  to  book.  Be- 
sides, I  may  offer  my  Quintessence  of 
Ibsenism,  written  and  published  before 
there  was  any  question  of  finishing  or 
producing  Widowers'  Houses,  as  a  sub- 
stantial proof  that  my  interest  in  the  art  of 
criticism  is  not  at  bottom  merely  the  pro- 
test of  my  own  sensitiveness  against  the 
very  disrespectful  way  in  which  my  work 
has  been  handled  in  various  quarters.  There 
must,  however,  be  no  mistake  as  to  the 
ground  upon  which  I  challenge  criticism 
for  the  play,  now  that  I  submit  it  in  print 
to  the  public.  It  is  a  propagandist  play — 
a  didactic  play — a  play  with  a  purpose; 
but  I  do  not  therefore  claim  any  special 
indulgence  for  it  from  people  who  go  to 
the  theatre  to  be  entertained.  I  offer  it  as 
a  technically  good  practicable  stage  play, 
one  which  will,  if  adequately  acted,  hold 
its  proper  audience  and  drive  its  story 
home  to  the  last  word. 

But  in  claiming  place  for  my  play 
among  works  of  art,  I  must  make  a  melan- 
choly reservation.  One  or  two  friendly 
readers  may  find  it  interesting,  amusing, 
even  admirable,  as  far  as  a  mere  topical 
farce  can  excite  admiration;  but  nobody 
will  find  it  a  beautiful  or  lovable  work.  It 
is  saturated  with  the  vulgarity  of  the  life 
it  represents:  the  people  do  not  speak 
nobly,  live  gracefully,  or  sincerely  face 
their  own  position:  the  author  is  not 
giving  expression  in  pleasant  fancies  to 
the  underlying  beauty  and  romance  of 
happy  life,  but  dragging  up  to  the  smooth 
surface  of  "respectability"  a  handful  of 
the  slime  and  foulness  of  its  polluted  bed, 
and  playing  off  your  laughter  at  the  scan- 
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dal  of  the  exposure  against  your  shudder 
at  its  blackness.  I  offer  it  as  my  own  criti- 
cism of  the  author  of  Widowers'  Houses 
that  the  disillusion  which  makes  all  great 
dramatic  poets  tragic  has  here  made  him 
only  derisive;  and  derision  is  by  common 
consent  a  baser  atmosphere  than  that  of 
tragedy.  I  had  better  have  written  a 
beautiful  play,  like  Twelfth  Night,  or  a 
grand  play,  like  the  tragic  masterpieces; 
but,  frankly,  I  was  not  able  to:  modern 
commercialism  is  a  bad  art  school,  and 
cannot,  with  all  its  robberies,  murders  and 
prostitutions,  move  us  in  the  grand  man- 
ner to  pity  and  terror:  it  is  squalid,  futile, 
blundering,  mean,  ridiculous,  for  ever  un- 
easily pretending  to  be  the  wide-minded, 
humane,  enterprising  thing  it  is  not.  It  is 
not  my  fault,  reader,  that  my  art  is  the 
expression  of  my  sense  of  moral  and  in- 
tellectual perversity  rather  than  of  my 
sense  of  beauty.  My  life  has  been  passed 
mostly  in  big  modern  towns,  where  my 
sense  of  beauty  has  been  starved  whilst 
my  intellect  has  been  gorged  with  prob- 
lems like  that  of  the  slums  in  this  play, 
until  at  last  I  have  come,  in  a  horrible  sort 
of  way,  to  relish  them  enough  to  make 
them  the  subjects  of  my  essays  as  an  artist. 
Such  art  as  can  come  out  of  these  condi- 
tions for  a  man  of  my  endowment  I  claim 
to  have  put  into  my  work;  and  therefore 
you  will  please  judge  it,  not  as  a  pamphlet 
in  dialogue,  but  as  in  intention  a  work  of 
art  as  much  as  any  comedy  of  Moliere's  is 
a  work  of  art,  and  as  pretending  to  be  a 
better  made  play  for  actual  use  and  long 
wear  on  the  boards  than  anything  that  has 
yet  been  turned  out  by  the  patent  con- 
structive machinery.  And  I  claim  that  its 
value  in  both  respects  is  enhanced  by  the 
fact  that  it  deals  with  a  burning  social 
question,  and  is  deliberately  intended  to 
induce  people  to  vote  on  the  Progressive 
side  at  the  next  County  Council  election 
in  London.  So,  as  the  clown  says  in  All's 
Well,  "Spare  not  me."  I  am  no  novice  in 
the  current  critical  theories  of  dramatic 


art;  and  what  I  have  done  I  have  done  on 
purpose. 

LONDON,  March  1893. 


APPENDIX  I 
THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  DRAMATIC  CRITICS 

FELLOW-CRITICS 

It  is  one  of  my  advantages  that  I  can 
discuss  criticism,  not  merely  as  an  author, 
but  as  a  critic.  I  have  no  illusions  about 
critics  being  authors  who  have  failed.  I 
know,  as  one  who  has  practised  both 
crafts,  that  authorship  is  child's  play  com- 
pared to  criticism;  and  I  have,  you  may 
depend  upon  it,  my  full  share  of  the  pro- 
fessional instinct  which  regards  the  ro- 
mancer as  a  mere  adventurer  in  literature, 
and  the  critic  as  a  highly  skilled  workman. 
Ask  any  novelist  or  dramatist  whether  he 
can  write  a  better  novel  or  play  than  I; 
and  he  will  blithely  say  Yes.  Ask  him  to 
take  my  place  as  critic  for  one  week;  and 
he  will  blench  from  the  test.  The  truth  is 
that  the  critic  stands  between  popular 
authorship,  for  which  he  is  not  silly 
enough,  and  great  authorship,  for  which 
he  has  not  genius  enough.  It  is  certainly 
true  that  the  status  of  popular  author  is 
much  coveted  by  critics;  but  that  is  be- 
cause the  popular  author  is  much  better 
paid  for  much  easier  work.  Thackeray, 
like  many  other  eminent  authors,  coveted 
a  government  sinecure;  but  nobody  there- 
fore supposes  that  authors  are  merely  un- 
successful sinecurists,  or  that  a  well  paid 
post  in  the  civil  service  would  have  been 
intellectually  a  promotion  for  Thackeray. 
He  who  publishes  a  critical  essay  well 
knows  how  few  care  to  read  such  things; 
whereas  some  donkey  of  an  author,  with 
the  imagination  of  a  schoolboy,  or  some 
sentimental  young  lady  perhaps,  will  turn 
out  a  story  too  absurd  to  be  thinkable  by 
an  ordinarily  competent  critic,  and  yet 
have  it  bought  by  scores  and  hundreds  of 
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thousands  of  readers  of  fiction.  It  is  the 
natural  desire  to  wallow  in  the  profits  of 
romantic  make-believe  instead  of  toiling 
for  the  scanty  wages  of  "the  intolerable 
fatigue  of  thought* '  that  drives  the  critic 
to  envy  the  author. 

You  will  now  feel,  fellow-critics,  that 
in  turning  dramatist  I  have  not  turned 
traitor.  It  is  for  the  honor  of  our  guild 
that  I  venture  to  suggest  that  even  in  the 
intellectual  department  the  authors  are 
getting  ahead  of  us.  I  do  not  wish  to  rake 
up  the  case  of  Ibsen  and  his  Ghosts  again: 
I  think  it  will  be  admitted  now  that  the 
most  old  -  fashioned  school  for  young 
ladies  in  the  country  would  have  made 
almost  as  good  a  job  of  that  discussion  as 
we  did.  It  was  not  a  question  of  our  liking 
Ibsen  or  not  liking  him,  agreeing  with 
him  or  not  agreeing  with  him.  Whichever 
way  our  bias  lay  it  was  our  business  to 
analyse  his  position  skilfully  and  pro- 
nounce on  it  coolly.  Under  no  circum- 
stances should  we  have  forgotten  our- 
selves so  far  as  to  scold  at  him  and  cry 
Fie!  like  a  bevy  of  illiterate  prudes.  This, 
however,  is  what  too  many  of  us  did;  and 
now,  since  what  is  done  cannot  be  un- 
done, we  had  better  put  up  a  few  posts 
to  warn  future  critics  off  the  dangerous 
places  where  we  come  to  grief  oftenest. 

The  first  warning  I  propose  is:  Do  not 
let  us  raise  the  cry  of  "Ibsen"  whenever 
we  find  a  modern  idea  in  a  play.  See  what 
it  has  led  to  in  the  following  passages 
culled  from  criticisms — some  of  them 
friendly  and  able  ones — of  Widowers' 
Houses. 

"As  an  ardent  admirer  of  Ibsen's 
methods,  he  has  not  scrupled  to  follow 
the  method  of  that  writer  to  extremes." — 
Daily  Telegraph.  "The  lesson  is  trite  in 
the  case  of  creeds  that  the  disciple  not 
seldom  distances  the  master.  Ibsen  has 
justly  been  charged,  etc.,  etc." — Athen- 
aeum. "The  London  Ibsen  [ironical].  One 
<can  see  that  all  this  is  meant  to  be  ex- 


ceedingly Ibsenesque." — Sunday  Sun.  "I 
really  think  it  is  time  the  Independent 
Theatre  Society  made  an  effort  to  secure 
a  play  that  is  not  moulded  on  the  lines 
laid  down  by  the  great  and  only  Ibsen." 
— Pelican.  "Mr  Shaw  is  a  zealous  Ibsen- 
ite." — Weekly  Dispatch.  "A  rather  silly 
play  by  a  rather  clever  man,  which  may 
be  either  worship  or  satire  of  Ibsenius  the 
Great." — Saturday  Review.  "Mr  Shaw  is 
the  high  priest,  one  may  say,  of  Ibsen- 
ism." — Piccadilly.  "Like  all  the  Ibsenians 
he  ruins  his  argument",  etc. — Modern 
Society.  "Mr  Shaw  is  an  Ibsenite  and  is 
consequently  quite  up  to  date." — Free- 
man's Journal.  "A  promising  young 
tigress  of  a  daughter,  who  is  drawn  on  the 
severest  principles  of  Ibsenite  heredity." 
— Western  Mercury. 

Now  the  first  two  acts  of  Widowers* 
Houses  were  written  in  1885,  when  I 
knew  nothing  about  Ibsen;  and  I  must 
add  that  the  authors  of  the  lines  quoted 
above  should  have  guessed  this,  because 
there  is  not  one  idea  in  the  play  that  can- 
not be  more  easily  referred  to  half  a  dozen 
English  writers  than  to  Ibsen;  whilst  of 
his  peculiar  retrospective  method,  by 
which  his  plays  are  made  to  turn  upon 
events  supposed  to  have  happened  before 
the  rise  of  the  curtain,  there  is  not  a  trace 
in  my  work.  The  subjects  which  seem 
most  strongly  to  suggest  Ibsen  to  modern 
critics  are  (i)  Heredity,  (2)  the  Emanci- 
pation of  Woman,  (3)  any  adverse  criti- 
cism whatever  of  our  marriage  laws  and 
customs,  and  (4)  any  mixture  of  wicked- 
ness and  goodness  in  the  same  character. 
It  is  therefore  necessary  to  remind  our- 
selves that  modern  English  culture  was 
saturated  with  the  conception  of  heredity 
by  Herbert  Spencer,  Darwin,  Huxley, 
Tyndall,  and  Galton  before  Ibsen's  name 
was  known  here;  that  the  Married 
Women's  Property  Act,  the  result  of  a 
long  and  strenuous  crusade  against  what 
I  may  call  the  anti-Ibsenite  ideal  ot  mar- 
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riage,  was  passed  in  England  before  A 
Doll's  House  was  written;  that  the  two 
most  famous  works  on  the  subject  of 
Women's  Rights  are  Mary  Wolls tone- 
craft's  Vindication  and  John  Stuart  Mill's 
Subjection  of  Women,  dated  respectively 
1792,  and  1869;  and  that  those  who  may 
never  have  studied  the  complex  charac- 
ters in  the  fiction  of  Balzac,  George  Eliot, 
George  Meredith,  and  other  well-known 
modern  writers,  may  at  least  be  presumed 
to  have  read  the  history  of  King  David  in 
the  Bible,  and  to  have  learnt  from  it  that 
Nature  does  not  keep  heroism  exclusively 
for  one  set  of  men  and  villainy  exclusively 
for  another,  merely  to  enable  us  all  to 
become  dramatists  and  "paint  charac- 
ter" with  a  bucket  of  whitewash  and  a 
jar  of  lampblack.  These  things  are  the 
more  important  for  a  critic  to  observe, 
because  matters  have  taken  such  a  course 
in  England  for  the  last  fifty  years  that  the 
man  who  has  neither  the  culture  of  the 
Bible  nor  that  of  the  Evolutionist  school 
is  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  a 
man  with  no  culture  at  all — a  suspicion 
not  to  be  lightly  incurred  by  anyone 
whose  calling  it  is  to  bring  culture  to  bear 
on  dramatic  literature.  Be  warned  there- 
fore; for  it  is  hard  to  see  how  a  critic  who 
has  dipped  into  modern  English  literature 
even  to  the  modest  extent  of  reading  one 
of  Mr  Grant  Allen's  novels,  could  write 
as  if  every  idea  in  physics  and  morals  that 
is  not  to  be  found  in  Chambers'  Vestiges 
of  Creation  and  Dr  Watts'  poems  must 
necessarily  be  a  recent  Norwegian  im- 
portation. 

The  second  warning  is:  Let  us  not  try 
to  encourage  the  hypocrisy  of  the  theatre, 
already  greater  than  that  of  the  conven- 
ticle, by  being  more  austere  in  our  judg- 
ment of  dramatis  persona  than  of  real  men 
and  women.  Imitate  that  excellent  critic  of 
mine  (known  to  me  only  through  his  very 
agreeable  notice  of  my  play)  the  London 
correspondent  of  the  Glasgow  Herald, 
who  says: — 


"The  characters  are  depicted  naturally, 
and  not  in  the  glorified  form  so  common 

upon  the  conventional  stage It  was  a 

treat  for  once  to  see  a  hero  (like  one  of 
Thackeray's)  no  better  than  one  of  his 
fellow-men;  to  listen  to  the  worldliness  of 
the  slum  landlord  and  his  clerk;  and  par- 
ticularly to  welcome  a  heroine  who  shows 
her  temper  to  her  betrothed,  and  still 
more  to  her  father,  and  who,  like  other 
estimable  womankind  whom  we  fre- 
quently meet  in  real  life,  though  rarely 
on  the  stage,  is  always  ready  to  quarrel  on 
a  point  of  feminine  dignity,  but  when 
'cornered'  is  always  anxious  to  forgive 
and  to  make  friends  again." 

That  is  what  I  call  a  reasonable  criti- 
cism. Now  listen  to  some  of  the  others: — 

"There  can  hardly  be  said  to  be  a  single 
estimable  personage  in  the  whole  play." 
— Times.  "All  his  dramatis  persona  are 
entirely  selfish  and  despicable." — Daily 
Telegraph.  "Revolting  picture  of  middle- 
class  life. . . .  Remorselessly  the  eccentric 
one  [the  author]  laid  bare  his  idealized 
essence  of  snobbishness  compressed  from 
all  the  worst  specimens  of  his  fellow-men, 
and  bade  us  believe  that  he  was  painting 
from  life.  .  .  .  The  abominable  Blanche 
appears  in  a  worse  light  than  ever;  and  the 
eccentricity  ends  with  the  smothering  of 
what  small  spark  of  decency  remained  in 
the  heart  of  the  only  person  of  the  whole 
bunch  who  ever  had  any." — Morning 
Leader.  "It  is  already  impossible,  we 
should  hope,  to  find  a  set  of  people  so 
peculiar  and  unsympathetic  as  those  in- 
troduced in  this  play." — Morning  Adver- 
tiser. "In  such  a  world  what  is  to  be  done 
but  to  show  hands  all  round  and  caper  to 
the  tune  of  'rogues  all'?" — Globe.  "Mr 
Gilbert  possesses  an  uncanny  habit  of 
turning  up  the  seamy  side  of  life's  robe; 
but  Mr  Shaw's  world  has  not  rags  enough 
to  cover  its  nudity.  He  aims  to  show  with 
Zolaesque  exactitude  that  middle-class  life 
is  foul  and  leprous.  The  play  means  that 
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the  middle  class,  even  to  its  womanhood, 
is  brutal  at  heart,  or  it  means  nothing." — 
Athenaeum.  "A  set  of  blood-suckers. 
Every  one  is  ill-conditioned,  quarrelsome, 
fractious,  apt  to  behave,  at  a  moment's 
notice,  like  a  badly-brought-up  child." — 
World.  "The  mere  word  'mortgage* 
suffices  to  turn  hero  into  rascal.  Mr  Shaw 
will  say  that  is  his  point — scratch  a 
middle-class  hero  and  you  find  a  rascal." 
— Speaker.  "Revelation  of  a  distorted  and 
myopic  outlook  on  society." — Sunday 
Sun.  "Very  disagreeable  heroine  ...  all 
the  other  characters  in  the  play — the  poor 
parlormaid  alone  excepted — are  as  hate- 
ful as  that  heroine." — Era.  "Mr  Shaw  de- 
votes all  his  energies  to  making  his  char- 
acters unsympathetic,  sordid,  soulless — 
ending  even  worse  than  they  began." — 
Stage.  "Heartless  young  lady  . . .  cads  of 
diverse  temperaments." — Weekly  Dis- 
patch. "He  goes  further  than  Ibsen,  whose 
characters  are  a  mixture  of  knaves  and 
fools;  whereas  in  Widowers'  Houses  they 
are  all  knaves." — Modern  Society.  "Mr 
Shaw  starts  with  a  total  disbelief  in  human 
nature." — Freeman's  Journal.  "All  the 
characters  were  villains  except  a  pretty 
parlormaid." — Western  Mercury.  "The 
moral  seems  to  be  the  utter  selfishness 
of  human  nature  outside  a  progressive 
County  Council." — Umpire.  "I  could 
not  help  noticing  that  the  only  thoroughly 
decent  character  in  the  play  was  a  sort  of 
Mrs  Harris  in  the  shape  of  the  parson,  who 
was  only  allowed  to  be  talked  about,  but 
who  did  not  appear." — Mr  Ben.  Greet, 
addressing  the  Church  and  Stage  Guild. 

I  remember  once  hearing  Mr  Moody 
the  Evangelist  preach  on  the  text,  "All 
have  sinned  and  fallen  short  of  the  glory 
of  God."  He  declared  strenuously  that  in 
morals  a  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile,  and 
that  the  most  venial  sin  damns  as  effectu- 
>  ally  as  the  most  atrocious  crime.  To  have 
fallen  short  of  the  glory  of  God  is  enough, 
whether  by  an  inch  or  a  league  does  not 


matter.  I  must  say  that  from  any  other 
point  of  view  than  Mr  Moody's,  the  pass- 
ages set  forth  above  appear  to  me  to  be 
ludicrous  exaggerations.  Even  after  mak- 
ing all  allowance  for  the  effect  on  the 
writers  of  the  way  in  which,  for  the  first 
time  on  the  stage  (as  far  as  I  know)  they 
saw  the  citizen  with  his  share  in  the  guilt 
of  our  industrial  system  brought  home  to 
him,  I  still  think  that  they  might  have 
paused  to  ask  themselves  in  what  respect 
Trench,  Sartorius,  Blanche,  Cokane  and 
Lickcheese  are  any  worse,  I  will  not  say 
than  themselves,  but  than  the  characters 
in  any  of  the  comedies,  ancient  or  modern, 
to  which  they  have  taken  no  exception  on 
this  score.  I  certainly  had  no  intention  of 
spoiling  the  moral  of  my  play  by  making 
the  characters  at  all  singular;  and  I  sug- 
gest that  the  following  considerations  will 
explain  my  apparent  cynicism. 

Formerly,  a  man  was  responsible  only 
for  his  private  conduct  and  for  the  main- 
tenance of  his  own  household.  Today,  as 
an  inevitable  consequence  of  Democracy, 
he  is  responsible  for  the  state  of  the  whole 
community  which  he  helps  to  govern  as 
a  citizen  and  a  voter.  Now  a  man  may 
discharge  his  private  responsibility  very 
well,  and  yet  not  even  realize  that  his  pub- 
lic responsibility  exists.  Just  as  Charles  I 
was  an  excellent  private  gentleman  and  an 
intolerable  king,  so  most  men  today  are 
reasonably  good  friends  and  fathers,  but 
execrable  citizens.  Sartorius  is  the  ordin- 
ary man  of  business,  voting  for  the  candi- 
date who  promises  to  keep  down  the 
rates,  and  getting  on  the  vestry  solely  to 
prevent  the  vestry  from  interfering  with 
his  property.  And  he  does  so  in  a  hypo- 
critical way  only  because  that  is  the  cus- 
tom— not  in  the  least  because  he  is  a 
Pecksniff.  I  have  drawn  him  as  a  man  of 
strong  and  masterful  character,  unscrupu- 
lous but  not  a  law-breaker,  a  kind  and 
unselfish  father,  and  much  more  reason- 
able and  even  magnanimous  with  Trench 
than  the  typical  villa  owner,  who  is  a 
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comparatively  spiteful  and  huffy  person. 
He  is,  in  short,  distinctly  an  exceptional 
and  superior  specimen  of  the  middle-class 
man  whose  business  it  is  to  deal  directly 
with  the  poor.  His  rascality — for  from 
the  social  point  of  view  he  certainly  is  a 
callous  rascal — does  not  lie  in  his  refusing 
to  spend  money  on  his  rookeries,  since 
his  plea  that  his  tenants  would  burn  his 
improvements  is  perfectly  well  founded. 
It  lies  altogether  in  his  indifference  to  de- 
fects in  our  social  system  which  produce 
a  class  of  persons  so  poor  that  they  are 
driven  by  constant  physical  privation  to 
turn  everything  they  can  lay  hands  on 
into  more  fuel  and  more  food.  When  we 
find  a  castaway  at  sea  chewing  his  boots 
to  appease  his  hunger,  we  do  not  stig- 
matize him  as  a  creature  too  degraded  to 
appreciate  the  right  use  of  boots:  we  take 
him  aboard  and  relieve  his  hunger,  after 
which  he  wears  his  boots  as  appreciatively 
as  a  West  End  gentleman.  But  Sartorius 
is  not  ashamed  to  explain  the  disappear- 
ance of  his  banisters  and  cistern  lids  on 
the  absurd  ground  that  "these  people  do 
not  know  how  to  live  in  handsome 
houses/5  He  has  found  out  that  there  is  no 
use  in  treating  them  goodnaturedly;  and 
he  has  not  enough  social  conscience  to 
proceed  to  ask  why  there  is  no  use,  and 
to  find  out  how,  as  a  citizen  and  an 
elector,  to  remedy  the  abject  poverty 
which  makes  a  woman  willing,  for  the 
sake  of  having  a  good  warm,  to  burn  the 
handrail  that  is  put  up  to  save  her  and  her 
neighbors  from  falling  downstairs.  The 
point  may  not  be  obvious  at  once  to  a 
critic  who  has  only  to  ring  the  bell  for 
another  scuttle  of  Wallsend  when  his  fire 
runs  low,  any  more  than  it  was  obvious 
to  Sartorius.  Consequently,  in  every  de- 
nunciation of  Sartorius  as  a  monster,  we 
may  see  the  hand  of  Sartorius  himself.1 

1  On  this  subject  of  current  middle-class 
morality,  see  also  the  letters  I  have  addressed  to 
the  Press  in  answer  to  my  critics,  extracts  from 
which  will  be  found  in  the  second  appendix. 


I  now  come  to  a  string  of  remon- 
strances partly  brought  on  me  by  a  pass- 
age in  an  interview  published  in  the  Star 
newspaper  (November  29th,  1892),  in 
which  I  declared  that  I  wished  to  appeal 
to  the  audience  "on  the  solid  ground  of 
political  economy/'  and  to  have  a  black- 
board on  the  stage  with  diagrams  to  illus- 
trate my  points,  with  much  more  chaff  of 
the  same  kind.  Here  is  the  result: — 

"A  kind  of  leading  article  of  the  slash- 
ing type." — Morning.  "An  exposition  in 
dialogue  of  the  New  Economics.  .  .  . 
What  has  this  farrago  of  newspaper  leaders 
and  Fabian  essays  to  do  with  the  play?" 
— Star.  "Undramatic  attempt  to  cut  up  a 
Parliamentary  Report  into  uneven  stage 
lengths.  .  .  .  Published  as  one  of  the  dia- 
logues sometimes  given  in  the  Fortnightly 
Review  it  would  be  effective." — Echo. 
"A  discussion,  with  open  doors,  of  the 
pros  and  cons  of  slum  landlordism  ...  a 
good  sermon." — Black  and  White.  "A 
new  form  of  didactic  Socialistic  demon- 
stration, like  the  practicable  laundries 
with  the  poor  washerwomen  at  work 
which  figured  in  a  recent  procession  in 
Hyde  Park." — Sunday  Sun.  "It  would  be 
readable  and  might  be  useful  as  a  Fabian 
pamphlet." — Weekly  Dispatch.  "In  no 
sense  a  drama,  but  a  succession  of  dia- 
logues in  which  the  author  sets  forth  his 
views  concerning  Socialist  questions." — 
Lloyds.  "Not  a  play — a  pamphlet." — 
Encore.  "The  exposure  of  certain  social 
sins  connected  with  the  letting  of  tene- 
ment houses  afforded  the  sole  raison  d'etre 
of  Mr  Shaw's  feeble  little  play."— Ob- 
server. "His  propaganda — I  beg  pardon, 
his  new  play." — Penny  Illustrated  Paper. 
"Merely  a  lecture." — Financial  Observer. 
"Mr  Shaw  wishes  to  utter  a  tirade  against 
certain  abuses;  and  he  thinks  the  theatre 
a  suitable  pulpit  for  his  utterances." — 
Colonies  and  India.  "The  play  is  a  pam- 
phlet in  dramatic  form." — Western  Mer- 
cury. "The  whole  of  the  three  acts  is 
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occupied  with  a  dreary  discussion  of  the 
ethics  of  slum  property." — Birmingham 
Post.  "Three  acts  of  dreary  dissertation 
on  the  familiar  text  that  'rent  is  robbery/  " 
— Yorkshire  Post.  "Mr  Bernard  Shaw 
is  an  amiable  Fabian  who  believes  that 
'rent  is  robbery.' " — Yorkshire  Evening 
Post. 

Now  I  think  it  must  be  evident  at  this 
rate  to  all  who  have  read  the  play,  that  if 
I  had  written  The  Merchant  of  Venice  it 
would  have  been  denounced  as  a  disserta- 
tion on  the  Jewish  question,  complicated 
by  a  crude  exposition  of  the  peculiar 
views  of  the  Fabian  Society  on  the  law  of 
contract.  All  1  need  say  on  the  Fabian 
point  is  that  any  person  who  would  like 
to  see  the  difference  between  an  essay  on 
rent  and  Widowers'  Houses  can  buy 
Fabian  Essays,  containing  just  such  an 
essay  by  me,  for  ninepence.  Fabian  pam- 
phlets, in  which  I  have  had  a  hand,  can  be 
obtained  for  a  penny;  and  a  compari- 
son of  them  with  this  play  will  shew  how 
little  the  critics  quoted  above  know  how 
merciful  I  have  been  to  them.  Let  me  say, 
however,  that  it  is  impossible  for  any 
fictionist,  dramatic  or  other,  to  make  true 
pictures  of  modern  society  without  some 
knowledge  of  the  economic  anatomy  of 
it.  And  since  what  the  dramatist  ought  to 
know  the  critic  ought  to  know,  a  course 
of  Fabian  literature  would  most  un- 
questionably do  incalculable  good  to  both 
dramatists  and  critics,  if  they  could  be 
persuaded  to  go  through  it.  For  all  that,  I 
see  that  it  would  be  useless  to  blame  a 
critic  today  for  not  being  an  economist, 
or  even  an  ordinarily  competent  politician 
and  man  of  business.  Nobody  expects  it 
from  him;  and  he  himself  benightedly 
ridicules  the  idea.  But  what  I  do  expect 
him  to  know  is  that  "bluebook  plays" 
hold  the  stage  far  better  than  convention- 
ally idealist  dramas.  I  need  only  mention 
the  irrepressible  Never  too  Late  to  Mend 
to  prove  that  Widowers'  Houses,  far  from 


being  a  play  of  so  new  a  sort  that  its  very 
title  to  the  name  of  drama  is  questionable, 
is,  on  its  bluebook  side,  a  sample  (whether 
good  or  bad  is  not  here  in  question)  of 
one  of  the  most  familiar,  popular,  and 
firmly  established  genres  in  English  drama- 
tic literature.  It  is  a  matter  of  experience 
that  the  dramatized  or  novelized  blue- 
book  or  Fabian  Essay  (so  to  speak)  has 
ten  times  as  much  chance  of  success  as  the 
mere  romance,  though  it  is  also,  of  course, 
a  much  more  difficult  job  for  the  writer. 
My  warning  therefore  is  against  the  folly 
of  assuming  that  the  reverse  is  the  case, 
and  that  a  play  is  handicapped  by  a  basis 
of  bluebook.  A  wary  critic,  if  he  wished 
to  "slate"  Widowers'  Houses,  would  be- 
gin somewhat  in  this  fashion:  "Not  even 
with  all  the  advantages  of  his  profound 
economic  knowledge  and  his  complete 
acquaintance  with  the  wealth  of  dramatic 
material  stored  in  our  national  bluebook 
literature  was  Mr  Shaw  able  to  produce  a 
tolerable  play."  It  is  mere  perversity  to 
assume  that  the  less  a  dramatist  knows 
and  cares  about  real  life,  the  better  his 
plays  are  likely  to  be. 

There  are  a  dozen  other  warnings  that 
I  could  formulate  for  the  sake  of  our 
younger  and  weaker  brethren,  who  are 
being  severely  tested  by  the  dramatic  re- 
vival now  beginning.  But  as  I  very  much 
doubt  whether  they  have  read  thus  far 
into  what  must  be  to  them  a  piece  of 
heavy  literature,  I  will  indulge  myself  by 
laying  down  a  just  now  rather  weary  pen, 
confident  that  the  really  able  brothers  of 
the  craft  will  forgive  my  preaching,  see- 
ing that  they  best  know  how  much  the 
rest  stand  in  need  of  a  sermon.  My  sole 
object  is  to  knock  on  the  head  a  few 
empty  formulas  which  take  up  the  space 
in  dramatic  criticism  which  should  be 
occupied  by  real  live  ideas,  and  which 
have  been  trotted  out  in  the  last  few  years 
whenever  a  play  has  been  produced  with 
any  pretension  to  represent  modern  life  as 
it  is  really  lived. 
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APPENDIX  II 

The  following  extracts  from  letters  ad- 
dressed by  the  author  to  the  press  after 
the  performance  of  Widowers'  Houses 
are  reprinted  here  to  give  the  reading 
public  some  idea  of  the  commotion  which 
can  be  made  in  a  theatre  by  a  work  which, 
if  published  as  a  novel,  would  surprise  no 
one.  First,  as  to  the  extent  of  the  com- 
motion, hear  The  Era  of  the  24th  Decem- 
ber, 1892: — 

"Hardly  any  recent  play  has  provoked 
so  much  newspaper  and  other  contro- 
versy as  Mr  Bernard  Shaw's  Widowers' 
Houses.  At  least  two  of  the  daily  papers, 
on  the  day  after  its  production,  devoted 
leading  articles  to  its  consideration,  be- 
sides special  criticisms  of  almost  unprece- 
dented length.  We  should  be  afraid  to  say 
how  many  journals  gave  two  long  columns 
to  it.  Then  all  last  week  a  controversy  on 
its  merits  and  demerits  raged  in  a  morn- 
ing paper;  and  it  was  held  up  as  an  ex- 
ample of  the  kind  of  play  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  did  not  object  to  by  Mrs 
Aveling  in  her  lecture  to  the  Playgoers; 
and,  finally,  it  was  one  of  the  subjects  of 
an  interesting  lecture  delivered  last  Sun- 
day night  to  the  Socialists  of  Hammer- 
smith. The  last  fact,  however,  becomes 
less  surprising  when  we  find  that  the 
lecturer  was  Mr  Bernard  Shaw." 

This  account  is  not  exaggerated.  The 
play  occupied  the  press  for  weeks  after 
its  production  to  an  extent  which,  in  a 
really  healthy  and  active  phase  of  drama- 
tic art,  would  have  been  absurd.  The  dis- 
cussion raged  chiefly  round  matters  of 
fact,  most  of  the  writers  seeming  to  have 
no  definite  idea  of  the  sources  of  the  re- 
venues enjoyed  by  the  propertied  classes 
under  our  industrial  system.  In  replying 
to  these  criticisms  the  author  carefully 
abstained  from  confusing  issues  of  fact 
with  the  artistic  issues  alluded  to  in  the 


preface  to  the  present  volume;  and  it 
should  be  noted  that  whereas  in  that  pre- 
face the  play  is  defended  as  a  work  of  art, 
here  it  is  justified  mainly  as  a  document. 
To  the  editor  of  The  Star  the  author  is 
indebted  for  the  publication,  on  the  i9th 
December,  1892,  of  a  letter  of  which  the 
following  is  an  abridgment: — 

"Sin, — The  critics  of  my  play  Widow- 
ers' Houses  have  now  had  their  say.  Will 
you  be  so  good  as  to  let  the  author  have 
a  turn?  I  have  gone  through  every  criti- 
cism I  could  get  hold  of;  and  I  think  it  is 
now  clear  that  'the  new  drama*  has  no 
malice  to  fear  from  the  serious  critics.  The 
care  with  which  every  possible  admission 
in  my  favor  has  been  made,  even  in  the 
notices  of  those  who  found  the  play  in- 
tolerably disagreeable  and  the  author  in- 
tolerably undramatic,  shews  that  the  loss 
of  critical  balance  produced  by  the  first 
shock  of  Ibsen's  Ghosts  was  only  mo- 
mentary, and  that  the  most  unconven- 
tional and  obnoxious  agitator-dramatist, 
even  when  he  has  gone  out  of  his  way  to 
attack  his  critics,  need  not  fear  a  Press 
vendetta. 

"However,  the  fairness  of  criticism  is 
one  thing,  its  adequacy  quite  another.  I 
do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  many  of  my 
critics  have  been  completely  beaten  by 
the  play  simply  because  they  are  ignorant 
of  society.  Do  not  let  me  be  misunder- 
stood: I  do  not  mean  that  they  eat  with 
their  knives,  drink  the  contents  of  their 
finger-bowls,  or  sit  down  to  dinner  in 
ulsters  and  green  neckties.  What  I  mean 
is  that  they  do  not  know  life  well  enough 
to  recognize  it  in  the  glare  of  the  foot- 
lights. They  denounce  Sartorius,  my 
house-knacking  widower,  as  a  monstrous 
libel  on  the  middle  and  upper  class,  be- 
cause he  grinds  his  money  remorselessly 
out  of  the  poor.  But  they  do  not  (and  can- 
not) answer  his  argument  as  to  the  im- 
possibility of  his  acting  otherwise  under 
our  social  system;  nor  do  they  notice  the 
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fact  that  though  he  is  a  bad  landlord  he 
is  not  in  the  least  a  bad  man  as  men  go. 
Even  in  his  economic  capacity  I  have 
made  him  a  rather  favorable  specimen  of 
his  class.  I  might  have  made  him  a  share- 
holder in  a  match  factory  where  avoidable 
'phossy  jaw*  is  not  avoided,  or  in  a  tram 
company  working  its  men  seventeen  and 
a  half  hours  a  day,  or  in  a  railway  com- 
pany with  a  terrible  death-roll  of  mangled 
shunters,  or  in  a  whitelead  factory  or 
chemical  works — in  short,  I  might  have 
piled  on  the  agony  beyond  the  endurance 
of  my  audience,  and  yet  not  made  him 
one  whit  worse  than  thousands  of  per- 
sonally amiable  and  respected  men  who 
have  invested  in  the  most  lucrative  way 
the  savings  they  have  earned  or  inherited. 
I  will  not  ask  those  critics  who  are  so  in- 
dignant with  my  'distorted  and  myopic 
outlook  on  society*  what  they  will  do 
with  the  little  money  their  profession  may 
enable  them  to  save.  I  will  simply  tell 
them  what  they  must  do  with  it,  and  that 
is  follow  the  advice  of  their  stockbroker 
as  to  the  safest  and  most  remunerative  in- 
vestment, reserving  their  moral  scruples 
for  the  expenditure  of  the  interest,  and 
their  sympathies  for  the  treatment  of  the 
members  of  their  own  families.  Even  in 
spending  the  interest  they  will  have  no 
alternative  but  to  get  the  best  value  they 
can  for  their  money  without  regard  to  the 
conditions  under  which  the  articles  they 
buy  are  produced.  They  will  take  a 
domestic  pride  in  their  comfortable  homes, 
full  of  furniture  made  by  'slaughtered' 
(i.e.  extra-sweated)  cabinet  makers,  and 
go  to  church  on  Sunday  in  shirts  sewn  by 
women  who  can  only  bring  their  wages 
up  to  subsistence  point  by  prostitution. 
What  will  they  say  to  Sartorius  then? 
What,  indeed,  can  they  say  to  him  now? 
: — these  'guilty  creatures  sitting  at  a  play,' 
who,  instead  of  being  struck  to  the  soul 
and  presently  proclaiming  their  malefac- 
tions,  are  naively  astonished  and  revolted 
at  the  spectacle  of  a  man  on  the  stage  act- 


ing as  we  are  all  acting  perforce  every 
day.  The  notion  that  the  people  in 
Widowers'  Houses  are  abnormally  vicious 
or  odious  could  only  prevail  in  a  com- 
munity in  which  Sartorius  is  absolutely 
typical  in  his  unconscious  villainy.  Like 
my  critics,  he  lacks  conviction  of  sin. 
Now,  the  didactic  object  of  my  play  is  to 
bring  conviction  of  sin — to  make  the 
Pharisee  who  repudiates  Sartorius  as  either 
a  Harpagon  or  a  diseased  dream  of  mine, 
and  thanks  God  that  such  persons  do  not 
represent  his  class,  recognize  that  Sar- 
torius is  his  own  photograph.  In  vain  will 
the  virtuous  critic  tell  me  that  he  does  not 
own  slum  property:  all  I  want  to  see  is 
the  label  on  his  matchbox,  or  his  last 
week's  washing-bill,  to  judge  for  myself 
whether  he  really  ever  gives  a  second 
thought  to  Sartorius's  tenants,  who  make 
his  matchboxes  and  wash  his  stockings  so 
cheaply. 

"As  to  the  highly  connected  young 
gentleman,  naturally  straightforward  and 
easygoing,  who  bursts  into  genuine  in- 
dignation at  the  sufferings  of  the  poor, 
and,  on  being  shewn  that  he  cannot  help 
them,  becomes  honestly  cynical  and 
throws  off  all  responsibility  whatever, 
that  is  nothing  but  the  reality  of  the  every- 
day process  known  as  disillusion.  His 
allowing  the  two  business  men  to  get  his 
legs  under  their  mahogany,  and  to  per- 
suade him  to  'stand  in'  with  a  speculation 
of  which  he  understands  nothing  except 
that  he  is  promised  some  money  out  of  it, 
will  surprise  no  one  who  knows  the  City, 
and  has  seen  the  exploitation  of  aristo- 
cratic names  by  City  promoters  spread 
from  needy  guinea-pig  colonels,  and  lords 
with  courtesy  titles,  to  eldest  sons  of  the 
noblest  families.  If  I  had  even  represented 
Harry  Trench  as  letting  himself  in  for 
eighteen  months'  hard  labor  for  no 
greater  crime  than  that  of  being  gambler 
enough  to  be  the  too  willing  dupe  of  a 
swindler,  the  incident  would  be  perfectly 
true  to  life.  As  to  the  compensation  specu- 
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lation  in  the  third  act  being  a  fraud  which 
no  gentleman  would  have  countenanced, 
that  opinion  is  too  innocent  to  be  dis- 
cussed. I  can  only  say  that  as  the  object  of 
the  scheme  is  to  make  a  haul  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  ratepayers  collectively,  it  is 
much  less  cruel  and  treacherous  in  its  in- 
cidence than  the  sort  of  speculation  which 
made  the  late  Mr  Jay  Gould  universally 
respected  during  his  lifetime.  I  shall  be 
told  next  that  Panama  is  a  dream  of  mine. 

"There  is  a  curious  idea  in  the  minds 
of  some  of  my  critics  that  I  have  given 
away  my  case  by  representing  the  poor 
man,  Lickcheese,  as  behaving,  when  he 
gets  the  chance,  exactly  as  the  rich  man 
does.  These  gentlemen  believe  that,  ac- 
cording to  me,  what  is  wrong  with  society 
is  that  the  rich,  who  are  all  wicked,  op- 
press the  poor,  who  are  all  virtuous.  I  will 
not  waste  the  space  of  The  Star  by  deal- 
ing with  such  a  misconception  further 
than  to  curtly  but  good-humoredly  in- 
form those  who  entertain  it  that  they  are 
fools.  I  administer  the  remark,  not  as  an 
insult,  but  as  a  tonic. 

"Now  comes  the  question,  How  far 
does  all  this  touch  the  merits  of  the  play 
as  a  work  of  art?  Obviously  not  at  all;  but 
it  has  most  decidedly  touched  the  value 
of  the  opinions  of  my  critics  on  that 
point.  The  evidence  of  the  notices  (I  have 
sheaves  of  them  before  me)  is  irresistible. 
With  hardly  an  exception  the  men  who 
find  my  sociology  wrong  are  also  the  men 
who  find  my  dramatic  workmanship  bad; 
and  vice  versa.  Even  the  criticism  of  the 
acting  is  biassed  in  the  same  way.  The 
effect  on  me,  of  course,  is  to  reassure  me 
completely  as  to  my  own  competence  as  a 
playwright.  The  very  success  with  which 
I  have  brought  all  the  Philistines  and 
sentimental  idealists  down  on  me  proves 
the  velocity  and  penetration  with  which 
my  realism  got  across  the  footlights.  I  am 
well  accustomed  to  judge  of  the  execution 
I  have  done  by  the  cries  of  the  wounded. 

"On  one  point,  however,  I  heartily 


thank  my  critics  for  their  unanimous  for- 
bearance. Not  one  of  them  has  betrayed 
the  licenses  I  have  taken  in  the  political 
and  commercial  details  of  the  play.  Con- 
sidering that  I  have  made  a  resident  in 
Surbiton  eligible  as  a  St  Giles'  vestryman; 
that  I  have  made  the  London  County 
Council  contemporary  with  the  1885 
Royal  Commission  on  the  Housing  of  the 
Working  Classes;  that  I  have  represented 
an  experienced  man  of  business  as  paying 
7  per  cent  on  a  first  mortgage — consider- 
ing, in  short,  that  I  have  recklessly  sacri- 
ficed realism  to  dramatic  effect  in  the 
machinery  of  the  play,  I  feel,  as  may  be 
well  imagined,  deeply  moved  by  the  com- 
pliments which  have  been  paid  me  on  my 
perfect  knowledge  of  economics  and 
business." 

Before  giving  the  rest  of  the  letter,  it  is 
convenient  to  refer  here  to  a  very  funny 
discussion  which  arose  over  the  scene  in 
the  second  act  in  which  Blanche  assaults 
the  servant.  Although  nothing  is  com- 
moner on  the  stage  than  bodily  violence 
threatened  or  executed  by  indignant 
heroes,  heroines  have  hitherto  been  ex- 
cluded by  convention  from  this  method 
of  displaying  their  prowess.  The  author 
resolved  to  redress  this  injustice  to  Woman 
by  making  his  heroine  attack  her  servant 
much  as  Othello  attacks  his  ancient.  The 
resultant  sensation  testified  to  the  hardi- 
hood of  the  experiment.  The  critics  were 
highly  scandalized;  and  their  view  of  the 
incident  was  expressed  in  the  following 
passage  from  a  notice  which  appeared  the 
day  after  the  performance: — 

"What  a  ludicrous  incident!  How  we 
all  shrieked  with  laughter!  What  has  such 
a  scene  to  do  with  the  play?  Why  did  Mr 
Shaw  introduce  it?  I  will  tell  you  why. 
Because  Mr  Shaw  wishes  to  present 
Blanche  as  a  type,  a  type  of  the  modern 
middle-class  Englishwoman  (as  he  sees 
her),  the  woman  who  will  not  hear  about 
the  poor  wretches  in  their  tenement 
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houses  because  it  is  so  unpleasant,  and 
who,  in  her  own  drawing-room,  can,  in  a 
fit  of  temper,  use  brutal  violence  to  her 
own  dependants." 

It  was  not  possible  for  the  author  to 
seriously  discuss  the  notion  that  he  re- 
garded temper  and  violence  as  class  char- 
acteristics. He  was  only  able  to  say,  in  a 
letter  to  The  Speaker,  "Some  people  think 
that  ladies  with  tempers  are  never  person- 
ally violent.  I  happen  to  know  that  they 
are;  and  so  I  leave  the  matter/'  It  is  true  that 
the  ideal  lady — the  "typical"  lady  if  that 
term  be  preferred — never  strikes,  never 
swears,  never  smokes,  never  gambles, 
never  drinks,  never  nags,  never  makes 
advances  to  inept  wooers,  never,  in  short, 
does  anything  "unladylike,"  whether  "in 
her  own  drawing-room"  or  elsewhere. 
Just  so  the  ideal  clergyman  never  hunts, 
never  goes  to  the  theatre,  and  regards 
the  poorest  laborer  as  his  equal  and  his 
brother  by  their  common  Father,  God. 
The  author  confesses  to  having  jilted  the 
ideal  lady  for  a  real  one.  He  did  it  inten- 
tionally; and  he  will  probably  do  it  again, 
and  yet  again,  even  at  the  risk  of  having 
the  real  ones  mistaken  for  counter-ideals. 
Why  Blanche  should  be  held  to  indicate 
any  belief  on  his  part  that  all  ladies  are 
hot-tempered,  any  more  than  Hamlet  is 
held  to  indicate  a  belief  on  Shakespear's 
part  that  all  princes  are  philosophers,  is 
not  apparent  to  him. 

Here  is  a  final  extract  from  the  letter  to 
The  Star  on  the  subject  of  Blanche: — 

"On  another  point  in  her  conduct  one 
critic  makes  an  objection  which,  I  con- 
fess, amazed  me.  Sartorius,  as  the  son  of 
a  very  poor  woman,  knows  that  the  poor 
are  human  beings  exactly  like  himself. 
But  his  daughter,  brought  up  as  a  lady, 
conceives  them  as  a  different  and  inferior 
species.  'I  hate  the  poor,'  she  says — 'at 
least,  I  hate  those  dirty,  drunken,  dis- 
reputable people  who  live  like  pigs/  The 
critic  in  question,  whose  bias  towards  my- 


self is  altogether  friendly,  cannot  con- 
ceive that  a  young  lady  would  avow  such 
inhuman  sentiments:  hypocrisy,  he  con- 
tends, would  prevent  her  if  her  heart  did 
not.  I  can  only  refer  him,  if  he  has  really 
never  heard  such  sentiments  boasted  of 
by  ladies,  to  the  comments  of  The  Times 
and  the  St  James's  Gazette  (to  name  no 
other  papers  written  by  gentlemen  for 
gentlemen)  on  the  unemployed,  on  the 
starving  Irish  peasants  whose  rents  have 
since  been  reduced  wholesale  in  the  Irish 
land  courts,  or  on  the  most  heavily 
sweated  classes  of  workers  whose  miser- 
able plight  has  been  exposed  before  Par- 
liamentary Committees  and  Royal  Com- 
missions, to  prove  that  the  thinkers  and 
writers  of  Blanche  Sartorius's  party  vie 
with  each  other  in  unconscious — nay, 
conscientious — brutality,  callousness,  and 
class  prejudice  when  they  speak  of  the 
proletariat.  Hypocrisy  with  them  takes 
the  shape  of  dissembling  sympathy  with 
the  working  class  when  they  really  feel  it, 
not  of  affecting  it  when  they  do  not  feel 
it.  My  friend  and  critic  must  remember 
the  savage  caricatures  of  William  Morris, 
John  Burns,  Miss  Helen  Taylor,  Mrs 
Besant,  etc.,  in  which  Punch  once  in- 
dulged, as  well  as  the  outrageous  calum- 
nies which  were  heaped  on  the  late 
Charles  Bradlaugh  during  his  struggle  to 
enter  Parliament,  not  to  mention  the  cases 
of  unsocial  conduct  by  county  gentlemen 
and  magistrates  exposed  every  week  in 
the  'Pillory'  columns  of  Truth.  Am  I  to 
be  told  that  the  young  ladies  who  read 
these  papers  in  our  suburban  villas  are 
less  narrow  and  better  able  to  see  across 
the  frontiers  of  their  own  class  than  the 
writers  whom  their  fathers  support?  The 
fact  is  that  Blanche's  class  prejudices,  like 
those  of  the  other  characters  in  the  play, 
are  watered  down  instead  of  exaggerated. 
The  whole  truth  is  too  monstrous  to  be 
told  otherwise  than  by  degrees." 

To  this  a  writer  in  The  Lady's  Pic- 
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torial  (24th  December,  1892)  retorts: — 

"So  it  comes  to  this,  that  Mr  Shaw's  de- 
fence for  drawing  a  middle-class  English 
girl  as  a  virago  who  batters  her  maid  and 
vilifies  the  starving  poor,  is  that  in  pro- 
fessedly political  papers  (written  by  men 
for  men — women  not  entering  into  the 
question  at  all),  the  other  side  is  held  up 
to  ridicule  by  mud  being  flung  upon  their 
humble  allies!  as  though  the  political 
game  played  by  political  journals  has  any- 
thing whatever  to  do  with  the  attributes 
of  humanity  common  to  the  average 
woman  and  the  average  man!" 

It  only  remains  for  the  author  to  meet 
this  defence  by  citing  the  journalism 
written  by  women  for  women,  and  by 
denying  most  strenuously  that  the  indif- 
ference of  women  to  political  journalism 
can  be  interpreted  in  any  other  way  than 
as  a  selfish  and  narrow  insensibility  to 
the  social  questions  which  form  the  real 
substance  of  politics. 

The  only  other  utterance  of  the  author's 
which  need  be  quoted  is  from  a  letter  to 
The  Speaker  (3ist  December,  1892).  It  is 
not  a  defence  of  the  artistic  value  of  the 
play,  which  cannot  be  established  or  dis- 
established by  argument,  but  a  renewal 
of  the  author's  insistence  on  the  impos- 
sibility of  appreciating  a  work  of  art 
without  adequate  knowledge  of  its  sub- 
ject-matter:— 

"I  now  approach  the  question  which 
is  really  the  most  interesting  from  the 
critical  point  of  view.  Is  it  possible  to 
treat  the  artistic  quality  of  a  play  al- 
together independently  of  its  scientific 
quality?  For  example,  is  it  possible  for  a 
critic  to  be  perfectly  appreciative  and  per- 
fectly incredulous  and  half  insensible  at 
the  same  time?  I  do  not  believe  it  for  a 
moment.  No  point  in  a  drama  can  pro- 
duce any  effect  at  all  unless  the  spectator 
perceives  it  and  accepts  it  as  a  real  point; 
and  this  primary  condition  being  satis- 


fied, the  force  of  the  effect  will  depend  on 
the  extent  to  which  the  point  interests  the 
spectator — that  is,  seems  momentous  to 
him.  The  spectacle  of  Hamlet  fencing 
with  an  opponent  whose  foil  is  'unbated* 
produces  its  effect  because  the  audience 
knows  the  danger;  but  there  are  risks  just 
as  thrilling  to  those  who  understand 
them,  risks  of  cutting  arteries  in  surgical 
operations,  risks  of  losing  large  sums  by 
a  momentary  loss  of  nerve  in  the  money 
market,  risks  of  destroying  one's  whole 
character  by  an  apparently  trifling  step, 
perils  of  all  sorts  which  may  give  the  most 
terrible  intensity  to  a  scene  in  the  eyes  of 
those  who  have  the  requisite  technical 
knowledge  or  experience  of  life  to  fathom 
the  full  significance  of  what  they  are  wit- 
nessing, but  which  would  produce  as 
little  effect  on  others  as  the  wheeling  for- 
ward of  a  machine  gun  would  on  a  hostile 
tribe  of  savages  unacquainted  with  the 
'resources  of  civilization/ 

"It  has  long  been  clear  to  me  that 
nothing  will  be  done  for  the  theatre  until 
the  most  able  dramatists  refuse  to  write 
down  to  the  level  of  that  imaginary  mon- 
ster the  British  Public.  We  want  a  theatre 
for  people  who  have  lived,  thought,  and 
felt,  and  who  have  some  real  sense  that 
women  are  human  beings  just  like  men, 
only  worse  brought  up,  and  consequently 
worse  behaved.  In  such  a  theatre  the 
merely  literary  man  who  has  read  and 
written  instead  of  living  until  he  has  come 
to  feel  fiction  as  experience  and  to  resent 
experience  as  fiction,  would  be  as  much 
out  of  place  as  the  ideal  British  Public 
itself.  Well,  let  him  sit  out  his  first  mis- 
taken visit  quietly  and  not  come  ag^; 
for  it  is  clear  that  only  by  holding  me 
mirror  up  to  literature  can  the  dramatist 
please  him,  whereas  it  is  by  holding  it  up 
to  nature  that  good  work  is  produced.  In 
such  a  theatre  Widowers'  Houses  would 
rank  as  a  trumpery  farcical  comedy; 
whereas  today  it  is  excitedly  discussed  as 
a  daringly  original  sermon,  political  essay, 
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satire,  Drapier  letter  or  what  not,  even  by 
those  who  will  not  accept  it  as  a  play  on 
any  terms  because  its  hero  did  not,  when 
he  learnt  that  his  income  came  from  slum 
property,  at  once  relinquish  it  (i.e.  make 
it  a  present  to  Sartorius  without  benefit- 
ing the  tenants)  and  go  to  the  goldfields 
to  dig  out  nuggets  with  his  strong  right 
arm,  so  that  he  might  return  to  wed  his 
Blanche  after  a  shipwreck  (witnessed  by 
her  in  a  vision),  just  in  time  to  rescue  her 
from  beggary,  brought  upon  her  by  the 
discovery  that  Lickcheese  was  the  right- 
ful heir  to  the  property  of  Sartorius,  who 
had  dispossessed  and  enslaved  him  by  a 
series  of  forgeries  unmasked  by  the  faith- 
ful Cokane.  Was  it  really  lack  of  capacity 
that  led  me  to  forego  all  this  'drama*  by 
making  my  hero  do  exactly  what  he 
would  have  done  in  real  life — that  is, 
apologize  like  a  gentleman  (in  the  favor- 
able sense)  for  accusing  another  man  of 
his  own  unconscious  rascality,  and  admit 
his  inability  to  change  a  world  that  will 
not  take  the  trouble  to  change  itself?" 

The  reader  will  now  be  in  a  position  to 
understand  the  sort  of  controversy  which 
has  so  magnified  the  importance  of 
Widowers'  Houses. 


APPENDIX  III 

The  following  is  an  item  of  news  from 
The  Star  newspaper  of  the  2nd  January, 


"A  dangerous  staircase  has  proved  fatal 
to  Elizabeth  H  -  ,  aged  40,  a  char- 
woman, of  X  Buildings.  The  evidence  at 
St  Giles's  Coroner's  Court  on  Saturday 
showed  that  the  deceased  was  found  lying 
at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  at  her  lodgings 
on  Tuesday  morning,  at  half-past  twelve, 
in  an  insensible  condition.  She  was  car- 
ried upstairs  and  put  to  bed,  but  died  the 
same  jay. 

'The  Coroner's  officer:  The  stairs  are 


very  dangerous  at  night.  They  are  in- 
sufficiently lighted.' 

"Dr  Brennan  deposed  that  death  was 
due  to  extensive  fracture  of  the  skull.  He 
said  he  found  the  stairs  dark  and  slippery. 
A  handrail  was  needed. 

'The  Coroner:  There  is,  I  under- 
stand, no  resident  landlord  on  the  pre- 
mises.' Over  a  hundred  families  live  at 
these  buildings.  The  jury,  in  returning  a 
verdict  of  'Accidental  death/  added  the 
subjoined  rider:  The  jurors,  having  heard 
in  evidence  that  the  staircases  leading  to 
X  Buildings  are  insufficiently  lighted,  and 
that  there  are  no  handrails,  would  call  the 
attention  of  the  landlord  to  this  condition 
of  things,  with  a  view  to  their  immediate 
improvement.' " 

The  report  of  the  Royal  Commission 
of  1885  on  the  Housing  of  the  Working 
Classes,  alluded  to  in  the  third  act  of  the 
play,  may  also  be  consulted  as  to  the 
ordinary  rent  and  condition  of  a  single- 
room  tenement  in  London. 

Finally,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  observe 
that  the  author  has  himself  made  collec- 
tions of  weekly  rents  from  very  poor 
tenants,  and  is  conversant  with  the  atti- 
tude of  the  middle-class  proprietor  to- 
wards the  laborer  tenant. 


POSTSCRIPT  1933.  On  the  question  of 
the  slums  this  earliest  play  of  mine  is 
still  up  to  date  more  than  forty  years 
after  its  first  performance.  Not  only  are 
the  overcrowded  tenements  and  cellar 
dwellings  as  bad  as  ever,  but  highly  re- 
spectable looking  houses,  covering  whole 
residential  districts  formerly  inhabited  by 
single  families,  are  now  partitioned  to 
accommodate  two  families,  whilst  gar- 
dens and  backyards  are  filled  up  with 
quaintly  called  "villages"  or  "studios," 
the  result  being  back-to-back  dwellings 
much  worse  than  the  back-to-backs  of 
Leeds  so  vehemently  denounced  there  by 
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housing  reformers,  but  left  unnoticed  in 
London  because  the  change  is  invisible 
from  the  street. 

The  population  question  is  still  treated 
as  if  it  were  concerned  solely  with  the 
food  supply  and  not  with  the  supply  of 
space.  Plans  for  crowding  up  the  over- 
populated  quarters  still  more  by  cover- 
ing in  the  railways  and  building  on  the 


squares  are  still  current  although  there  are 
streets  and  streets  of  little  old  two-storey 
houselets  which  could  be  replaced  by 
commodious  and  sanitary  piles  of  flats. 
It  seems  as  if  nothing  adequate  can  bf* 
done  until  the  poor  are  taught  to  burn 
their  own  dwellings  instead  of  oth^r 
people's  when  their  housing 
become  unbearable. 


XXXIII 

PLAYS  UNPLEASANT 

1898 


MAINLY  ABOUT  MYSELF 

There  is  an  old  saying  that  if  a  man 
has  not  fallen  in  love  before  forty,  he  had 
better  not  fall  in  love  after.  I  long  ago 
perceived  that  this  rule  applied  to  many 
other  matters  as  well:  for  example,  to  the 
writing  of  plays;  and  I  made  a  rough 
memorandum  for  my  own  guidance  that 
unless  I  could  produce  at  least  half  a 
dozen  plays  Before  I  was  forty,  I  had 
better  let  playwriting  alone.  It  was  not  so 
easy  to  comply  with  this  provision  as 
might  be  supposed.  Not  that  I  lacked  the 
dramatist's  gift.  As  far  as  that  is  con- 
cerned, I  have  encountered  no  limit  but 
my  own  laziness  to  my  power  of  conjur- 
ing up  imaginary  people  in  imaginary 
places,  and  finding  pretexts  for  theatrical 
scenes  between  them.  But  to  obtain  a 
livelihood  by  this  insane  gift,  I  must  have 
conjured  so  as  to  interest  not  only  my 
own  imagination,  but  that  of  at  least  some 
seventy  or  a  hundred  thousand  contem- 
porary London  playgoers.  To  fulfil  this 
condition  was  hopelessly  out  of  my 
power.  I  had  no  taste  for  what  is  called 
popular  art,  no  respect  for  popular  mor- 
ality, no  belief  in  popular  religion,  no 
admiration  for  popular  heroics.  As  an 
Irishman  I  could  pretend  to  patriotism 
neither  for  the  country  I  had  abandoned 
nor  the  country  that  had  ruined  it.  As  a 
humane  person  I  detested  violence  and 
slaughter,  whether  in  war,  sport,  or  the 
butcher's  yard.  I  was  a  Socialist,  detest- 
ing our  anarchical  scramble  for  money, 
and  believing  in  equality  as  the  only 
possible  permanent  basis  of  social  organ- 
ization, discipline,  subordination,  good 
manners,  and  selection  of  fit  persons  for 
high  functions.  Fashionable  life,  open  on 
indulgent  terms  to  unencumbered  "brill- 
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iant"  persons,  I  could  not  endure,  even 
if  I  had  not  feared  its  demoralizing  effect 
on  a  character  which  required  looking 
after  as  much  as  my  own.  I  was  neither  a 
sceptic  nor  a  cynic  in  these  matters:  I 
simply  understood  life  differently  from 
the  average  respectable  man;  and  as  I 
certainly  enjoyed  myself  more — mostly 
in  ways  which  would  have  made  him  un- 
bearably miserable — I  was  not  splenetic 
over  our  variance. 

Judge  then,  how  impossible  it  was  for 
me  to  write  fiction  that  should  delight  the 
public.  In  my  nonage  I  had  tried  to  obtain 
a  foothold  in  literature  by  writing  novels, 
and  had  actually  produced  five  long  works 
in  that  form  without  getting  further  than 
an  encouraging  compliment  or  two  from 
the  most  dignified  of  the  London  and 
American  publishers,  who  unanimously 
declined  to  venture  their  capital  upon  me. 
Now  it  is  clear  that  a  novel  cannot  be  too 
bad  to  be  worth  publishing,  provided  it 
is  a  novel  at  all,  and  not  merely  an  inepti- 
tude. I  was  not  convinced  that  the  pub- 
lishers' view  was  commercially  sound 
until  I  got  a  clue  to  my  real  condition 
from  a  friend  of  mine,  a  physician  who 
had  devoted  himself  specially  to  ophthal- 
mic surgery.  He  tested  my  eyesight  one 
evening,  and  informed  me  that  it  was 
quite  uninteresting  to  him  because  it  was 
normal.  I  naturally  took  this  to  mean  that 
it  was  like  everybody  else's;  but  he  re- 
jected this  construction  as  paradoxical, 
and  hastened  to  explain  to  me  that  I  was 
an  exceptional  and  highly  fortunate  per- 
son optically,  normal  sight  conferring  the 
power  of  seeing  things  accurately,  and 
being  enjoyed  by  only  about  ten  per  cent 
of  the  population,  the  remaining  ninety 
per  cent  being  abnormal.  I  immediately 
perceived  the  explanation  of  my  want  of 
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success  in  fiction.  My  mind's  eye,  like  my 
body's,  was  "normal":  it  saw  things 
differently  from  other  people's  eyes,  and 
saw  them  better. 

This  revelation  produced  a  consider- 
able effect  on  me.  At  first  it  struck  me  that 
I  might  live  by  selling  my  works  to  the 
ten  per  cent  who  were  like  myself;  but  a 
moment's  reflection  shewed  me  that  these 
must  all  be  as  penniless  as  I,  and  that  we 
could  not  live  by  taking  in  oneanother's 
literary  washing.  How  to  earn  daily 
bread  by  my  pen  was  then  the  problem. 
Had  I  been  a  practical  commonsense 
moneyloving  Englishman,  the  matter 
would  have  been  easy  enough:  I  should 
have  put  on  a  pair  of  abnormal  spectacles 
and  aberred  my  vision  to  the  liking  of  the 
ninety  per  cent  of  potential  bookbuyers. 
But  I  was  so  prodigiously  self-satisfied 
with  my  superiority,  so  flattered  by  my 
abnormal  normality,  that  the  resource  of 
hypocrisy  never  occurred  to  me.  Better 
see  rightly  on  a  pound  a  week  than  squint 
on  a  million.  The  question  was,  how  to 
get  the  pound  a  week.  The  matter,  once  I 
gave  up  writing  novels,  was  not  so  very 
difficult.  Every  despot  must  have  one  dis- 
loyal subject  to  keep  him  sane.  Even 
Louis  the  Eleventh  had  to  tolerate  his 
confessor,  standing  for  the  eternal  against 
the  temporal  throne.  Democracy  has  now 
handed  the  sceptre  of  the  despot  to  the 
sovereign  people;  but  they,  too,  must 
have  their  confessor,  whom  they  call 
Critic.  Criticism  is  not  only  medicinally 
salutary:  it  has  positive  popular  attrac- 
tions in  its  cruelty,  its  gladiatorship,  and 
the  gratification  given  to  envy  by  its 
attacks  on  the  great,,  and  to  enthusiasm 
by  its  praises.  It  may  say  things  which 
many  would  like  to  say,  but  dare  not, 
and  indeed  for  want  of  skill  could  not 
even  if  they  durst.  Its  iconoclasms,  sedi- 
tions, and  blasphemies,  if  well  turned, 
tickle  those  whom  they  shock;  so  that  the 
critic  adds  the  privileges  of  the  court 
jester  to  those  of  the  confessor.  Garrick, 


had  he  called  Dr  Johnson  Punch,  would 
have  spoken  profoundly  and  wittily; 
whereas  Dr  Johnson,  in  hurling  that 
epithet  at  him,  was  but  picking  up  the 
cheapest  sneer  an  actor  is  subject  to. 

It  was  as  Punch,  then,  that  I  emerged 
from  obscurity.  All  I  had  to  do  was  to 
open  my  normal  eyes,  and  with  my  ut- 
most literary  skill  put  the  case  exactly  as 
it  struck  me,  or  describe  the  thing  exactly 
as  I  saw  it,  to  be  applauded  as  the  most 
humorously  extravagant  paradoxer  in 
London.  The  only  reproach  with  which 
I  became  familiar  was  the  everlasting 
"Why  can  you  not  be  serious?"  Soon  my 
privileges  were  enormous  and  my  wealth 
immense.  I  had  a  prominent  place  reserved 
for  me  on  a  prominent  journal  every 
week  to  say  my  say  as  if  I  were  the  most 
important  person  in  the  kingdom.  My 
pleasing  toil  was  to  report  upon  all  the 
works  of  fine  art  the  capital  of  the  world 
can  attract  to  its  exhibitions,  its  opera 
house,  its  concerts  and  its  theatres.  The 
classes  eagerly  read  my  essays:  the  masses 
patiently  listened  to  my  harangues.  I  en- 
joyed the  immunities  of  impecuniosity 
with  the  opportunities  of  a  millionaire.  If 
ever  there  was  a  man  without  a  grievance, 
I  was  that  man. 

But  alas!  the  world  grew  younger  as  I 
grew  older:  its  vision  cleared  as  mine 
dimmed:  it  began  to  read  with  the  naked 
eye  the  writing  on  the  wall  which  now 
began  to  remind  me  that  the  age  of  spec- 
tacles was  at  hand.  My  opportunities  were 
still  there:  nay,  they  multiplied  tenfold; 
but  the  strength  and  youth  to  cope  with 
them  began  to  fail,  and  to  need  eking  out 
with  the  shifty  cunning  of  experience.  I 
had  to  shirk  the  platform;  to  economize 
my  health;  even  to  take  holidays.  In  my 
weekly  columns,  which  I  once  filled  full 
from  a  magic  well  that  never  ran  dry  or 
lost  its  sparkle  provided  I  pumped  hard 
enough,  I  began  to  repeat  myself;  to  fall 
into  a  style  which,  to  my  great  peril,  was 
recognized  as  at  least  partly  serious;  to 
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find  the  pump  tiring  me  and  the  water 
lower  in  the  well;  and,  worst  symptom  of 
all,  to  reflect  with  little  tremors  on  the 
fact  that  my  mystic  wealth  could  not,  like 
the  money  for  which  other  men  threw  it 
away,  be  stored  up  against  my  second 
childhood.  The  younger  generation, 
reared  in  an  enlightenment  unknown  to 
my  schooldays,  came  knocking  at  the 
door  too:  I  glanced  back  at  my  old 
columns  and  realized  that  I  had  timidly 
botched  at  thirty  what  newer  men  do 
now  with  gay  confidence  in  their  cradles. 
I  listened  to  their  vigorous  knocks  with 
exultation  for  the  race,  with  penurious 
alarm  for  my  own  old  age.  When  I  talked 
to  this  generation,  it  called  me  Mister, 
and,  with  its  frank,  charming  humanity, 
respected  me  as  one  who  had  done  good 
work  in  my  time.  A  famous  playwright 
wrote  a  long  play  to  shew  that  people  of 
my  age  were  on  the  shelf;  and  I  laughed 
at  him  with  the  wrong  side  of  my  mouth. 

It  was  at  this  bitter  moment  that  my 
fellow  citizens,  who  had  previously  re- 
pudiated all  my  offers  of  political  service, 
contemptuously  allowed  me  to  become  a 
vestryman:  me^  the  author  of  Widowers' 
Houses!  Then,  like  any  other  harmless 
useful  creature,  I  took  the  first  step  rear- 
ward. Up  to  that  fateful  day  I  had  never 
penuriously  spooned  up  the  spilt  drops 
of  my  well  into  bottles.  Time  enough  for 
that  when  the  well  was  empty.  But  now  I 
listened  to  the  voice  of  the  publisher  for 
the  first  time  since  he  had  refused  to  listen 
to  mine.  I  turned  over  my  articles  again; 
but  to  serve  up  the  weekly  paper  of  five 
years  ago  as  a  novelty!  no:  I  had  not  yet 
fallen  so  low,  though  I  see  that  degrada- 
tion looming  before  me  as  an  agricultural 
laborer  sees  the  workhouse.  So  I  said  "I 
will  begin  with  small  sins:  I  will  publish 
my  plays." 

How!  you  will  cry:  plays  1  What 
plays? 

Let  me  explain.  One  of  the  worst  priva- 
tions of  life  in  London  for  persons  of 


serious  intellectual  and  artistic  interests  is 
the  want  of  a  suitable  playhouse.  I  am 
fond  of  the  play,  and  am,  as  intelligent 
readers  of  this  preface  will  have  observed, 
myself  a  bit  of  an  actor.  Consequently, 
when  I  found  myself  coming  acroes  pro- 
jects of  all  sorts  for  the  foundation  of 
a  theatre  which  should  be  to  the  newly 
gathered  intellectual  harvest  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  what  Shakespear's  theatre 
was  to  the  harvest  of  the  Renascence,  I 
was  warmly  interested.  But  it  soon  ap- 
peared that  the  languid  demand  of  a  small 
and  uppish  group  for  a  form  of  entertain- 
ment which  it  had  become  thoroughly 
accustomed  to  do  without,  could  never 
provide  the  intense  energy  necessary  for 
the  establishment  of  the  New  Theatre  (we 
of  course  called  everything  advanced  "the 
New"  at  that  time:  see  The  Philanderer, 
the  second  play  in  "Plays  Unpleasant*'). 
That  energy  could  be  set  free  only  by  the 
genius  of  the  actor  and  manager  finding 
in  the  masterpieces  of  the  New  Drama  its 
characteristic  and  necessary  mode  of  ex- 
pression, and  revealing  their  fascination 
to  the  public.  Clearly  the  way  to  begin 
was  to  pick  up  a  masterpiece  or  two. 
Masterpieces,  however,  do  not  grow  on 
the  bushes.  The  New  Theatre  would 
never  have  come  into  existence  but  for 
the  plays  of  Ibsen,  just  as  the  Bayreuth 
Festival  Playhouse  would  never  have 
come  into  existence  but  for  Wagner's 
Nibelungen  tetralogy.  Every  attempt  to 
extend  the  repertory  proved  that  it  is  the 
drama  that  makes  the  theatre  and  not  the 
theatre  the  drama.  Not  that  this  needed 
fresh  proof,  since  the  whole  difficulty  had 
arisen  through  the  drama  of  the  day  being 
written  for  the  theatres  instead  of  from 
its  own  inner  necessity.  Still,  a  thing  that 
nobody  believes  cannot  be  proved  too 
often. 

Ibsen,  then,  was  the  hero  of  the  new 
departure.  It  was  in  1889  that  the  first 
really  effective  blow  was  struck  by  the 
production  of  A  Doll's  House  by  Charlea 
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Charrington  and  Janet  Achurch.  Whilst 
they  were  taking  that  epoch-making  play 
round  the  world,  Mr  Grein  followed  up 
the  campaign  in  London  with  his  Inde- 
pendent Theatre.  It  got  on  its  feet  by 
producing  Ibsen's  Ghosts;  but  its  search 
for  unacted  native  dramatic  masterpieces 
was  so  complete  a  failure  that  in  the 
autumn  of  1892  it  had  not  yet  produced 
a  single  original  piece  of  any  magnitude 
by  an  English  author.  In  this  humiliating 
national  emergency,  I  proposed  to  Mr 
Grein  that  he  should  boldly  announce  a 
play  by  me.  Being  an  extraordinarily  san- 
guine and  enterprising  man,  he  took  this 
step  without  hesitation.  I  then  raked  out, 
from  my  dustiest  pile  of  discarded  and 
rejected  manuscripts,  two  acts  of  a  play 
I  had  begun  in  1885,  shortly  after  the 
close  of  my  novel  writing  period,  in  colla- 
boration with  my  friend  William  Archer. 
Archer  has  himself  described  how  I 
proved  the  most  impossible  of  colla- 
borators. Laying  violent  hands  on  his 
thoroughly  planned  scheme  for  a  sym- 
pathetically romantic  "well  made  play" 
of  the  Parisian  type  then  in  vogue,  I  per- 
versely distorted  it  into  a  grotesquely 
realistic  exposure  of  slum  landlordism, 
municipal  jobbery,  and  the  pecuniary  and 
matrimonial  ties  between  them  and  the 
pleasant  people  with  "independent"  in- 
comes who  imagine  that  such  sordid 
matters  do  not  touch  their  own  lives.  The 
result  was  revoltingly  incongruous;  for 
though  I  took  my  theme  seriously 
enough,  I  did  not  then  take  the  theatre 
quite  seriously,  even  in  taking  it  more 
seriously  than  it  took  itself.  The  farcical 
trivialities  in  which  I  followed  the  fashion 
of  the  times  became  silly  and  irritating 
beyond  all  endurance  when  intruded 
upon  a  subject  of  such  depth,  reality,  and 
force  as  that  into  which  I  had  plunged 
my  drama.  Archer,  perceiving  that  I  had 
played  the  fool  both  with  his  plan  and 
my  own  theme,  promptly  disowned  me; 
and  the  project,  which  neither  of  us  had 


much  at  heart,  was  dropped,  leaving  me 
with  two  abortive  acts  of  an  unfinished 
and  condemned  play.  Exhuming  this  as 
aforesaid  seven  years  later,  I  saw  that  the 
very  qualities  which  had  made  it  im- 
possible for  ordinary  commercial  pur- 
poses in  1885  might  be  exactly  those 
needed  by  the  Independent  Theatre  in 
1892.  So  I  completed  it  by  a  third  act; 
gave  it  the  farfetched  Scriptural  title  of 
Widowers'  Houses;  and  handed  it  over 
to  Mr  Grein,  who  launched  it  at  the  public 
in  the  Royalty  Theatre  with  all  its  original 
tomfooleries  on  its  head.  It  made  a  sensa- 
tion out  of  all  proportion  to  its  merits  or 
even  its  demerits;  and  I  at  once  became 
infamous  as  a  playwright.  The  first  per- 
formance was  sufficiently  exciting:  the 
Socialists  and  Independents  applauded  me 
furiously  on  principle;  the  ordinary  play- 
going  first-nighters  hooted  me  frantically 
on  the  same  ground;  I,  being  at  that  time 
in  some  practice  as  what  is  impolitely 
called  a  mob  orator,  made  a  speech  before 
the  curtain;  the  newspapers  discussed  the 
play  for  a  whole  fortnight  not  only  in  the 
ordinary  theatrical  notices  and  criticisms> 
but  in  leading  articles  and  letters;  and 
finally  the  text  of  the  play  was  published 
with  an  introduction  by  Mr  Grein,  an 
amusing  account  by  Archer  of  the  original 
collaboration,  and  a  long  preface  and 
several  elaborate  controversial  appendices 
in  my  most  energetically  egotistic  fight- 
ing style.  The  volume,  forming  number 
one  of  the  Independent  Theatre  series  of 
plays,  now  extinct,  is  a  curious  relic  of 
that  nine  days  wonder;  and  as  it  contains 
the  original  text  of  the  play  with  all  its 
silly  pleasantries,  I  can  recommend  it  to 
collectors  of  quarto  Hamlets,  and  of  all 
those  scarce  and  superseded  early  editions 
which  the  unfortunate  author  would  so 
gladly  annihilate  if  he  could. 

I  had  not  achieved  a  success;  but  I  had 
provoked  an  uproar;  and  the  sensation 
was  so  agreeable  that  I  resolved  to  try 
again.  In  the  following  year,  1893,  when 
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the  discussion  about  Ibsenism,  "the  New 
Woman/'  and  the  like,  was  at  its  height, 
I  wrote  for  the  Independent  Theatre  the 
topical  comedy  called  The  Philanderer. 
But  even  before  I  finished  it,  it  was  ap- 
parent that  its  demands  on  the  most  ex- 
pert and  delicate  sort  of  high  comedy 
acting  went  beyond  the  resources  then  at 
the  disposal  of  Mr  Grein.  I  had  written  a 
part  which  nobody  but  Charles  Wynd- 
ham  could  act,  in  a  play  which  was  im- 
possible at  his  theatre:  a  feat  comparable 
to  the  building  of  Robinson   Crusoe's 
first  boat.  I  immediately  threw  it  aside, 
and,  returning  to  the  vein  I  had  worked 
in  Widowers'  Houses,  wrote  a  third  play, 
Mrs  Warren's  Profession,  on  a  social  sub- 
ject of  tremendous    force.   That   force 
justified  itself  in  spite  of  the  inexperience 
of  the  playwright.  The  play  was  every- 
thing that  the  Independent  Theatre  could 
desire:  rather  more,  if  anything,  than  it 
bargained  for.  But  at  this  point  I  came 
upon  the  obstacle  that  makes  dramatic 
authorship    intolerable    in    England    to 
writers  accustomed  to  the  freedom  of  the 
Press.  I  mean,  of  course,  the  Censorship. 
In  1737,  Henry  Fielding,  the  greatest 
practising  dramatist,  with  the  single  ex- 
ception of  Shakespear,  produced  by  Eng- 
land between  the  Middle  Ages  and  the 
nineteenth  century,  devoted  his  genius  to 
the  task  of  exposing  and  destroying  parlia- 
mentary corruption,  then  at  its  height. 
Walpole,  unable  to  govern  without  cor- 
ruption, promptly  gagged  the  stage  by  a 
censorship  which  is  in  full  force  at  the 
present  moment.  Fielding,  driven  out  of 
the  trade  of  Moliere  and  Aristophanes, 
took  to  that  of  Cervantes;  and  since  then 
the  English  novel  has  been  one  of  the 
glories  of  literature,  whilst  the  English 
drama  has  been  its  disgrace.  The  extin- 
guisher   which    Walpole    dropped    on 
Fielding  descends  on  me  in  the  form  of 
the   Lord    Chamberlain's    Examiner   of 
Plays,  a  gentleman  who  robs,  insults,  and 
suppresses  me  as  irresistibly  as  if  he  were 


the  Tsar  of  Russia  and  I  the  meanest  of 
his  subjects.  The  robbery  takes  the  form 
of  making  me  pay  him  two  guineas  for 
reading  every  play  of  mine  that  exceeds 
one  act  in  length.  I  do  not  want  him  to 
read  it  (at  least  officially:  personally  he  is 
welcome):  on  the  contrary,  I  strenuously 
resent  that  impertinence  on  his  part.  But 
I  must  submit  in  order  to  obtain  from 
him  an  insolent  and  insufferable  docu- 
ment, which  I  cannot  read  without  boil- 
ing of  the  blood,  certifying  that  in  his 
opinion — his  opinion! — my  play  "does 
not  in  its  general  tendency  contain  any- 
thing immoral  or  otherwise  improper  for 
the  stage,"  and  that  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain therefore  "allows"  its  performance 
(confound  his  impudence!).  In  spite  of 
this  certificate  he  still  retains  his  right,  as 
an  ordinary  citizen,  to  prosecute  me,  or 
instigate  some  other  citizen  to  prosecute 
me,  for  an  outrage  on  public  morals  if  he 
should  change  his  mind  later  on.  Besides, 
if  he  really  protects  the  public  against  my 
immorality,  why  does  not  the  public  pay 
him  for  the  service?  The  policeman  does 
not  look  to  the  thief  for  his  wages,  but  to 
the  honest  man  whom  he  protects  against 
the  thief.  And  yet,  if  I  refuse  to  pay,  this 
tyrant  can  practically  ruin  any  manager 
who  produces  my  play  in  defiance  of  him. 
If,  having  been  paid,  he  is  afraid  to  license 
the  play:  that  is,  if  he  is  more  afraid  of  the 
clamor  of  the  opponents  of  my  opinions 
than  of  their  supporters,  then  he  can  sup- 
press it,  and  impose  a  mulct  of  £50  on 
everybody  who  takes  part  in  a  represen- 
tation of  it,  from  the  callboy  to  the  prin- 
cipal tragedian.  And  there  is  no  getting 
rid  of  him.  Since  he  lives,  not  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  taxpayer,  but  by  blackmail- 
ing the  author,  no  political  party  would 
gain  ten  votes  by  abolishing  him.  Private 
political  influence  cannot  touch  him;  for 
such  private  influence,  moving  only  at  the 
promptings  of  individual  benevolence  to 
individuals,  makes  nice  little  places  to  job 
nice  little  people  into  instead  of  doing 
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away  with  them.  Nay,  I  myself,  though  I 
know  that  the  Examiner  is  necessarily  an 
odious  and  mischievous  official,  and  that 
if  I  were  appointed  to  his  post  (which 
I  shall  probably  apply  for  at  the  next 
vacancy)  I  could  no  more  help  being 
odious  and  mischievous  than  a  ramrod 
could  if  it  were  stuck  into  the  wheels  of  a 
steam  engine,  am  loth  to  stir  up  the  ques- 
tion lest  the  Press,  having  now  lost  all 
tradition  of  liberty,  and  being  able  to 
conceive  no  alternative  to  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain's Examiner  than  a  Home  Secre- 
tary's Examiner  or  some  other  seven- 
headed  devil  to  replace  the  oneheaded 
one,  should  make  the  remedy  worse  than 
the  disease.  Thus  I  cling  to  the  Censor- 
ship as  many  Radicals  cling  to  the  House 
of  Lords  or  the  Throne,  or  as  domineer- 
ing women  shun  masterful  men,  and 
marry  weak  and  amiable  ones.  Until  the 
nation  is  prepared  for  Freedom  of  The 
Stage  on  the  same  terms  as  it  now  enjoys 
Freedom  of  The  Press,  by  allowing  the 
playwright  and  manager  to  perform  any- 
thing they  please  and  take  the  conse- 
quences before  the  ordinary  law  as 
authors  and  editors  do,  I  shall  cherish  the 
Lord  Chamberlain's  Examiner  as  the 
apple  of  my  eye.  I  once  thought  of 
organizing  a  Petition  of  Right  from  all 
the  managers  and  authors  to  the  Prime 
Minister;  but  as  it  was  obvious  that  nine 
out  often  of  these  victims  of  oppression, 
far  from  daring  to  offend  their  despot, 
would  promptly  extol  him  as  the  most 
salutary  of  English  institutions,  and  spread 
themselves  with  unctuous  flattery  on  the 
perfectly  irrelevant  question  of  his  estim- 
able personal  character,  I  abandoned  the 
notion.  What  is  more,  many  of  them,  in 
taking  this  safe  course,  would  be  pur- 
suing a  sound  business  policy,  since  the 
managers  and  authors  to  whom  the  exist- 
ing system  has  brought  success  not  only 
have  no  incentive  to  change  it  for  another 
which  would  expose  them  to  wider  com- 
petition, but  have  for  the  most  part  the 


greatest  dread  of  the  "New"  ideas  which 
the  abolition  of  the  Censorship  would  let 
loose  on  the  stage.  And  so  long  live  the 
Lord  Chamberlain's  Examiner! 

In  1893  this  post  was  occupied  by  a 
gentleman,  now  deceased,  whose  ideas 
had  in  the  course  of  nature  become  quite 
obsolete.  He  was  openly  hostile  to  the 
New  movement;  and  his  evidence  before 
the  Select  Committee  of  the  House  of 
Commons  on  Theatres  and  Places  of 
Entertainment  in  1892  (Blue  Book  No. 
240,  pp.  328-335)  is  probably  the  best 
compendium  in  existence  of  every  fallacy 
that  can  make  a  Censor  obnoxious.  In 
dealing  with  him  Mr  Grein  was  at  a  heavy 
disadvantage.  Without  a  license,  Mrs 
Warren's  Profession  could  only  be  per- 
formed in  some  building  not  a  theatre, 
and  therefore  not  subject  to  reprisals 
from  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  The  audi- 
ence would  have  to  be  invited  as  guests 
only;  so  that  the  support  of  the  public 
paying  money  at  the  doors,  a  support 
with  which  the  Independent  Theatre 
could  not  afford  to  dispense,  was  out  of 
the  question.  To  apply  for  a  license  was 
to  court  a  practically  certain  refusal,  en- 
tailing the  £50  penalty  on  all  concerned 
in  any  subsequent  performance  whatever. 
The  deadlock  was  complete.  The  play 
was  ready;  the  Independent  Theatre  was 
ready;  and  the  cast  was  ready;  but  the 
mere  existence  of  the  Censorship,  with- 
out any  action  or  knowledge  of  the  play 
on  its  part,  was  sufficient  to  paralyze  all 
these  forces.  So  I  threw  Mrs  Warren's 
Profession  aside  too,  and,  like  another 
Fielding,  closed  my  career  as  playwright 
in  ordinary  to  the  Independent  Theatre. 

Fortunately,  though  the  Stage  is  bond, 
the  Press  is  free.  And  even  if  the  Stage 
were  freed,  none  the  less  would  it  be 
necessary  to  publish  plays  as  well  as  per- 
form them.  Had  the  two  performances  of 
Widowers'  Houses  achieved  by  Mr  Grein 
been  multiplied  by  fifty,  it  would  still 
have  remained  unknown  to  those  who 


721 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


either  dwell  out  of  reach  of  a  theatre,  or, 
as  a  matter  of  habit,  prejudice,  comfort, 
health,  or  age,  abstain  altogether  from 
playgoing.  Many  people  who  read  with 
delight  all  the  classic  dramatists,  from 
Eschylus  to  Ibsen,  only  go  to  the  theatre 
on  the  rare  occasions  when  they  are 
offered  a  play  by  an  author  whose  work 
they  have  already  learnt  to  value  as  litera- 
ture, or  a  performance  by  an  actor  of  the 
first  rank.  Even  our  habitual  playgoers 
have  no  true  habit  of  playgoing.  If  on  any 
night  at  the  busiest  part  of  the  theatrical 
season  in  London,  the  audiences  were 
cordoned  by  the  police  and  examined  in- 
dividually as  to  their  views  on  the  sub- 
ject, there  would  probably  not  be  a  single 
house-owning  native  among  them  who 
would  not  conceive  a  visit  to  the  theatre, 
or  indeed  to  any  public  assembly,  artistic 
or  political,  as  an  exceptional  way  of 
spending  an  evening,  the  normal  English 
way  being  to  sit  in  separate  families  in 
separate  houses,  each  person  silently 
occupied  with  a  book,  a  paper,  or  a  game 
of  halma,  cut  off  equally  from  the  bless- 
ings of  society  and  solitude.  You  may 
make  the  acquaintance  of  a  thousand 
streets  of  middle-class  English  families 
without  coming  on  a  trace  of  any  con- 
sciousness of  citizenship,  or  any  artistic 
cultivation  of  the  senses.  The  condition 
of  the  men  is  bad  enough,  in  spite  of  their 
daily  escape  into  the  city,  because  they 
carry  the  exclusive  and  unsocial  habits  of 
"the  home"  with  them  into  the  wider 
world  of  their  business.  Amiable  and 
companionable  enough  by  nature,  they 
are,  by  home  training,  so  incredibly  ill- 
mannered,  that  not  even  their  interest  as 
men  of  business  in  welcoming  a  possible 
customer  in  every  inquirer  can  correct 
their  habit  of  treating  everybody  who  has 
not  been  "introduced"  as  a  stranger  and 
intruder.  The  women,  who  have  not  even 
the  city  to  educate  them,  are  much  worse: 
they  are  positively  unfit  for  civilized 
intercourse:  graceless,  ignorant,  narrow- 


minded  to  a  quite  appalling  degree.  In 
public  places  these  homebred  people 
cannot  be  taught  to  understand  that  the 
right  they  are  themselves  exercising  is 
a  common  right.  Whether  they  are  in 
a  second-class  railway  carriage  or  in  a 
church,  they  receive  every  additional 
fellow  passenger  or  worshipper  as  a 
Chinaman  receives  the  "foreign  devil" 
who  has  forced  him  to  open  his  ports. 

In  proportion  as  this  horrible  domestic 
institution  is  broken  up  by  the  active 
social  circulation  of  the  upper  classes  in 
their  own  orbit,  or  its  stagnant  isolation 
made  impossible  by  the  conditions  of 
working  class  life,  manners  improve 
enormously.  In  the  middle  classes  them- 
selves the  revolt  of  a  single  clever  daugh- 
ter (nobody  has  yet  done  justice  to  the 
modern  clever  Englishwoman's  loathing 
of  the  very  word  Home),  and  her  insist- 
ence on  qualifying  herself  for  an  inde- 
pendent working  life,  humanizes  her 
whole  family  in  an  astonishingly  short 
time;  and  such  communal  enjoyments  as 
a  visit  to  die  suburban  theatre  once  a 
week,  or  to  the  Monday  Popular  Con- 
certs, or  both,  softens  the  worst  symp- 
toms of  its  unsociableness.  But  none  of 
these  breaches  in  the  English  survival  of 
the  hareem  can  be  made  without  a  can- 
nonade of  books  and  pianoforte  music. 
The  books  and  music  cannot  be  kept  out, 
because  they  alone  can  make  the  hideous 
boredom  of  the  hearth  bearable.  If  its 
victims  may  not  live  real  lives,  they  may 
at  least  read  about  imaginary  ones,  and 
perhaps  learn  from  them  to  doubt  whether 
a  class  that  not  only  submits  to  home  life, 
but  actually  boasts  about  it,  is  really  a 
class  worth  belonging  to.  For  the  sake  of 
the  unhappy  prisoners  of  the  home,  then, 
let  my  plays  be  printed  as  well  as  acted. 

But  the  dramatic  author  has  reasons  for 
publishing  his  plays  which  would  hold 
good  even  if  English  families  went  to 
the  theatre  as  regularly  as  they  take  in 
the  newspaper.  A  perfectly  adequate  and 
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successful  stage  representation  of  a  play 
requires  a  combination  of  circumstances 
so  extraordinarily  fortunate  that  I  doubt 
whether  it  has  ever  occurred  in  the  history 
of  the  world.  Take  the  case  of  the  most 
successful  English  dramatist  of  the  first 
rank:  Shakespear.  Although  he  wrote 
three  centuries  ago,  he  still  holds  his  own 
so  well  that  it  is  not  impossible  to  meet 
old  playgoers  who  have  witnessed  public 
performances  of  more  than  thirty  out  of 
his  thirty-seven  reputed  plays,  a  dozen  of 
them  fairly  often,  and  half  a  dozen  over 
and  over  again.  I  myself,  though  I  have 
by  no  means  availed  myself  of  all  my 
opportunities,  have  seen  twenty-three  of 
his  plays  publicly  acted.  But  if  I  had  not 
read  them  as  well,  my  impression  of  them 
would  be  not  merely  incomplete,  but 
violently  distorted  and  falsified.  It  is  only 
within  the  last  few  years  that  some  of  our 
younger  actor-managers  have  been  struck 
with  the  idea,  quite  novel  in  their  profes- 
sion, of  performing  Shakespear's  plays  as 
he  wrote  them,  instead  of  using  them  as  a 
cuckoo  uses  a  sparrow's  nest.  In  spite  of 
the  success  of  these  experiments,  the  stage 
is  still  dominated  by  Garrick's  conviction 
that  the  manager  and  actor  must  adapt 
Shakespear's  plays  to  the  modern  stage 
by  a  process  which  no  doubt  presents 
itself  to  the  adapter's  mind  as  one  of 
masterly  amelioration,  but  which  must 
necessarily  be  mainly  one  of  debasement 
and  mutilation  whenever,  as  occasionally 
happens,  the  adapter  is  inferior  to  the 
author.  The  living  author  can  protect 
himself  against  this  extremity  of  misrepre- 
sentation; but  the  more  unquestioned  his 
authority  is  on  the  stage,  and  the  more 
friendly  and  willing  the  co-operation  of 
the  manager  and  the  company,  the  more 
completely  does  he  get  convinced  of  the 
impossibility  of  achieving  an  authentic 
representation  of  his  piece  as  well  as  an 
effective  and  successful  one.  It  is  quite 
possible  for  a  piece  to  enjoy  the  most 
sensational  success  on  the  basis  of  a  com- 


plete misunderstanding  of  its  philosophy: 
indeed,  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  it  is 
only  by  a  capacity  for  succeeding  in  spite 
of  its  philosophy  that  a  dramatic  work  of 
serious  poetic  import  can  become  popu- 
lar. In  the  case  of  the  first  part  of  Goethe's 
Faust  we  have  this  frankly  avowed  by  the 
extraction  from  the  great  original  of 
popular  entertainments  like  Gounod's 
opera  or  the  Lyceum  version,  in  which 
poetry  and  philosophy  are  replaced  by 
romance,  which  is  the  recognized  spurious 
substitute  for  both  and  is  destructive  of 
them.  Not  even  when  a  drama  is  per- 
formed without  omission  or  alteration  by 
actors  who  are  enthusiastic  disciples  of  the 
author  does  it  escape  transfiguration.  We 
have  lately  seen  some  remarkably  sym- 
pathetic stage  interpretations  of  poetic 
drama,  from  the  experiments  of  Charles 
Charrington  with  Ibsen,  and  of  Lugn6 
Poe  with  Maeterlinck,  under  compara- 
tively inexpensive  conditions,  to  those  of 
the  Wagner  Festival  Playhouse  at  Bay- 
reuth  on  the  costliest  scale;  and  readers 
of  Ibsen  and  Maeterlinck,  and  pianoforte 
students  of  Wagner,  are  rightly  warned 
that  they  cannot  fully  appreciate  the  force 
of  a  dramatic  masterpiece  without  the  aid 
of  the  theatre.  But  I  have  never  found  an 
acquaintance  with  a  dramatist  founded  on 
the  theatre  alone,  or  with  a  composer 
founded  on  the  concert  room  alone,  a 
really  intimate  and  accurate  one.  The  very 
originality  and  genius  of  the  performers 
conflicts  with  die  originality  and  genius 
of  the  author.  Imagine  Shakespear  con- 
fronted with  Sir  Henry  Irving  at  a  re- 
hearsal of  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  or 
Sheridan  with  Miss  Ada  Rehan  at  one  of 
The  School  for  Scandal.  It  is  easy  to 
imagine  the  speeches  that  might  pass  on 
such  occasions.  For  example  "As  I  look 
at  your  playing,  Sir  Henry,  I  seem  to  see 
Israel  mourning  the  Captivity  and  cry- 
ing, 'How  long,  O  Lord,  how  long?'  It  is 
a  little  startling  to  see  Shylock's  strong 
feelings  operating  through  a  romantic 
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intellect  instead  of  through  an  entirely 
commercial  one;  but  pray  dont  alter  your 
conception,  which  will  be  abundantly  pro- 
fitable to  us  both/'  Or  "My  dear  Miss 
Rehan:  let  me  congratulate  you  on  a 
piece  of  tragic  acting  which  has  made  me 
ashamed  of  the  triviality  of  my  play,  and 
obliterated  Sir  Peter  Teazle  from  my 
consciousness,  though  I  meant  him  to  be 
the  hero  of  the  scene.  I  foresee  an  enorm- 
ous success  for  both  of  us  in  this  for- 
tunate misrepresentation  of  my  inten- 
tion." Even  if  the  author  had  nothing 
to  gain  pecuniarily  by  conniving  at  the 
glorification  of  his  play  by  the  performer, 
the  actor's  excess  of  power  would  still 
carry  its  own  authority  and  win  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  author's  histrionic  instinct, 
unless  he  were  a  Realist  of  fanatical  in- 
tegrity. And  that  would  not  save  him 
either;  for  his  attempts  to  make  powerful 
actors  do  less  than  their  utmost  would  be 
as  futile  as  his  attempts  to  make  feeble 
ones  do  more. 

In  short,  the  fact  that  a  skilfully  written 
play  is  infinitely  more  adaptable  to  all 
sorts  of  acting  than  available  acting  is  to 
all  sorts  of  plays  (the  actual  conditions 
thus  exactly  reversing  the  desirable  ones) 
finally  drives  the  author  to  the  conclusion 
that  his  own  view  of  his  work  can  only 
be  conveyed  by  himself.  And  since  he 
could  not  act  the  play  singlehanded  even 
if  he  were  a  trained  actor,  he  must  fall 
back  on  his  powers  of  literary  expression, 
as  other  poets  and  fictionists  do.  So  far, 
this  has  hardly  been  seriously  attempted 
by  dramatists.  Of  Shakespear's  plays  we 
have  not  even  complete  prompt  copies: 
the  folio  gives  us  hardly  anything  but  the 
bare  lines.  What  would  we  not  give  for 
the  copy  of  Hamlet  used  by  Shakespear 
at  rehearsal,  with  the  original  stage  busi- 
ness scrawled  by  the  prompter's  pencil? 
And  if  we  had  in  addition  the  descriptive 
directions  which  the  author  gave  on  the 
stage:  above  all,  the  character  sketches, 
however  brief,  by  which  he  tried  to  con- 


vey to  the  actor  the  sort  of  person  he 
meant  him  to  incarnate,  what  a  light  they 
would  shed,  not  only  on  the  play,  but  on 
the  history  of  the  sixteenth  century !  Well, 
we  should  have  had  all  this  and  much 
more  if  Shakespear,  instead  of  merely 
writing  out  his  lines,  had  prepared  the 
plays  for  publication  in  competition  with 
fiction  as  elaborate  as  that  of  Meredith.  It 
is  for  want  of  this  elaboration  that  Shake- 
spear, unsurpassed  as  poet,  storyteller, 
character  draughtsman,  humorist,  and 
rhetorician,  has  left  us  no  intellectually 
coherent  drama,  and  could  not  afford  to 
pursue  a  genuinely  scientific  method  in 
his  studies  of  character  and  society, 
though  in  such  unpopular  plays  as  All's 
Well,  Measure  for  Measure,  and  Troilus 
and  Cressida,  we  find  him  ready  and 
willing  to  start  at  the  twentieth  century 
if  the  seventeenth  would  only  let  him. 

Such  literary  treatment  is  much  more 
needed  by  modern  plays  than  by  Shake- 
spear's,  because  in  his  time  the  acting  of 
plays  was  very  imperfectly  differentiated 
from  the  declamation  of  verses;  and  de- 
scriptive or  narrative  recitation  did  what 
is  now  done  by  scenery,  furniture,  and 
stage  business.  Anyone  reading  the  mere 
dialogue  of  an  Elizabethan  play  under- 
stands all  but  half  a  dozen  unimportant 
lines  of  it  without  difficulty;  whilst  many 
modern  plays,  highly  successful  on  the 
stage,  are  not  merely  unreadable  but 
positively  unintelligible  without  visible 
stage  business.  Recitation  on  a  platform, 
with  the  spectators  seated  round  the  re- 
citer in  the  Elizabethan  fashion,  would 
reduce  them  to  absurdity.  The  extreme 
instance  is  a  pure  pantomime,  like  L'En- 
fant  Prodigue,  in  which  the  dialogue, 
though  it  exists,  is  not  spoken.  If  a  dra- 
matic author  were  to  publish  a  panto- 
mime, it  is  clear  that  he  could  make  it 
intelligible  to  a  reader  only  by  giving 
him  the  words  which  the  pantomimist  is 
supposed  to  be  uttering.  Now  it  is  not  a 
whit  less  impossible  to  make  a  modern 
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practical  stage  play  intelligible  to  an 
audience  by  dialogue  alone,  than  to  make 
a  pantomime  intelligible  to  a  reader  with- 
out it. 

Obvious  as  this  is,  the  presentation  of 
plays  through  the  literary  medium  has 
not  yet  become  an  art;  and  the  result  is 
that  it  is  very  difficult  to  induce  the  Eng- 
lish public  to  buy  and  read  plays.  Indeed, 
why  should  they,  when  they  find  nothing 
in  them  except  the  bare  words,  with  a 
few  carpenter's  and  costumier's  directions 
as  to  the  heroine's  father  having  a  grey 
beard,  and  the  drawing  room  having 
three  doors  on  the  right,  two  doors  and 
an  entrance  through  the  conservatory  on 
the  left,  and  a  French  window  in  the 
middle?  It  is  astonishing  to  me  that 
Ibsen,  devoting  two  years  to  the  produc- 
tion of  a  three-act  play,  the  extraordinary 
quality  of  which  depends  on  a  mastery  of 
character  and  situation  which  can  only  be 
achieved  by  working  out  a  good  deal  of 
the  family  and  personal  history  of  the  in- 
dividuals represented,  should  neverthe- 
less give  the  reading  public  very  little 
more  than  the  technical  memorandum 
required  by  the  carpenter,  the  electrician, 
and  the  prompter.  Who  will  deny  that 
the  resultant  occasional  mysteriousness  of 
effect,  enchanting  though  it  may  be,  is 
produced  at  the  cost  of  intellectual  ob- 
scurity? Ibsen,  interrogated  as  to  his 
meaning,  replied  "What  I  have  said,  I 
have  said."  Precisely;  but  the  point  is 
that  what  he  hasnt  said,  he  hasnt  said. 
There  are  perhaps  people  (though  I  doubt 
it,  not  being  one  of  them  myself)  to 
whom  Ibsen's  plays,  as  they  stand,  speak 
sufficiently  for  themselves.  There  are  cer- 
tainly others  who  could  not  understand 
them  on  any  terms.  Granting  that  on  both 
these  classes  further  explanations  would 
be  thrown  away,  is  nothing  to  be  done 
for  the  vast  majority  to  whom  a  word  of 
explanation  makes  all  the  difference? 

Finally,  may  I  put  in  a  plea  for  the 
actors  themselves?  Born  actors  have  a 


susceptibility  to  dramatic  emotion  which 
enables  them  to  seize  the  moods  of  their 
parts  intuitively.  But  to  expect  them  to  be 
intuitive  as  to  intellectual  meaning  and 
circumstantial  conditions  as  well,  is  to 
demand  powers  of  divination  from  them: 
one  might  as  well  expect  the  Astronomer 
Royal  to  tell  the  time  in  a  catacomb.  And 
yet  the  actor  generally  finds  his  part  full 
of  emotional  directions  which  he  could 
supply  as  well  or  better  than  the  author, 
whilst  he  is  left  quite  in  the  dark  as  to 
the  political  or  religious  conditions  under 
which  the  character  he  impersonates  is 
supposed  to  be  acting.  Definite  concep- 
tions of  these  are  always  implicit  in  the 
best  plays,  and  are  often  the  key  to  their 
appropriate  rendering;  but  most  actors 
are  so  accustomed  to  do  without  them 
that  they  would  object  to  being  troubled 
with  them,  although  it  is  only  by  such 
educative  trouble  that  an  actor's  profes- 
sion can  place  him  on  the  level  of  the 
lawyer,  the  physician,  the  churchman, 
and  the  statesman.  Even  as  it  is,  Shylock 
as  a  Jew  and  usurer,  Othello  as  a  Moor 
and  a  soldier,  Caesar,  Cleopatra,  and  An- 
tony as  figures  in  defined  political  circum- 
stances, are  enormously  more  real  to  the 
actor  than  the  countless  heroes  as  to 
whom  nothing  is  ever  known  except  that 
they  wear  nice  clothes,  love  the  heroine, 
baffle  the  villain,  and  live  happily  ever 
after. 

The  case,  then,  is  overwhelming  not 
only  for  printing  and  publishing  the  dia- 
logue of  plays,  but  for  a  serious  effort  to 
convey  their  full  content  to  the  reader. 
This  means  the  institution  of  a  new  art; 
and  I  daresay  that  before  these  two  vol- 
umes are  ten  years  old,  the  bald  attempt 
they  make  at  it  will  be  left  far  behind,  and 
that  the  customary  brief  and  unreadable 
scene  specification  at  the  head  of  an  act 
will  have  expanded  into  a  chapter,  or 
even  a  series  of  chapters.  No  doubt  one 
result  of  this  will  be  the  production,  under 
cover  of  the  above  arguments,  of  works 
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of  a  mixture  of  kinds,  part  narrative,  part 
homily,  part  description,  part  dialogue, 
and  (possibly)  part  drama:  works  that 
could  be  read,  but  not  acted.  I  have  no 
objection  to  such  works;  but  my  own  aim 
has  been  that  of  the  practical  dramatist:  if 
anything  my  eye  has  been  too  much  on 
the  stage.  At  all  events,  I  have  tried  to  put 
down  nothing  that  is  irrelevant  to  the 
actor's  performance,  and,  through  it,  to 
the  audience's  comprehension  of  the  play. 
I  have  of  course  been  compelled  to  omit 
many  things  that  a  stage  representation 
could  convey,  simply  because  the  art  of 
letters,  though  highly  developed  gram- 
matically, is  still  in  its  infancy  as  a  tech- 
nical speech  notation:  for  example,  there 
are  fifty  ways  of  saying  Yes,  and  five 
hundred  of  saying  No,  but  only  one  way 
of  writing  them  down.  Even  the  use  of 
spaced  letters  instead  of  italics  for  under- 
lining, though  familiar  to  foreign  readers, 
will  have  to  be  learned  by  the  English 
public  before  it  becomes  effective.  But  if 
my  readers  do  their  fair  share  of  the  work, 
I  daresay  they  will  understand  nearly  as 
much  of  the  plays  as  I  do  myself. 

Finally,  a  word  as  to  why  I  have 
labelled  the  three  plays  in  this  first  vol- 
ume Unpleasant.  The  reason  is  pretty 
obvious:  their  dramatic  power  is  used  to 
force  the  spectator  to  face  unpleasant 
facts.  No  doubt  all  plays  which  deal  sin- 
cerely with  humanity  must  wound  the 
monstrous  conceit  which  it  is  the  business 
of  romance  to  flatter.  But  here  we  are 
confronted,  not  only  with  the  comedy 
and  tragedy  of  individual  character  and 
destiny,  but  with  those  social  horrors 
which  arise  from  the  fact  that  the  average 
homebred  Englishman,  however  honor- 
able and  goodnatured  he  may  be  in  his 
private  capacity,  is,  as  a  citizen,  a  wretched 
creature  who,  whilst  clamoring  for  a  gra- 
tuitous millennium,  will  shut  his  eyes  to 
the  most  villainous  abuses  i ;  the  remedy 
threatens  to  add  another  penny  in  the 
pound  to  the  rates  and  taxes  which  Le  has 


to  be  half  cheated,  half  coerced  into  pay- 
ing. In  Widowers'  Houses  I  have  shewn 
middle-class  respectability  and  younger 
son  gentility  fattening  on  the  poverty  of 
the  slum  as  flies  fatten  on  filth.  That  is 
not  a  pleasant  theme. 

In  The  Philanderer  I  have  shewn  the 
grotesque  sexual  compacts  made  between 
men  and  women  under  marriage  laws 
which  represent  to  some  of  us  a  political 
necessity  (especially  for  other  people),  to 
some  a  divine  ordinance,  to  some  a  ro- 
mantic ideal,  to  some  a  domestic  profes- 
sion for  women,  and  to  some  that  worst 
of  blundering  abominations,  an  institu- 
tion which  society  has  outgrown  but  not 
modified,  and  which  "advanced"  indivi- 
duals are  therefore  forced  to  evade.  The 
scene  with  which  The  Philanderer  opens, 
the  atmosphere  in  which  it  proceeds,  and 
the  marriage  with  which  it  ends,  are,  for 
the  intellectually  and  artistically  con- 
scious classes  in  modern  society,  typical; 
and  it  will  hardly  be  denied,  I  think,  that 
they  are  unpleasant. 

In  Mrs  Warren's  Profession  I  have 
gone  straight  at  the  fact  that,  as  Mrs 
Warren  puts  it,  "the  only  way  for  a 
woman  to  provide  for  herself  decently  is 
for  her  to  be  good  to  some  man  that  can 
afford  to  be  good  to  her."  There  are  cer- 
tain questions  on  which  I  am,  like  most 
Socialists,  an  extreme  Individualist.  I  be- 
lieve that  any  society  which  desires  to 
found  itself  on  a  high  standard  of  integ- 
rity of  character  in  its  units  should  organ- 
ize itself  in  such  a  fashion  as  to  make  it 
possible  for  all  men  and  all  women  to 
maintain  themselves  in  reasonable  com- 
fort by  their  industry  without  selling  their 
affections  and  their  convictions.  At  pre- 
sent we  not  only  condemn  women  as  a 
sex  to  attach  themselves  to  breadwinners, 
licitly  or  illicitly,  on  pain  of  heavy  priva- 
tion and  disadvantage;  but  we  have  great 
prostinr.e  classes  of  men:  for  instance, 
the  playwrights  and  journalists,  to  whom 
I  myself  belong,  not  to  mention  the 
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legions  of  lawyers,  doctors,  clergymen, 
and  platform  politicians  who  are  daily 
using  their  highest  faculties  to  belie  their 
real  sentiments:  a  sin  compared  to  which 
that  of  a  woman  who  sells  the  use  of  her 
person  for  a  few  hours  is  too  venial  to  be 
worth  mentioning;  for  rich  men  without 
conviction  are  more  dangerous  in  modern 
society  than  poor  women  without  chas- 
tity. Hardly  a  pleasant  subject,  this! 

I  must,  however,  warn  my  readers  that 
my  attacks  are  directed  against  them- 
selves, not  against  my  stage  figures.  They 
cannot  too  thoroughly  understand  that 
the  guilt  of  defective  social  organization 
does  not  lie  alone  on  the  people  who  actu- 
ally work  the  commercial  makeshifts 
which  the  defects  make  inevitable,  and 
who  often,  like  Sartorius  and  Mrs  Warren, 
display  valuable  executive  capacities  and 


even  high  moral  virtues  in  their  adminis- 
tration, but  with  the  whole  body  of  citi- 
zens whose  public  opinion,  public  action, 
and  public  contribution  as  ratepayers, 
alone  can  replace  Sartorius's  slums  with 
decent  dwellings,  Charteris's  intrigues 
with  reasonable  marriage  contracts,  and 
Mrs  Warren's  profession  with  honor- 
able industries  guarded  by  a  humane 
industrial  code  and  a  "moral  minimum" 
wage. 

How  I  came,  later  on,  to  write  plays 
which,  dealing  less  with  the  crimes  of 
society,  and  more  with  its  romantic  follies 
and  with  the  struggles  of  individuals 
against  those  follies,  may  be  called,  by 
contrast,  Pleasant,  is  a  story  which  I  shall 
tell  on  resuming  this  discourse  for  the 
edification  of  the  readers  of  the  second 
volume. 
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Readers  of  the  discourse  with  which 
the  "Unpleasant"  volume  commences 
will  remember  that  I  turned  my  hand  to 
play-writing  when  a  great  deal  of  talk 
about  "the  New  Drama,"  followed  by  the 
actual  establishment  of  a  "New  Theatre" 
(the  Independent),  threatened  to  end  in 
the  humiliating  discovery  that  the  New 
Drama,  in  England  at  least,  was  a  figment 
of  the  revolutionary  imagination.  This 
was  not  to  be  endured.  I  had  rashly  taken 
up  the  case;  and  rather  than  let  it  collapse 
I  manufactured  the  evidence. 

Man  is  a  creature  of  habit.  You  cannot 
write  three  plays  and  then  stop.  Besides, 
the  New  movement  did  not  stop.  In  1894, 
Florence  Fair,  who  had  already  pro- 
duced Ibsen's  Rosmersholm,  was  placed 
in  command  of  the  Avenue  Theatre  in 
London  for  a  season  on  the  new  lines  by 
Miss  A.  E.  F.  Horniman,  who  had  family 
reasons  for  not  yet  appearing  openly  as 
a  pioneer-manageress.  There  were,  as 
available  New  Dramatists,  myself,  dis- 
covered by  the  Independent  Theatre  (at 
my  own  suggestion);  Dr  John  Tod- 
hunter,  who  had  been  discovered  before 
(his  play  The  Black  Cat  had  been  one 
of  the  Independent's  successes);  and  Mr 
W.  B.  Yeats,  a  genuine  discovery.  Dr 
Todhunter  supplied  A  Comedy  of  Sighs: 
Mr  Yeats,  The  Land  of  Heart's  Desire. 
I,  having  nothing  but  unpleasant  plays 
in  my  desk,  hastily  completed  a  first 
attempt  at  a  pleasant  one,  and  called  it 
Arms  and  The  Man,  taking  the  title  from 
the  first  line  of  Dry  den's  Virgil.  It  passed 
for  a  success,  the  applause  on  the  first 
night  being  as  promising  as  could  be 
wished;  and  it  ran  from  the  2ist  of  April 
to  the  yth  of  July.  To  witness  it  the  public 
paid  £1777:5:6,  an  average  of  £23:2:5 
per  representation  (including  nine  mat- 


inees). A  publisher  receiving  £1700  for 
a  book  would  have  made  a  satisfactory 
profit:  experts  in  West  End  theatrical 
management  will  contemplate  that  figure 
with  a  grim  smile. 

In  the  autumn  of  1894  I  spent  a  few 
weeks  in  Florence,  where  I  occupied  my- 
self with  the  religious  art  of  the  Middle 
Ages  and  its  destruction  by  the  Rena- 
scence. From  a  former  visit  to  Italy  on 
the  same  business  I  had  hurried  back  to 
Birmingham  to  discharge  my  duties  as 
musical  critic  at  the  Festival  there.  On 
that  occasion  a  very  remarkable  collec- 
tion of  the  works  of  our  British  "pre- 
Raphaelite"  painters  was  on  view.  I 
looked  at  these,  and  then  went  into  the 
Birmingham  churches  to  see  the  windows 
of  William  Morris  and  Burne-Jones.  On 
the  whole,  Birmingham  was  more  hope- 
ful than  the  Italian  cities;  for  the  art  it 
had  to  shew  me  was  the  work  of  living 
men,  whereas  modern  Italy  had,  as  far  as 
I  could  see,  no  more  connection  with 
Giotto  than  Port  Said  has  with  Ptolemy. 
Now  I  am  no  believer  in  the  worth  of 
any  mere  taste  for  art  that  cannot  pro- 
duce what  it  professes  to  appreciate.  When 
my  subsequent  visit  to  Italy  found  me 
practising  the  playwright's  craft,  the  time 
was  ripe  for  a  modern  pre-Raphaelite 
play.  Religion  was  alive  again,  coming 
back  upon  men,  even  upon  clergymen, 
with  such  power  that  not  the  Church  of 
England  itself  could  keep  it  out.  Here  my 
activity  as  a  Socialist  had  placed  me  on 
sure  and  familiar  ground.  To  me  the 
members  of  the  Guild  of  St  Matthew 
were  no  more  "High  Church  clergymen," 
Dr  Clifford  no  more  "an  eminent  Non- 
conformist divine,"  than  I  was  to  them 
"an  infidel."  There  is  only  one  religion, 
though  there  are  a  hundred  versions  of 
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it.  We  all  had  the  same  thing  to  say;  and 
though  some  of  us  cleared  our  throats 
to  say  it  by  singing  revolutionary  lyrics 
and  republican  hymns,  we  thought  no- 
thing of  singing  them  to  the  music  of 
Sullivan's  Onward  Christian  Soldiers  or 
Haydn's  God  Preserve  the  Emperor. 

Now  unity,  however  desirable  in  politi- 
cal agitations,  is  fatal  to  drama;  for  every 
drama  must  present  a  conflict.  The  end 
may  be  reconciliation  or  destruction;  or, 
as  in  life  itself,  there  may  be  no  end;  but 
the  conflict  is  indispensable:  no  conflict, 
no  drama.  Certainly  it  is  easy  to  dramatize 
the  prosaic  conflict  of  Christian  Socialism 
with  vulgar  Unsocialism:  for  instance,  in 
Widowers'  Houses,  the  clergyman,  who 
does  not  appear  on  the  stage  at  all,  is  the 
real  antagonist  of  the  slum  landlord.  But 
the  obvious  conflicts  of  unmistakeable 
good  with  unmistakeable  evil  can  only 
supply  the  crude  drama  of  villain  and 
hero,  in  which  some  absolute  point  of 
view  is  taken,  and  the  dissentients  are 
treated  by  the  dramatist  as  enemies  to 
be  piously  glorified  or  indignantly  vili- 
fied. In  such  cheap  wares  I  do  not  deal. 
Even  in  my  unpleasant  propagandist 
plays  I  have  allowed  every  person  his  or 
her  own  point  of  view,  and  have,  I  hope, 
to  the  full  extent  of  my  understanding  of 
him,  been  as  sympathetic  with  Sir  George 
Crofts  as  with  any  of  the  more  genial  and 
popular  characters  in  the  present  volume. 
To  distil  the  quintessential  drama  from 
pre-Raphaelitism,  medieval  or  modern, 
it  must  be  shewn  at  its  best  in  conflict 
with  the  first  broken,  nervous,  stumbling 
attempts  to  formulate  its  own  revolt 
against  itself  as  it  develops  into  some- 
thing higher.  A  coherent  explanation  of 
any  such  revolt,  addressed  intelligibly 
and  prosaically  to  the  intellect,  can  only 
come  when  the  work  is  done,  and  indeed 
done  with:  that  is  to  say,  when  the  develop- 
ment, accomplished,  admitted,  and  as- 
similated, is  a  story  of  yesterday.  Long 
before  any  such  understanding  can  be 


reached,  the  eyes  of  men  begin  to  turn 
towards  the  distant  light  of  the  new  age. 
Discernible  at  first  only  by  the  eyes  of 
the  man  of  genius,  it  must  be  focussed 
by  him  on  the  speculum  of  a  work  of  art, 
and  flashed  back  from  that  into  the  eyes 
of  the  common  man.  Nay,  the  artist  him- 
self has  no  other  way  of  making  himself 
conscious  of  the  ray:  it  is  by  a  blind  in- 
stinct that  he  keeps  on  building  up  his 
masterpieces  until  their  pinnacles  catch 
the  glint  of  the  unrisen  sur..  Ask  him  to 
explain  himself  prosaically^  and  you  find 
that  he  "writes  like  an  angel  and  talks 
like  poor  Poll,"  and  is  himself  the  first  to 
make  that  epigram  at  his  own  expense. 
John  Ruskin  has  told  us  clearly  enough 
what  is  in  the  pictures  of  Carpaccio  and 
Bellini:  let  him  explain,  if  he  can,  where 
we  shall  be  when  the  sun  that  is  caught 
by  the  summits  of  the  work  of  his  favorite 
Tintoretto,  of  his  aversion  Rembrandt, 
of  Mozart,  of  Beethoven  and  Wagner, 
of  Blake  and  of  Shelley,  shall  have 
reached  the  valleys.  Let  Ibsen  explain,  if 
he  can,  why  the  building  of  churches  and 
happy  homes  is  not  the  ultimate  destiny 
of  Man,  and  why,  to  thrill  the  unsatisfied 
younger  generations,  he  must  mount  be- 
yond it  to  heights  that  now  seem  un- 
speakably giddy  and  dreadful  to  him,  and 
from  which  the  first  climbers  must  fall 
and  dash  themselves  to  pieces.  He  cannot 
explain  it:  he  can  only  shew  it  to  you  as 
a  vision  in  the  magic  glass  of  his  artwork; 
so  that  you  may  catch  his  presentiment 
and  make  what  you  can  of  it.  And  this  is 
the  function  that  raises  dramatic  art  above 
imposture  and  pleasure  hunting,  and  en- 
ables the  playwright  to  be  something 
more  than  a  skilled  liar  and  pandar. 

Here,  then,  was  the  higher  but  vaguer 
and  timider  vision,  the  incoherent,  mis- 
chievous, and  even  ridiculous  unpractical- 
ness,  which  offered  me  a  dramatic  an- 
tagonist for  the  clear,  bold,  sure,  sensible, 
benevolent,  salutarily  shortsighted  Chris- 
tian Socialist  idealism.  I  availed  myself 
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of  it  in  Candida,  the  drunken  scene  in 
which  has  been  much  appreciated,  I  am 
told,  in  Aberdeen.  I  purposely  contrived 
the  play  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  the 
expenses  of  representation  insignificant; 
so  that,  without  pretending  that  I  could 
appeal  to  a  very  wide  circle  of  playgoers, 
I  could  reasonably  sound  a  few  of  our 
more  enlightened  managers  as  to  an  ex- 
periment with  half  a  dozen  afternoon 
performances.   They  admired  the  play 
generously:  indeed  I  think  that  if  any  of 
diem  had  been  young  enough  to  play 
the  poet,  my  proposal  might  have  been 
acceded  to,  in  spite  of  many  incidental 
difficulties.  Nay,  if  only  I  had  made  the 
poet  a  cripple,  or  at  least  blind,  so  as  to 
combine  an  easier  disguise  with  a  larger 
claim  for  sympathy,  something  might 
have  been  done.  Richard  Mansfield,  who 
had,  with  apparent  ease,  made  me  quite 
famous  in  America  by  his  productions 
of  my  plays,  went  so  far  as  to  put  the  play 
actually  into  rehearsal  before  he  would 
confess  himself  beaten  by  the  physical 
difficulties  of  the  part.  But  they  did  beat 
him;  and  Candida  did  not  see  the  foot- 
lights until  my  old  ally  the  Independent 
Theatre,   making  a  propagandist   tour 
through  the  provinces  with  A  Doll's 
House,  added  Candida  to  its  repertory, 
to  the  great  astonishment  of  its  audiences. 
In  an  idle  moment  in  1895 1  began  the 
little  scene  called  The  Man  of  Destiny, 
which  is  hardly  more  than  a  bravura 
piece  to  display  the  virtuosity  of  the  two 
principal  performers. 

In  the  meantime  I  had  devoted  the 
spare  moments  of  1896  to  the  composi- 
tion of  two  more  plays,  only  the  first  of 
which  appears  in  this  volume.1  You  Never 
Can  Tell  was  an  attempt  to  comply  with 
many  requests  for  a  play  in  which  the 
much  paragraphed  "brilliancy"  of  Arms 
and  The  Man  should  be  tempered  by 
some  consideration  for  the  requirements 
of  managers  in  search  of  fashionable 
1  Plays  Pleasant. 


comedies  for  West  End  theatres.  I  had 
no  difficulty  in  complying,  as  I  have 
always  cast  my  plays  in  the  ordinary 
practical  comedy  form  in  use  at  all  the 
theatres;  and  far  from  taking  an  unsym- 
pathetic view  of  the  popular  preference 
lor  fun,  fashionable  dresses,  a  little  music, 
and  even  an  exhibition  of  eating  and 
drinking  by  people  with  an  expensive  air, 
attended  by  an  if-possible-comic  waiter, 
I  was  more  than  willing  to  shew  that  the 
drama  can  humanize  these  things  as  easily 
as  they,  in  the  wrong  hands,  can  de- 
humanize the  drama.  But  as  often  happens 
it  was  easier  to  do  this  than  to  persuade 
those  who  had  asked  for  it  that  they  had 
indeed  got  it.  A  chapter  in  Cyril  Maude's 
history  of  the  Haymarket  Theatre  re- 
cords how  the  play  was  rehearsed  there, 
and  why  I  withdrew  it.  And  so  I  reached 
the  point  at  which,  as  narrated  in  the  pre- 
face to  the  "Unpleasant"  volume,  I  re- 
solved to  avail  myself  of  my  literary 
expertness  to  put  my  plays  before  the 
public  in  my  own  way. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  I  have  not  been 
driven  to  this  expedient  by  any  hostility 
on  the  part  of  our  managers.  I  will  not 
pretend  that  the  modern  actor-manager's 
talent  as  player  can  in  the  nature  of  things 
be  often  associated  with  exceptional  criti- 
cal insight.  As  a  rule,  by  the  time  a 
manager  has  experience  enough  to  make 
him  as  safe  a  judge  of  plays  as  a  Bond 
Street  dealer  is  of  pictures,  he  begins  to 
be  thrown  out  in  his  calculations  by  the 
slow  but  constant  change  of  public  taste, 
and  by  his  own  growing  conservatism. 
But  his  need  for  new  plays  is  so  great,  and 
the  few  accredited  authors  are  so  little 
able  to  keep  pace  with  their  commissions, 
that  he  is  always  apt  to  overrate  rather 
than  to  underrate  his  discoveries  in  the 
way  of  new  pieces  by  new  authors.  An 
original  work  by  a  man  of  genius  like 
Ibsen  may,  of  course,  baffle  him  as  it 
baffles  many  professed  critics;  but  in  the 
beaten  path  of  drama  no  unacted  works 
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of  merit,  suitable  to  his  purposes,  have 
been  discovered;  whereas  the  production, 
at  great  expense,  of  very  faulty  plays 
written  by  novices  (not '  'backers")  is  by 
no  means  an  unknown  event.  Indeed,  to 
anyone  who  can  estimate,  even  vaguely, 
the  complicated  trouble,  the  risk  of  heavy 
loss,  and  the  initial  expense  and  thought, 
involved  by  the  production  of  a  play,  the 
ease  with  which  dramatic  authors,  known 
and  unknown,  get  their  works  performed 
must  needs  seem  a  wonder. 

Only,  authors  must  not  expect  man- 
agers to  invest  many  thousands  of  pounds 
in  plays,  however  fine  (or  the  reverse), 
which  will  clearly  not  attract  perfectly 
commonplace  people.  Playwriting  and 
theatrical  management,  on  the  present 
commercial  basis,  are  businesses  like 
other  businesses,  depending  on  the  pat- 
ronage of  great  numbers  of  very  ordinary 
customers.  When  the  managers  and 
authors  study  the  wants  of  these  cus- 
tomers, they  succeed:  when  they  do  not, 
they  fail.  A  public-spirited  manager,  or 
an  author  with  a  keen  artistic  conscience, 
may  choose  to  pursue  his  business  with 
the  minimum  of  profit  and  the  maximum 
of  social  usefulness  by  keeping  as  close 
as  he  can  to  the  highest  marketable  limit 
of  quality,  and  constantly  feeling  for  an 
extension  of  that  limit  through  the  ad- 
vance of  popular  culture.  An  unscrupu- 
lous manager  or  author  may  aim  simply 
at  the  maximum  of  profit  with  the  mini- 
mum of  risk.  These  are  the  opposite  poles 
of  our  system,  represented  in  practice  by 
our  first  rate  managements  at  the  one  end, 
and  the  syndicates  which  exploit  porno- 
graphic farces  at  the  other.  Between 
them  there  is  plenty  of  room  for  most 
talents  to  breathe  freely:  at  all  events 
there  is  a  career,  no  harder  of  access  than 
any  cognate  career,  for  all  qualified  play- 
wrights who  bring  the  manager  what  his 
customers  want  and  understand,  or  even 
enough  of  it  to  induce  them  to  swallow  at 
the  same  time  a  great  deal  that  they  neither 


want  nor  understand;  for  the  public  is 
touchingly  humble  in  such  matters. 

For  all  that,  the  commercial  limits  are 
too  narrow  for  our  social  welfare.  The 
theatre  is  growing  in  importance  as  a 
social  organ.  Bad  theatres  are  as  mis- 
chievous as  bad  schools  or  bad  churches; 
for  modern  civilization  is  rapidly  multi- 
plying the  class  to  which  the  theatre  is 
both  school  and  church.  Public  and 
private  life  become  daily  more  theatrical: 
the  modern  Kaiser,  Dictator,  President, 
or  Prime  Minister  is  nothing  if  not  an 
effective  actor;  all  newspapers  are  now 
edited  histrionically;  and  the  records  of 
our  law  courts  shew  that  the  stage  is 
affecting  personal  conduct  to  an  unpre- 
cedented extent,  and  affecting  it  by  no 
means  for  the  worse,  except  in  so  far  as 
the  theatrical  education  of  the  persons 
concerned  has  been  romantic:  that  is, 
spurious,  cheap,  and  vulgar.  The  truth 
is  that  dramatic  invention  is  the  first  effort 
of  man  to  become  intellectually  con- 
scious. No  frontier  can  be  marked  be- 
tween drama  and  history  or  religion,  or 
between  acting  and  conduct,  nor  any 
distinction  made  between  them  that  is 
not  also  the  distinction  between  the 
masterpieces  of  the  great  dramatic  poets 
and  the  commonplaces  of  our  theatrical 
seasons.  When  this  chapter  of  science  is 
convincingly  written,  the  national  im- 
portance of  the  theatre  will  be  as  un- 
questioned as  that  of  the  army,  the  fleet, 
the  Church,  the  law,  and  the  schools. 

For  my  part,  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
commercial  limits  should  be  overstepped, 
and  that  the  highest  prestige,  with  a 
financial  position  of  reasonable  security 
and  comfort,  should  be  attainable  in 
theatrical  management  by  keeping  the 
public  in  constant  touch  with  the  highest 
achievements  of  dramatic  art.  Our  man- 
agers will  not  dissent  to  this:  the  best  of 
them  are  so  willing  to  get  as  near  that 
position  as  they  can  without  ruining 
themselves,  that  they  can  all  point  to 
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honorable  losses  incurred  through  aiming 
"over  the  heads  of  the  public/'  and  will 
no  doubt  risk  such  loss  again,  for  the  sake 
of  their  reputation  as  artists,  as  soon  as 
a  few  popular  successes  enable  them  to 
afford  it.  But  even  if  it  were  possible  for 
them  to  educate  the  nation  at  their  own 
private  cost,  why  should  they  be  ex- 
pected to  do  it?  There  are  much  stronger 
objections  to  the  pauperization  of  the 
public  by  private  doles  than  were  ever 
entertained,  even  by  the  Poor  Law  Com- 
missioners of  1834,  to  the  pauperization 
of  private  individuals  by  public  doles.  If 
we  want  a  theatre  which  shall  be  to  the 
drama  what  the  National  Gallery  and 
British  Museum  are  to  painting  and  litera- 
ture, we  can  get  it  by  endowing  it  in 
the  same  way.  In  the  meantime  there 
are  many  possibilities  of  local  activity. 
Groups  of  amateurs  can  form  permanent 
societies  and  persevere  until  they  de- 
velop into  professional  companies  in 
established  repertory  theatres.  In  big 
cities  it  should  be  feasible  to  form  in- 
fluential committees,  preferably  with- 
out any  actors,  critics,  or  playwrights  on 
them,  and  with  as  many  persons  of  title 
as  possible,  for  the  purpose  of  approach- 
ing one  of  the  leading  local  managers 
with  a  proposal  that  they  shall,  under  a 
guarantee  against  loss,  undertake  a  cer- 
tain number  of  afternoon  performances 
of  the  class  required  by  the  committee, 
in  addition  to  their  ordinary  business. 
If  the  committee  is  influential  enough, 
the  offer  will  be  accepted.  In  that  case, 
the  first  performance  will  be  the  begin- 
ning of  a  classic  repertory  for  the  man- 
ager and  his  company  which  every  sub- 
sequent performance  will  extend.  The 
formation  of  the  repertory  will  go  hand 
in  hand  with  the  discovery  and  habitua- 
tion  of  a  regular  audience  for  it;  and  it 
will  eventually  become  profitable  for  the 
manager  to  multiply  the  number  of  per- 
formances at  his  own  risk.  It  might  even 
become  worth  his  while  to  take  a  second 


theatre  and  establish  the  repertory  per- 
manently in  it.  In  the  event  of  any  of  his 
classic  productions  proving  a  fashionable 
success,  he  could  transfer  it  to  his  fashion- 
able house  and  make  the  most  of  it  there. 
Such  managership  would  carry  a  knight- 
hood with  it;  and  such  a  theatre  would 
be  the  needed  nucleus  for  municipal  or 
national  endowment.  1  make  the  sugges- 
tion quite  disinterestedly;  for  as  I  am  not 
an  academic  person,  I  should  not  be  wel- 
comed as  an  unacted  classic  by  such  a 
committee;  and  cases  like  mine  would 
still  leave  forlorn  hopes  like  The  Inde- 
pendent Theatre  its  reason  for  existing. 
The  committee  plan,  I  may  remind  its 
critics,  has  been  in  operation  in  London 
for  two  hundred  years  in  support  of 
Italian  opera. 

Returning  now  to  the  actual  state  of 
things,  it  is  clear  that  I  have  no  grievance 
against  our  theatres.  Knowing  quite  well 
what  I  was  doing,  I  have  heaped  diffi- 
culties in  the  way  of  the  performance  of 
my  plays  by  ignoring  the  majority  of  the 
manager's  customers:  nay,  by  positively 
making  war  on  them.  To  the  actor  I  have 
been  more  considerate,  using  all  my  cun- 
ning to  enable  him  to  make  the  most  of 
his  technical  methods;  but  I  have  not 
hesitated  on  occasion  to  tax  his  intelli- 
gence very  severely,  making  the  stage 
effect  depend  not  only  on  nuances  of  exe- 
cution quite  beyond  the  average  skill 
produced  by  the  routine  of  the  English 
stage  in  its  present  condition,  but  on  a 
perfectly  sincere  and  straightforward  con- 
ception of  states  of  mind  which  still  seem 
cynically  perverse  to  most  people,  and 
on  a  goodhumoredly  contemptuous  or 
profoundly  pitiful  attitude  towards  ethical 
conventions  which  seem  to  them  validly 
heroic  or  venerable.  It  is  inevitable  that 
actors  should  suffer  more  than  most  of 
us  from  the  sophistication  of  their  con- 
sciousness by  romance;  and  my  view  of 
romance  as  the  great  heresy  to  be  swept 
off  from  art  and  life — as  the  food  of 
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modern  pessimism  and  the  bane  of 
modern  self-respect,  is  far  more  puzzling 
to  the  performers  than  it  is  to  the  pit.  It 
is  hard  for  an  actor  whose  point  of  honor 
it  is  to  be  a  perfect  gentleman,  to  sym- 
pathize with  an  author  who  regards  gentil- 
ity as  a  dishonest  folly,  and  gallantry  and 
chivalry  as  treasonable  to  women  and 
stultifying  to  men. 

The  misunderstanding  is  complicated 
by  the  fact  that  actors,  in  their  demon- 
strations of  emotion,  have  made  a  second 
nature  of  stage  custom,  which  is  often 
very  much  out  of  date  as  a  representa- 
tion of  contemporary  life.  Sometimes  the 
stage  custom  is  not  only  obsolete,  but 
fundamentally  wrong:  for  instance,  in 
the  simple  case  of  laughter  and  tears,  in 
which  it  deals  too  liberally,  it  is  certainly 
not  based  on  the  fact,  easily  enough  dis- 
coverable in  real  life,  that  we  only  cry 
now  in  the  effort  to  bear  happiness,  whilst 
we  laugh  and  exult  in  destruction,  con- 
fusion, and  ruin.  When  a  comedy  is  per- 
formed, it  is  nothing  to  me  that  the 
spectators  laugh:  any  fool  can  make  an 
audience  laugh.  I  want  to  see  how  many 
of  them,  laughing  or  grave,  are  in  the 
melting  mood.  And  this  result  cannot  be 
achieved,  even  by  actors  who  thoroughly 
understand  my  purpose,  except  through 
an  artistic  beauty  of  execution  unattain- 
able without  long  and  arduous  practice, 
and  an  intellectual  effort  which  my  plays 
probably  do  not  seem  serious  enough  to 
call  forth. 

Beyond  the  difficulties  thus  raised  by 
the  nature  and  quality  of  my  work,  I  have 
none  to  complain  of.  I  have  come  upon 
no  ill  will,  no  inaccessibility,  on  die  part 
of  the  very  few  managers  with  whom  I 
have  discussed  it.  As  a  rule  I  find  that  the 
actor-manager  is  over-sanguine,  because 
he  has  the  artist's  habit  of  underrating 
the  force  of  circumstances  and  exagger- 
ating the  power  of  the  talented  individual 
to  prevail  against  them;  whilst  I  have  ac- 
quired the  politician's  habit  of  regarding 


the  individual,  however  talented,  as  hav- 
ing no  choice  but  to  make  the  most  of 
his  circumstances.  I  half  suspect  that 
those  managers  who  have  had  most  to 
do  with  me,  if  asked  to  name  the  main 
obstacle  to  the  performance  of  my  plays, 
would  unhesitatingly  and  unanimously 
reply  "The  author."  And  I  confess  that 
though  as  a  matter  of  business  I  wish  my 
plays  to  be  performed,  as  a  matter  of 
instinct  I  fight  against  the  inevitable  mis- 
representation of  them  with  all  the 
subtlety  needed  to  conceal  my  ill  will 
from  myself  as  well  as  from  the  manager. 

The  main  difficulty,  of  course,  is  the 
incapacity  for  serious  drama  of  thousands 
of  playgoers  of  all  classes  whose  shillings 
and  half  guineas  will  buy  as  much  in  the 
market  as  if  they  delighted  in  the  highest 
art.  But  with  them  I  must  frankly  take 
the  superior  position.  I  know  that  many 
managers  are  wholly  dependent  on  them, 
and  that  no  manager  is  wholly  independ- 
ent of  them;  but  I  can  no  more  write  what 
they  want  than  Joachim  can  put  aside 
his  fiddle  and  oblige  a  happy  company 
of  beanfeasters  with  a  marching  tune  on 
the  German  concertina.  They  must  keep 
away  from  my  plays:  that  is  all. 

There  is  no  reason,  however,  why  I 
should  take  this  haughty  attitude  towards 
those  representative  critics  whose  com- 
plaint is  that  my  talent,  though  not  un- 
entertaining,  lacks  elevation  of  sentiment 
and  seriousness  of  purpose.  They  can 
find,  under  the  surface-brilliancy  for 
which  they  give  me  credit,  no  coherent 
thought  or  sympathy,  and  accuse  me,  in 
various  terms  and  degrees,  of  an  in- 
human and  freakish  wantonness;  of  pre- 
occupation with  "the  seamy  side  of  life"; 
of  paradox,  cynicism,  and  eccentricity, 
reducible,  as  some  contend,  to  a  trite  for- 
mula of  treating  bad  as  good  and  good 
as  bad,  important  as  trivial  and  trivial 
as  important,  serious  as  laughable  and 
laughable  as  serious,  and  so  forth.  As  to 
this  formula  I  can  only  say  that  if  any 
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gentleman  is  simple  enough  to  think  that 
even  a  good  comic  opera  can  be  pro- 
duced by  it,  I  invite  him  to  try  his  hand, 
and  see  whether  anything  resembling  one 
of  my  plays  will  reward  him. 

I  could  explain  the  matter  easily 
enough  if  I  chose;  but  the  result  would 
be  that  the  people  who  misunderstand 
the  plays  would  misunderstand  the  ex- 
planation ten  times  more.  The  particular 
exceptions  taken  are  seldom  more  than 
symptoms  of  the  underlying  fundamental 
disagreement  between  the  romantic  mor- 
ality of  the  critics  and  the  natural  morality 
of  the  plays.  For  example,  I  am  quite 
aware  tlia:  the  much  criticized  Swiss 
officer  in  Arms  and  The  Man  is  not  a  con- 
ventional stage  soldier.  He  suffers  from 
want  of  food  and  sleep;  his  nerves  go  to 
pieces  after  three  days  under  fire,  ending 
in  the  horrors  of  a  rout  and  pursuit;  he 
has  found  by  experience  that  it  is  more 
important  to  have  a  few  bits  of  chocolate 
to  eat  in  the  field  than  cartridges  for  his 
revolver.  When  many  of  my  critics  re- 
jected these  circumstances  as  fantastically 
improbable  and  cynically  unnatural,  it 
was  not  necessary  to  argue  them  into 
common  sense:  all  I  had  to  do  was  to 
brain  them,  so  to  speak,  with  the  first  half 
dozen  military  authorities  at  hand,  be- 
ginning with  the  present  Commander  in 
Chief.  But  when  it  proved  that  such  un- 
romantic  (but  all  the  more  dramatic)  facts 
implied  to  them  a  denial  of  the  existence 
of  courage,  patriotism,  faith,  hope,  and 
charity,  I  saw  that  it  was  not  really  mere 
matter  of  fact  that  was  at  issue  between 
us.  One  strongly  Liberal  critic,  the  late 
Moy  Thomas,  who  had,  in  the  teeth  of  a 
chorus  of  dissent,  received  my  first  play 
with  the  most  generous  encouragement, 
declared,  when  Arms  and  The  Man  was 
produced,  that  I  had  struck  a  wanton 
blow  at  the  cause  of  liberty  in  the  Balkan 
Peninsula  by  mentioning  that  it  was  not 
a  matter  of  course  for  a  Bulgarian  in  1885 
to  wash  his  hands  every  day.  He  no  doubt 


saw  soon  afterwards  the  squabble,  re- 
ported all  through  Europe,  between 
Stambouloff  and  an  eminent  lady  of  the 
Bulgarian  court  who  took  exception  to 
his  neglect  of  his  fingernails.  After  that 
came  the  news  of  his  ferocious  assassina- 
tion, with  a  description  of  the  room  pre- 
pared for  the  reception  of  visitors  by  his 
widow,  who  draped  it  with  black,  and 
decorated  it  with  photographs  of  the 
mutilated  body  of  her  husband.  Here  was 
a  sufficiently  sensational  confirmation  of 
the  accuracy  of  my  sketch  of  the  theatrical 
nature  of  the  first  apings  of  western 
civilization  by  spirited  races  just  emer- 
ging from  slavery.  But  it  had  no  bearing 
on  the  real  issue  between  my  critic  and 
myself,  which  was,  whether  the  political 
and  religious  idealism  which  had  in- 
spired Gladstone  to  call  for  the  rescue  of 
these  Balkan  principalities  from  the  des- 
potism of  the  Turk,  and  converted  miser- 
ably enslaved  provinces  into  hopeful  and 
gallant  little  States,  will  survive  the 
general  onslaught  on  idealism  which  is 
implicit,  and  indeed  explicit,  in  Arms  and 
The  Man  and  the  naturalist  plays  of  the 
modern  school.  For  my  part  I  hope  not; 
for  idealism,  which  is  only  a  flattering 
name  for  romance  in  politics  and  morals, 
is  as  obnoxious  to  me  as  romance  in 
ethics  or  religion.  In  spite  of  a  Liberal 
Revolution  or  two,  I  can  no  longer  be 
satisfied  with  fictitious  morals  and  ficti- 
tious good  conduct,  shedding  fictitious 
glory  on  robbery,  starvation,  disease, 
crime,  drink,  war,  cruelty,  cupidity,  and 
all  the  other  commonplaces  of  civiliza- 
tion which  drive  men  to  the  theatre  to 
make  foolish  pretences  that  such  things 
are  progress,  science,  morals,  religion, 
patriotism,  imperial  supremacy,  national 
greatness  and  all  the  other  names  the 
newspapers  call  them.  On  the  other  hand, 
I  see  plenty  of  good  in  the  world  work- 
ing itself  out  as  fast  as  the  idealists  will 
a1low  it;  and  if  they  would  only  let  it 
I  alone  and  learn  to  respect  reality,  which 
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would  include  the  beneficial  exercise  of 
respecting  themselves,  and  incidentally 
respecting  me,  we  should  all  get  along 
much  better  and  faster.  At  all  events,  I 
do  not  see  moral  chaos  and  anarchy  as 
the  alternative  to  romantic  convention; 
and  I  am  not  going  to  pretend  I  do  merely 
to  please  the  people  who  are  convinced 
that  the  world  is  held  together  only  by 
the  force  of  unanimous,  strenuous-,  elo- 


quent, trumpet-tongued  lying.  To  me 
the  tragedy  and  comedy  of  life  lie  in  the 
consequences,  sometimes  terrible,  some- 
times ludicrous,  of  our  persistent  at- 
tempts to  found  our  institutions  on  the 
ideals  suggested  to  our  imaginations  by 
our  half-satisfied  passions,  instead  of  on 
a  genuinely  scientific  natural  history. 
And  with  that  hint  as  to  what  I  am  driv- 
ine  at,  I  withdraw  and  ring  up  the  curtain* 
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WHY   FOR  PURITANS? 


Since  I  gave  my  Plays,  Pleasant  and 
Unpleasant,  to  the  world  two  years  ago, 
many  things  have  happened  to  me.  I  had 
then  just  entered  on  the  fourth  year  of 
my  activity  as  a  critic  of  the  London 
theatres.  They  very  nearly  killed  me.  I 
had  survived  seven  years  of  London's 
music,  four  or  five  years  of  London's 
pictures,  and  about  as  much  of  its  current 
literature,  wrestling  critically  with  them 
with  all  my  force  and  skill.  After  that, 
the  criticism  of  the  theatre  came  to  me 
as  a  huge  relief  in  point  of  bodily  exer- 
tion. The  difference  between  the  leisure 
of  a  Persian  cat  and  the  labor  of  a  cockney 
cab  horse  is  not  greater  than  the  difference 
between  the  official  weekly  or  fortnightly 
playgoings  of  the  theatre  critic  and  the 
restless  daily  rushing  to  and  fro  of  the 
music  critic,  from  the  stroke  of  three  in 
the  afternoon,  when  the  concerts  begin, 
to  the  stroke  of  twelve  at  night,  when  the 
opera  ends.  The  pictures  were  nearly  as 
bad.  An  Alpinist  once,  noticing  the  mass- 
ive soles  of  my  boots,  asked  me  whether 
I  climbed  mountains.  No,  I  replied:  these 
boots  are  for  the  hard  floors  of  the  Lon- 
don galleries.  Yet  I  once  dealt  with  music 
and  pictures  together  in  the  spare  time  of 
an  active  young  revolutionist,  and  wrote 
plays  and  books  and  other  toilsome  things 
into  the  bargain.  But  the  theatre  struck 
me  down  like  the  veriest  weakling.  I  sank 
under  it  like  a  baby  fed  on  starch.  My 
very  bones  began  to  perish,  so  that  I  had 
to  get  them  planed  and  gouged  by  accom- 
plished surgeons.  I  fell  from  heights  and 
broke  my  limbs  in  pieces.  The  doctors 
said:  This  man  has  not  eaten  meat  for 
twenty  years:  he  must  eat  it  or  die.  I  said: 
This  man  has  been  going  to  the  London 


theatres  for  three  years;  and  the  soul  of 
him  has  become  inane  and  is  feeding  un- 
naturally on  his  body.  And  I  was  right. 
I  did  not  change  my  diet;  but  I  had  my- 
self carried  up  into  a  mountain  where  there 
was  no  theatre;  and  there  I  began  to  re- 
vive. Too  weak  to  work,  I  wrote  books 
and  plays:  hence  the  second  and  third 
plays  in  this  volume.  And  now  I  am 
stronger  than  I  have  been  at  any  moment 
since  my  feet  first  carried  me  as  a  critic 
across  the  fatal  threshold  of  a  London 
playhouse. 

Why  was  this?  What  is  the  matter  with 
the  theatre,  that  a  strong  man  can  die  of 
it?  Well,  the  answer  will  make  a  long 
story;  but  it  must  be  told.  And,  to  begin, 
why  have  I  just  called  the  theatre  a  play- 
house? The  well-fed  Englishman,  though 
he  lives  and  dies  a  schoolboy,  cannot 
play.  He  cannot  even  play  cricket  or  foot- 
ball: he  has  to  work  at  them:  that  is  why 
he  beats  the  foreigner  who  plays  at  them. 
To  him  playing  means  playing  the  fool. 
He  can  hunt  and  shoot  and  travel  and 
fight:  he  can,  when  special  holiday  fes- 
tivity is  suggested  to  him,  eat  and  drink, 
dice  and  drab,  smoke  and  lounge.  But 
play  he  cannot.  The  moment  you  make 
his  theatre  a  place  of  amusement  instead 
of  a  place  of  edification,  you  make  it,  not 
a  real  playhouse,  but  a  place  of  excitement 
for  the  sportsman  and  the  sensualist. 

However,  this  well-fed  grown-up- 
schoolboy  Englishman  counts  for  little 
in  the  modern  metropolitan  audience.  In 
the  long  lines  of  waiting  playgoers  lining 
the  pavements  outside  our  fashionable 
theatres  every  evening,  the  men  are  only 
the  currants  in  the  dumpling.  Women 
are  in  the  majority;  and  women  and  men 
alike  belong  to  that  least  robust  of  all  our 
social  classes,  the  class  which  earns  from 
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eighteen  to  thirty  shillings  a  week  in 
sedentary  employment,  and  lives  in  lonely 
lodgings  or  in  drab  homes  with  nagging 
relatives.  These  people  preserve  the  inno- 
cence of  the  theatre:  they  have  neither 
the  philosopher's  impatience  to  get  to 
realities  (reality  being  the  one  thing  they 
want  to  escape  from),  nor  the  longing 
of  the  sportsman  for  violent  action,  nor 
the  full-fed,  experienced,  disillusioned 
sensuality  of  the  rich  man,  whether  he 
be  gentleman  or  sporting  publican.  They 
read  a  good  deal,  and  are  at  home  in  the 
fool's  paradise  of  popular  romance.  They 
love  the  pretty  man  and  the  pretty  woman, 
and  will  have  both  of  them  fashion- 
ably dressed  and  exquisitely  idle,  posing 
against  backgrounds  of  drawing  room  and 
dainty  garden;  in  love,  but  sentimentally, 
romantically;  always  ladylike  and  gentle- 
manlike. Jejunely  insipid,  all  this,  to  the 
stalls,  which  are  paid  for  (when  they  are 
paid  for)  by  people  who  have  their  own 
dresses  and  drawing  rooms,  and  know 
them  to  be  a  mere  masquerade  behind 
which  there  is  nothing  romantic,  and  little 
that  is  interesting  to  most  of  the  mas- 
queraders  except  the  clandestine  play  of 
natural  licentiousness. 

The  stalls  cannot  be  fully  understood 
without  taking  into  account  the  absence 
of  the  rich  evangelical  English  merchant 
and  his  family,  and  the  presence  of  the 
rich  Jewish  merchant  and  his  family.  I  can 
see  no  validity  whatever  in  the  view  that 
the  influence  of  the  rich  Jews  on  the 
theatre  is  any  worse  than  the  influence  of 
the  rich  of  any  other  race.  Other  qualities 
being  equal,  men  become  rich  in  com- 
merce in  proportion  to  the  intensity  and 
eXclusiveness  of  their  desire  for  money. 
It  may  be  a  misfortune  that  the  purchas- 
ing power  of  men  who  value  money  above 
art,  philosophy,  and  the  welfare  of  the 
whole  community,  should  enable  them  to 
influence  the  theatre  (and  everything  else 
in  the  market);  but  there  is  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  their  influence  is  any  nobler 


when  they  imagine  themselves  Christians 
than  when  they  know  themselves  Jews. 
All  that  can  fairly  be  said  of  the  Jewish 
influence  on  the  theatre  is  that  it  is  exotic, 
and  is  not  only  a  customer's  influence  but 
a  financier's  influence:  so  much  so,  that 
the  way  is  smoothest  for  those  plays  and 
those  performers  that  appeal  specially  to 
the  Jewish  taste.  English  influence  on  the 
theatre,  as  far  as  the  stalls  are  concerned, 
does  not  exist,  because  the  rich  purchas- 
ing-powerful Englishman  prefers  politics 
and  church-going:  his  soul  is  too  stub- 
born to  be  purged  by  an  avowed  make- 
believe.  When  he  wants  sensuality  he 
practises  it:  he  does  not  play  with  vol- 
uptuous or  romantic  ideas.  From  the 
play  of  ideas — and  the  drama  can  never 
be  anything  more — he  demands  edifica- 
tion, and  will  not  pay  for  anything  else 
in  that  arena.  Consequently  the  box 
office  will  never  become  an  English  in- 
fluence until  the  theatre  turns  from  the 
drama  of  romance  and  sensuality  to  the 
drama  of  edification. 

Turning  from  the  stalls  to  the  whole 
auditorium,  consider  what  is  implied  by 
the  fact  that  the  prices  (all  much  too  high, 
by  the  way)  range  from  half  a  guinea 
to  a  shilling,  the  ages  from  eighteen  to 
eighty,  whilst  every  age,  and  nearly  every 
price,  represents  a  different  taste.  Is  it  not 
clear  that  this  diversity  in  the  audience 
makes  it  impossible  to  gratify  every  one 
of  its  units  by  the  same  luxury,  since  in 
that  domain  of  infinite  caprice,  one  man's 
meat  is  another  man's  poison,  one  age's 
longing  another  age's  loathing?  And  yet 
that  is  just  what  the  theatres  kept  trying 
to  do  almost  all  the  time  I  was  doomed 
to  attend  them.  On  the  other  hand,  to 
interest  people  of  divers  ages,  classes,  and 
temperaments  by  some  generally  mo- 
mentous subject  of  thought,  as  the  politi- 
cians and  preachers  do,  would  seem  the 
most  obvious  course  in  the  world.  And 
yet  the  theatres  avoided  that  as  a  ruinous 
eccentricity.  Their  wiseacres  persisted  in 
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assuming  that  all  men  have  the  same 
tastes,  fancies,  and  qualities  of  passion; 
that  no  two  have  the  same  interests;  and 
that  most  playgoers  have  no  interests  at 
all.  This  being  precisely  contrary  to  the 
obvious  facts,  it  followed  that  the  ma- 
jority of  the  plays  produced  were  failures, 
recognizable  as  such  before  the  end  of  the 
first  act  by  the  very  wiseacres  afore- 
mentioned, who,  quite  incapable  of  under- 
standing the  lesson,  would  thereupon  set 
to  work  to  obtain  and  produce  a  play 
applying  their  theory  still  more  strictly, 
with  proportionately  more  disastrous  re- 
sults. The  sums  of  money  I  saw  thus 
transferred  from  the  pockets  of  theatrical 
speculators  and  syndicates  to  those  of 
wigmakers,  costumiers,  scene  painters, 
carpenters,  doorkeepers,  actors,  theatre 
landlords,  and  all  the  other  people  for 
whose  exclusive  benefit  most  London 
theatres  seem  to  exist,  would  have  kept  a 
theatre  devoted  exclusively  to  the  highest 
drama  open  all  the  year  round.  If  the 
Browning  and  Shelley  Societies  were  fools, 
as  the  wiseacres  said  they  were,  for  produ- 
cing Strafford,  Colombe's  Birthday,  and 
The  Cenci;  if  the  Independent  Theatre, 
the  New  Century  Theatre,  and  the  Stage 
Society  are  impracticable  faddists  for 
producing  the  plays  of  Ibsen  and  Maeter- 
linck, then  what  epithet  is  contemptu- 
ous enough  for  the  people  who  produce 
the  would-be  popular  plays? 

The  actor-managers  were  far  more  suc- 
cessful, because  they  produced  plays  that 
at  least  pleased  themselves,  whereas  Com- 
merce, with  a  false  theory  of  how  to 
please  everybody,  produced  plays  that 
pleased  nobody.  But  their  occasional  per- 
sonal successes  in  voluptuous  plays,  and, 
in  any  case,  their  careful  concealment  of 
failure,  confirmed  the  prevalent  error, 
which  was  exposed  fully  only  when  the 
plays  had  to  stand  or  fall  openly  by  their 
own  merits.  Even  Shakespear  was  played 
with  his  brains  cut  out.  In  1896,  when  Sir 
Henry  Irving  was  disabled  by  an  accident 


at  a  moment  when  Miss  Ellen  Terry  was 
too  ill  to  appear,  the  theatre  had  to  be 
closed  after  a  brief  attempt  to  rely  on  the 
attraction  of  a  Shakespearean  play  per- 
formed by  the  stock  company.  This  may 
have  been  Shakespear's  fault:  indeed  Sir 
Henry  later  on  complained  that  he  had 
lost  a  princely  sum  by  Shakespear.  But 
Shakespear's  reply  to  this,  if  he  were  able 
to  make  it,  would  be  that  the  princely 
sum  was  spent,  not  on  his  dramatic 
poetry,  but  on  a  gorgeous  stage  ritual- 
ism superimposed  on  reckless  mutilations 
of  his  text,  the  whole  being  addressed  to 
a  public  as  to  which  nothing  is  certain 
except  that  its  natural  bias  is  towards 
reverence  for  Shakespear  and  dislike  and 
distrust  of  ritualism.  No  doubt  the  Irving 
ritual  appealed  to  a  far  more  cultivated 
sensuousness  and  imaginativeness  than 
the  musical  farces  in  which  our  stage 
Abbots  of  Misrule  pontificated  (with  the 
same  financially  disastrous  result);  but  in 
both  there  was  the  same  intentional  brain- 
lessness,  founded  on  the  same  theory  that 
the  public  did  not  want  brains,  did  not 
want  to  think,  did  not  want  anything  but 
pleasure  at  the  theatre.  Unfortunately^ 
this  theory  happens  to  be  true  of  a  certain 
section  of  the  public.  This  section,  being 
courted  by  the  theatres,  went  to  them  and 
drove  the  other  people  out.  It  then  dis- 
covered, as  any  expert  could  have  fore- 
seen, that  the  theatre  cannot  compete  in 
mere  pleasuremongering  either  with  the 
other  arts  or  with  matter-of-fact  gallantry. 
Stage  pictures  are  the  worst  pictures,  stage 
music  the  worst  music,  stage  scenery  the 
worst  scenery  within  reach  of  the  Lon- 
doner. The  leading  lady  or  gentleman 
may  be  as  tempting  to  the  admirer  in  the 
pit  as  the  dishes  in  a  cookshop  window 
are  to  the  penniless  tramp  on  the  pave- 
ment; but  people  do  not,  I  presume,  go 
to  the  theatre  to  be  merely  tantalized. 

The  breakdown  on  the  last  point  was 
conclusive.  For  when  the  managers  tried 
to  put  their  principle  of  pleasing  every- 
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body  into  practice,  Necessity,  ever  ironi- 
cal towards  Folly,  had  driven  them  to 
seek  a  universal  pleasure  to  appeal  to. 
And  since  many  have  no  ear  for  music  or 
eye  for  color,  the  search  for  universal- 
ity inevitably  flung  the  managers  back  on 
the  instinct  of  sex  as  the  avenue  to  all 
hearts.  Of  course  the  appeal  was  a  vapid 
failure.  Speaking  for  my  own  sex,  I  can 
say  that  the  leading  lady  was  not  to  every- 
body's taste:  her  pretty  face  often  became 
ugly  when  she  tried  to  make  it  expressive; 
her  voice  lost  its  charm  (if  it  ever  had 
any)  when  she  had  nothing  sincere  to 
say;  and  the  stalls,  from  racial  prejudice, 
were  apt  to  insist  on  more  Rebecca  and 
less  Rowena  than  the  pit  cared  for.  It  may 
seem  strange,  even  monstrous,  that  a  man 
should  feel  a  constant  attachment  to  the 
hideous  witches  in  Macbeth,  and  yet  yawn 
at  the  prospect  of  spending  another  even- 
ing in  the  contemplation  of  a  beauteous 
young  leading  lady  with  voluptuous  con- 
tours and  longlashed  eyes,  painted  and 
dressed  to  perfection  in  the  latest  fashions. 
But  that  is  just  what  happened  to  me  in 
the  theatre. 

I  did  not  find  that  matters  were  im- 
proved by  the  lady  pretending  to  be  "a 
woman  with  a  past,"  violently  oversexed, 
or  the  play  being  called  a  problem  play, 
even  when  the  manager,  and  sometimes, 
I  suspect,  the  very  author,  firmly  be- 
lieved the  word  problem  to  be  the  latest 
euphemism  for  what  Justice  Shallow 
called  a  bona  roba,  and  certainly  would 
not  either  of  them  have  staked  a  farthing 
on  the  interest  of  a  genuine  problem.  In 
fact  these  so-called  problem  plays  invari- 
ably depended  for  their  dramatic  interest 
on  foregone  conclusions  of  the  most 
heartwearying  conventionality  concern- 
ing sexual  morality.  The  authors  had  no 
problematic  views:  all  they  wanted  was 
to  capture  some  of  the  fascination  of 
Ibsen.  It  seemed  to  them  that  most  of 
Ibsen's  heroines  were  naughty  ladies. 
And  they  tried  to  produce  Ibsen  plays  by 


making  their  heroines  naughty.  But  they 
took  great  care  to  make  them  pretty  and 
expensively  dressed.  Thus  the  pseudo- 
Ibsen  play  was  nothing  but  the  ordinary 
sensuous  ritual  of  the  stage  become  as 
frankly  pornographic  as  good  manners 
allowed. 

I  found  that  the  whole  business  of 
stage  sensuousness,  whether  as  Lyceum 
Shakespear,  musical  farce,  or  sham  Ibsen, 
finally  disgusted  me,  not  because  I  was 
Pharisaical,  or  intolerantly  refined,  but 
because  I  was  bored;  and  boredom  is  a 
condition  which  makes  men  as  suscept- 
ible to  disgust  and  irritation  as  headache 
makes  them  to  noise  and  glare.  Being  a 
man,  I  have  my  share  of  the  masculine 
silliness  and  vulgarity  on  the  subject  of 
sex  which  so  astonishes  women,  to  whom 
sex  is  a  serious  matter.  I  am  not  an  arch- 
bishop, and  do  not  pretend  to  pass  my 
life  on  one  plane  or  in  one  mood,  and 
that  the  highest:  on  the  contrary,  I  am,  I 
protest,  as  accessible  to  the  humors  of 
The  Rogue's  Comedy  or  The  Rake's 
Progress  as  to  the  pious  decencies  of  The 
Sign  of  the  Cross.  Thus  FalstafF,  coarser 
than  any  of  the  men  in  our  loosest  plays, 
does  not  bore  me:  Doll  Tearsheet,  more 
abandoned  than  any  of  the  women,  does 
not  shock  me.  I  admit  that  Romeo  and 
Juliet  would  be  a  duller  play  if  it  were 
robbed  of  the  solitary  fragment  it  has 
preserved  for  us  of  the  conversation  of 
the  husband  of  Juliet's  nurse.  No:  my 
disgust  was  not  mere  thinskinned  prud- 
ery. When  my  moral  sense  revolted,  as 
it  often  did  to  the  very  fibres,  it  was  in- 
variably at  the  nauseous  compliances  of 
the  theatre  with  conventional  virtue.  If 
I  despised  the  musical  farces,  it  was  be- 
cause they  never  had  the  courage  of  their 
vices.  With  all  their  labored  efforts  to 
keep  up  an  understanding  of  furtive 
naughtiness  between  the  low  comedian 
on  the  stage  and  the  drunken  under- 
graduate in  the  stalls,  they  insisted  all  the 
time  on  their  virtue  and  patriotism  and 
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loyalty  as  pitifully  as  a  poor  girl  of  the 
pavement  will  pretend  to  be  a  clergy- 
man's daughter.  True,  I  may  have  been 
offended  when  a  manager,  catering  for 
me  with  coarse  frankness  as  a  slave  dealer 
caters  for  a  Pasha,  invited  me  to  forget 
the  common  bond  of  humanity  between 
me  and  his  company  by  demanding  no- 
thing from  them  but  a  gloatably  voluptu- 
ous appearance.  But  this  extreme  is  never 
reached  at  our  better  theatres.  The  shop 
assistants,  the  typists,  the  clerks,  who, 
as  I  have  said,  preserve  the  innocence  of 
the  theatre,  would  not  dare  to  let  them- 
selves be  pleased  by  it.  Even  if  they  did, 
they  would  not  get  it  from  our  reputable 
managers,  who,  when  faced  with  the  only 
logical  conclusion  from  their  principle  of 
making  the  theatre  a  temple  of  pleasure, 
indignantly  refuse  to  change  the  theatrical 
profession  for  Mrs  Warren's.  For  that  is 
what  all  this  demand  for  pleasure  at  the 
theatre  finally  comes  to;  and  the  answer 
to  it  is,  not  that  people  ought  not  to 
desire  sensuous  pleasure  (they  cannot 
help  it)  but  that  the  theatre  cannot  give  it 
to  them,  even  to  the  extent  permitted  by 
the  honor  and  conscience  of  the  best 
managers,  because  a  theatre  is  so  far  from 
being  a  pleasant  or  even  a  comfortable 
place  that  only  by  making  us  forget  our- 
selves can  it  prevent  us  from  realizing  its 
inconveniences.  A  play  that  does  not  do 
this  for  the  pleasure-seeker  allows  him 
to  discover  that  he  has  chosen  a  disagree- 
able and  expensive  way  of  spending  the 
evening.  He  wants  to  drink,  to  smoke,  to 
change  the  spectacle,  to  get  rid  of  the 
middle-aged  actor  and  actress  who  are 
boring  him,  and  to  see  shapely  young 
dancing  girls  and  acrobats  doing  more 
amusing  things  in  a  more  plastic  manner. 
In  short,  he  wants  the  music  hall;  and  he 
goes  there,  leaving  the  managers  aston- 
ished at  this  unexpected  but  quite  inevit- 
able result  of  the  attempt  to  please  him. 
Whereas,  had  he  been  enthralled  by  the 
play,  even  with  horror,  instead  of  himself 


enthralling  with  the  dread  of  his  dis- 
pleasure the  manager,  the  author  and  the 
actors,  all  had  been  well.  And  so  we  must 
conclude  that  the  theatre  is  a  place  which 
people  can  endure  only  when  they  forget 
themselves:  that  is,  when  their  attention 
is  entirely  captured,  their  interest  thor- 
oughly aroused,  their  sympathies  raised 
to  the  eagerest  readiness,  and  their  selfish- 
ness utterly  annihilated.  Imagine,  then, 
the  result  of  conducting  theatres  on  the 
principle  of  appealing  exclusively  to  the 
instinct  of  self-gratification  in  people 
without  power  of  attention,  without  in- 
terests, without  sympathy:  in  short,  with- 
out brains  or  heart.  That  is  how  they  were 
conducted  whilst  I  was  writing  about 
them;  and  that  is  how  they  nearly  killed 
me. 

Yet  the  managers  mean  well.  Their 
self-respect  is  in  excess  rather  than  in  de- 
fect; for  they  are  in  full  reaction  against 
the  Bohemianism  of  past  generations  of 
actors,  and  so  bent  on  compelling  social 
recognition  by  a  blameless  respectability, 
that  the  drama,  neglected  in  the  struggle, 
is  only  just  beginning  to  stir  feebly  after 
standing  still  in  England  from  Tom 
Robertson's  time  in  the  sixties  until  the 
first  actor  was  knighted  in  the  nineties. 
The  manager  may  not  want  good  plays; 
but  he  does  not  want  bad  plays:  he  wants 
nice  ones.  Nice  plays,  with  nice  dresses, 
nice  drawing  rooms  and  nice  people,  are 
indispensable:  to  be  ungenteel  is  worse 
than  to  fail.  I  use  the  word  ungenteel  pur- 
posely; for  the  stage  presents  life  on 
thirty  pounds  a  day,  not  as  it  is,  but  as 
it  is  conceived  by  the  earners  of  thirty 
shillings  a  week.  The  real  thing  would 
shock  the  audience  exactly  as  the  manners 
of  the  public  school  and  university  shock 
a  Board  of  Guardians.  In  just  the  same 
way,  the  plays  which  constitute  the  genu- 
ine aristocracy  of  modern  dramatic  litera- 
ture shock  the  reverence  for  gentility 
which  governs  our  theatres  today.  For 
instance,  the  objection  to  Ibsen  is  not 
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really  an  objection  to  his  philosophy:  it 
is  a  protest  against  the  fact  that  his  char- 
acters do  not  behave  as  ladies  and  gentle- 
men are  popularly  supposed  to  behave.  If 
you  adore  Hedda  Gabler  in  real  life,  if 
you  envy  her  and  feel  that  nothing  but 
your  poverty  prevents  you  from  being 
as  exquisite  a  creature,  if  you  know  that 
the  accident  of  matrimony  (say  with  an 
officer  of  the  guards  who  falls  in  love 
with  you  across  the  counter  whilst  you 
are  reckoning  the  words  in  his  telegram) 
may  at  any  moment  put  you  in  her  place, 
Ibsen's  exposure  of  the  worthlessness  and 
meanness  of  her  life  is  cruel  and  blas- 
phemous to  you.  This  point  of  view  is 
not  caught  by  the  clever  ladies  of  Hedda' s 
own  class,  who  recognize  the  portrait, 
applaud  its  painter,  and  think  the  fuss 
against  Ibsen  means  nothing  more  than 
the  conventional  disapproval  of  her  dis- 
cussions of  a  menage  d  trots  with  Judge 
Brack.  A  little  experience  of  popular  plays 
would  soon  convince  these  clever  ladies 
that  a  heroine  who  atones  in  the  last  act 
by  committing  suicide  may  do  all  the 
tilings  that  Hedda  only  talked  about, 
without  a  word  of  remonstrance  from  the 
press  or  the  public.  It  is  not  murder,  not 
adultery,  not  rapine  that  is  objected  to: 
quite  the  contrary.  It  is  an  unladylike  atti- 
tude towards  life:  in  other  words,  a  dis- 
paragement of  the  social  ideals  of  the 
poorer  middle  class  and  of  the  vast  re- 
inforcements it  has  had  from  the  working 
class  during  the  last  twenty  years.  Let 
but  the  attitude  of  the  author  be  gentle- 
manlike, and  his  heroines  may  do  what 
they  please.  Mrs  Tanqueray  was  received 
with  delight  by  the  public:  Saint  Teresa 
would  have  been  hissed  off  the  same 
stage  for  her  contempt  for  the  ideal  re- 
presented by  a  carriage,  a  fashionable 
dressmaker,  and  a  dozen  servants. 

Here,  then,  is  a  pretty  problem  for  the 
manager.  He  is  convinced  that  plays  must 
depend  for  their  dramatic  force  on  appeals 
to  the  sex  instinct;  and  yet  he  owes  it  to 


his  own  newly  conquered  social  position 
that  they  shall  be  perfectly  genteel  plays, 
fit  for  churchgoers.  The  sex  instinct  must 
therefore  proceed  upon  genteel  assump- 
tions. Impossible!  you  will  exclaim.  But 
you  are  wrong:  nothing  is  more  astonish- 
ing than  the  extent  to  which,  in  real  life, 
the  sex  instinct  does  so  proceed,  even 
when  the  consequence  is  its  lifelong  star- 
vation. Few  of  us  have  vitality  enough 
to  make  any  of  our  instincts  imperious: 
we  can  be  made  to  live  on  pretences,  as 
the  masterful  minority  well  know.  But 
the  timid  majority,  if  it  rules  nowhere 
else,  at  least  rules  in  the  theatre:  fitly 
enough  too,  because  on  the  stage  pre- 
tence is  all  that  can  exist.  Life  has  its 
realities  behind  its  shows:  the  theatre  has 
nothing  but  its  shows.  But  can  the  theatre 
make  a  show  of  lovers'  endearments?  A 
thousand  times  no:  perish  the  thought 
of  such  unladylike,  ungentlemanlike  ex- 
hibitions. You  can  have  fights,  rescues, 
conflagrations,  trials-at-law,  avalanches, 
murders  and  executions  all  directly  simu- 
lated on  the  stage  if  you  will.  But  any 
such  realistic  treatment  of  the  incidents 
of  sex  is  quite  out  of  the  question.  The 
singer,  the  dramatic  dancer,  the  exquisite 
declaimer  of  impassioned  poesy,  the  rare 
artist  who,  bringing  something  of  the  art 
of  all  three  to  the  ordinary  work  of  the 
theatre,  can  enthral  an  audience  by  the 
expression  of  dramatic  feeling  alone,  may 
take  love  for  a  theme  on  the  stage;  but 
the  prosaic  walking  gentleman  of  our 
fashionable  theatres,  realistically  simulat- 
ing the  incidents  of  life,  cannot  touch  it 
without  indecorum. 

Can  any  dilemma  be  more  complete? 
Love  is  assumed  to  be  the  only  theme 
that  touches  all  your  audience  infallibly, 
young  and  old,  rich  and  poor.  And  yet 
love  is  the  one  subject  that  the  drawing 
room  drama  dare  not  present. 

Out  of  this  dilemma,  which  is  a  very 
old  one,  has  come  the  romantic  play:  that 
is,  the  play  in  which  love  is  carefully  kept 
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off  the  stage,  whilst  it  is  alleged  as  the 
motive  of  all  the  actions  presented  to  the 
audience.  The  result  is,  to  me  at  least, 
an  intolerable  perversion  of  human  con- 
duct. There  are  two  classes  of  stories  that 
seem  to  me  to  be  not  only  fundamentally 
false  but  sordidly  base.  One  is  the  pseudo- 
religious  story,  in  which  the  hero  and 
heroine  does  good  on  strictly  commercial 
grounds,  reluctantly  exercising  a  little 
virtue  on  earth  in  consideration  of  re- 
ceiving in  return  an  exorbitant  payment 
in  heaven:  much  as  if  an  odalisque  were 
to  allow  a  cadi  to  whip  her  for  a  couple  of 
millions  in  gold.  The  other  is  the  romance 
in  which  the  hero,  also  rigidly  com- 
mercial, will  do  nothing  except  for  the 
sake  of  the  heroine.  Surely  this  is  as  de- 
pressing as  it  is  unreal.  Compare  with  it 
the  treatment  of  love,  frankly  indecent 
according  to  our  notions,  in  oriental  fic- 
tion. In  The  Arabian  Nights  we  have  a 
series  of  stories,  some  of  them  very  good 
ones,  in  which  no  sort  of  decorum  is  ob- 
served. The  result  is  that  they  are  in- 
finitely more  instructive  and  enjoyable 
than  our  romances,  because  love  is  treated 
in  them  as  naturally  as  any  other  passion. 
There  is  no  cast  iron  convention  as  to  its 
effects;  no  false  association  of  general  de- 
pravity of  character  with  its  corporealities 
or  of  general  elevation  with  its  sentiment- 
alities; no  pretence  that  a  man  or  woman 
cannot  be  courageous  and  kind  and 
friendly  unless  infatuatedly  in  love  with 
somebody  (is  no  poet  manly  enough  to 
sing  The  Old  Maids  of  England?):  rather, 
indeed,  an  insistence  on  the  blinding  and 
narrowing  power  of  lovesickness  to  make 
princely  heroes  unhappy  and  unfortun- 
ate. These  tales  expose,  further,  the  delu- 
sion that  the  interest  of  this  most  caprici- 
ous, most  transient,  most  easily  baffled  of 
all  instincts,  is  inexhaustible,  and  that  the 
field  of  the  English  romancer  has  been 
cruelly  narrowed  by  the  restrictions  under 
which  he  is  permitted  to  deal  with  it.  The 
Arabian  storyteller,  relieved  of  all  such 


restrictions,  heaps  character  on  character, 
adventure  on  adventure,  marvel  on  mar- 
vel; whilst  the  English  novelist,  like  tne 
starving  tramp  who  can  think  of  nothing 
but  his  hunger,  seems  to  be  unable  to 
escape  from  the  obsession  of  sex,  and  will 
rewrite  the  very  gospels  because  the  orig- 
inals are  not  written  in  the  sensuously 
ecstatic  style.  At  the  instance  of  Martin 
Luther  we  long  ago  gave  up  imposing 
celibacy  on  our  priests;  but  we  still  im- 
pose it  on  our  art,  with  the  very  un- 
desirable and  unexpected  result  that  no 
editor,  publisher,  or  manager,  will  now 
accept  a  story  or  produce  a  play  without 
"love  interest"  in  it.  Take,  for  a  recent- 
example,  Mr  H.  G.  Wells's  War  of  Two 
Worlds,  a  tale  of  the  invasion  of  the  earth 
by  the  inhabitants  of  the  planet  Mars:  a 
capital  story,  not  to  be  laid  down  until 
finished.  Love  interest  is  impossible  on 
its  scientific  plane:  nothing  could  be  more 
impertinent  and  irritating.  Yet  Mr  Wells 
has  had  to  pretend  that  the  hero  is  in  love 
with  a  young  lady  manufactured  for  the 
purpose,  and  to  imply  that  it  is  on  her 
account  alone  that  he  feels  concerned 
about  the  apparently  inevitable  destruc- 
tion of  the  human  race  by  the  Martians. 
Another  example.  An  American  novelist, 
recently  deceased,  made  a  hit  some  years 
ago  by  compiling  a  Bostonian  Utopia 
from  the  prospectuses  of  the  little  bands 
of  devout  Communists  who  have  from 
time  to  time,  since  the  days  of  Fourier 
and  Owen,  tried  to  establish  millennial 
colonies  outside  our  commercial  civiliza- 
tion. Even  in  this  economic  Utopia  we 
find  the  inevitable  love  affair.  The  hero, 
waking  up  in  a  distant  future  from  a 
miraculous  sleep,  meets  a  Boston  young 
lady,  provided  expressly  for  him  to  fail 
in  love  with.  Women  have  by  that  time 
given  up  wearing  skirts;  but  slie,  to  spare 
his  delicacy,  gets  one  out  of  a  museum  of 
antiquities  to  wear  in  his  presence  until 
he  is  hardened  to  the  customs  of  the  new 
age.  When  I  came  to  that  touching  in- 
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cident,  I  became  as  Paolo  and  Francesca: 
"in  that  book  I  read  no  more."  I  will  not 
multiply  examples:  if  such  unendurable 
follies  occur  in  the  sort  of  story  made  by 
working  out  a  meteorological  or  econo- 
mic hypothesis,  the  extent  to  which  it  is 
carried  in  sentimental  romances  needs  no 
expatiation. 

The  worst  of  it  is  that  since  man's  in- 
tellectual consciousness  of  himself  is  de- 
rived from  the  descriptions  of  him  in 
books,  a  persistent  misrepresentation  of 
humanity  in  literature  gets  finally  accepted 
and  acted  upon.  If  every  mirror  reflected 
our  noses  twice  their  natural  size,  we 
should  live  and  die  in  the  faith  that  we 
were  all  Punches;  and  we  should  scout  a 
true  mirror  as  the  work  of  a  fool,  mad- 
man, or  jester.  Nay,  I  believe  we  should, 
by  Lamarckian  adaptation,  enlarge  our 
noses  to  the  admired  size;  for  I  have 
noticed  that  when  a  certain  type  of  feat- 
ure appears  in  painting  and  is  admired  as 
beautiful,  it  presently  becomes  common 
in  nature;  so  that  the  Beatrices  and  Fran- 
cescas  in  the  picture  galleries  of  one 
generation,  to  whom  minor  poets  address 
verses  entitled  To  My  Lady,  come  to  life 
as  the  parlormaids  and  waitresses  of  the 
next.  If  the  conventions  of  romance  are 
only  insisted  on  long  enough  and  uni- 
formly enough  (a  condition  guaranteed 
by  the  uniformity  of  human  folly  and 
vanity),  then,  for  the  huge  compulsorily 
schooled  masses  who  read  romance  or 
nothing,  these  conventions  will  become 
the  laws  of  personal  honor.  Jealousy, 
which  is  either  an  egotistical  meanness  or 
a  specific  mania,  will  become  obligatory; 
and  ruin,  ostracism,  breaking  up  of  homes, 
duelling,  murder,  suicide  and  infanticide 
will  be  produced  (often  have  been  pro- 
duced, in  fact)  by  incidents  which,  if  left 
to  the  operation  of  natural  and  right  feel- 
ing, would  produce  nothing  worse  than 
an  hour's  soon-forgotten  fuss.  Men  will 
be  slain  needlessly  on  the  field  of  battle 
because  officers  conceive  it  to  be  their 


first  duty  to  make  romantic  exhibitions 
of  conspicuous  gallantry.  The  squire  who 
has  never  spared  an  hour  from  the  hunt- 
ing field  to  do  a  little  public  work  on  a 
parish  council  will  be  cheered  as  a  patriot 
because  he  is  willing  to  kill  and  get  killed 
for  the  sake  of  conferring  himself  as 
an  institution  on  other  countries.  In  the 
courts  cases  will  be  argued,  not  on  juridi- 
cal but  on  romantic  principles;  and  vin- 
dictive damages  and  vindictive  sentences, 
with  the  acceptance  of  nonsensical,  and 
the  repudiation  or  suppression  of  sensible 
testimony,  will  destroy  the  very  sense  of 
law.  Kaisers,  generals,  judges,  and  prime 
ministers  will  set  the  example  of  playing 
to  the  gallery.  Finally  the  people,  now 
that  their  compulsory  literacy  enables 
every  penman  to  play  on  their  romantic 
illusions,  will  be  led  by  the  nose  far  more 
completely  than  they  ever  were  by  play- 
ing on  their  former  ignorance  and  super- 
stition. Nay,  why  should  I  say  will  be? 
they  are.  Ten  years  of  cheap  reading  have 
changed  the  English  from  the  most  stolid 
nation  in  Europe  to  the  most  theatrical 
and  hysterical. 

Is  it  clear  now,  why  the  theatre  was 
insufferable  to  me;  why  it  left  its  black 
mark  on  my  bones  as  it  has  left  its 
black  mark  on  the  character  of  the  nation; 
why  I  call  the  Puritans  to  rescue  it  again 
as  they  rescued  it  before  when  its  foolish 
pursuit  of  pleasure  sunk  it  in  "profane- 
ness  and  immorality"?  I  have,  I  think, 
always  been  a  Puritan  in  my  attitude  to- 
wards Art.  I  am  as  fond  of  fine  music  and 
handsome  building  as  Milton  was,  or 
Cromwell,  or  Bunyan;  but  if  I  found  that 
they  were  becoming  the  instruments  of 
a  systematic  idolatry  of  sensuousness,  I 
would  hold  it  good  statesmanship  to  blow 
every  cathedral  in  the  world  to  pieces 
with  dynamite,  organ  and  all,  without 
the  least  heed  to  the  screams  of  the  art 
critics  and  cultured  voluptuaries.  And 
when  I  see  that  the  nineteenth  century 
has  crowned  the  idolatry  of  Art  with  the 
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deification  of  Love,  so  that  every  poet  is 
supposed  to  have  pierced  to  the  holy  of 
holies  when  he  has  announced  that  Love 
is  the  Supreme,  or  the  Enough,  or  the 
All.  1  feel  that  Art  was  safer  in  the  hands 
of  the  most  fanatical  of  Cromwell's  major 
generals  than  it  will  be  if  ever  it  gets  into 
mine.  The  pleasures  of  the  senses  I  can 
sympathize  with  and  share;  but  the  sub- 
stitution of  sensuous  ecstasy  for  intellect- 
ual activity  and  honesty  is  the  very  devil. 
It  has  already  brought  us  to  Flogging 
Bills  in  Parliament,  and,  by  reaction,  to 
androgynous  heroes  on  the  stage;  and  if 
the  infection  spreads  until  the  democratic 
attitude  becomes  thoroughly  Romanti- 
cist, the  country  will  become  unbearable 
for  all  realists,  Philistine  or  Platonic. 
When  it  comes  to  that,  the  brute  force  of 
the  strong-minded  Bismarckian  man  of 
action,  impatient  of  humbug,  will  com- 
bine with  the  subtlety  and  spiritual  energy 
of  the  man  of  thought  whom  shams  can- 
not illude  or  interest.  That  combination 
will  be  on  one  side;  and  Romanticism 
will  be  on  the  other.  In  which  event,  so 
much  the  worse  for  Romanticism,  which 
will  come  down  even  if  it  has  to  drag 
Democracy  down  with  it.  For  all  in- 
stitutions have  in  the  long  run  to  live  by 
the  nature  of  things,  and  not  by  childish 
pretendings. 

ON   DIABOLONIAN  ETHICS 

'I  here  is  a  foolish  opinion  prevalent 
that  an  author  should  allow  his  works 
to  speak  for  themselves,  and  that  he  who 
appends  and  prefixes  explanations  to  them 
is  likely  to  be  as  bad  an  artist  as  the 
painter  cited  by  Cervantes,  who  wrote 
under  his  picture  This  is  a  Cock,  lest  there 
should  be  any  mistake  about  it.  The  pat 
retort  to  this  thoughtless  comparison  is 
that  the  painter  invariably  does  so  label 
his  picture.  What  is  a  Royal  Academy 
catalogue  but  a  series  of  statements  that 
This  is  The  Vale  of  Rest,  This  The  Shav- 
ing of  Samson,  This  Chill  October,  This 


H.R.H.  The  Prince  of  Wales,  and  so  on? 
The  reason  most  playwrights  do  not  pub- 
lish their  plays  with  prefaces  is  that  they 
cannot  write  them,  the  business  of  in- 
tellectually conscious  philosopher  and 
skilled  critic  being  no  necessary  part  of 
their  craft.  Naturally,  making  a  virtue  of 
their  incapacity,  they  either  repudiate  pre- 
faces as  shameful,  or  else,  with  a  modest 
air,  request  some  popular  critic  to  supply 
one,  as  much  as  to  say,  Were  I  to  tell  the 
truth  about  myself  I  must  needs  seem 
vainglorious:  were  I  to  tell  less  than  the 
truth  I  should  do  myself  an  injustice  and 
deceive  my  readers.  As  to  the  critic  thus 
called  in  from  the  outside,  what  can  he 
do  but  imply  that  his  friend's  transcend- 
ent ability  as  a  dramatist  is  surpassed 
only  by  his  beautiful  nature  as  a  man? 
Now  what  I  say  is,  why  should  I  get 
another  man  to  praise  me  when  I  can 
praise  myself?  I  have  no  disabilities  to 
plead:  produce  me  your  best  critic,  and 
I  will  criticize  his  head  off.  As  to  philo- 
sophy, I  taught  my  critics  the  little  they 
know  in  my  Quintessence  of  Ibsenism; 
and  now  they  turn  their  guns — the  guns 
I  loaded  for  them — on  me,  and  proclaim 
that  I  write  as  if  mankind  had  intellect 
without  will,  or  heart,  as  they  call  it.  In- 
grates:  who  was  it  that  directed  your 
attention  to  the  distinction  between  Will 
and  Intellect?  Not  Schopenhauer,  I  think, 
but  Shaw. 

Again,  they  tell  me  that  So-and-So, 
who  does  not  write  prefaces,  is  no  charla- 
tan. Well,  I  am.  I  first  caught  the  ear  of 
the  British  public  on  a  cart  in  Hyde  Park, 
to  the  blaring  of  brass  bands,  and  this 
not  at  all  as  a  reluctant  sacrifice  of  my 
instinct  of  privacy  to  political  necessity, 
but  because,  like  all  dramatists  and  mimes 
of  genuine  vocation,  I  am  a  natural-born 
mountebank.  I  am  well  aware  that  the 
ordinary  British  citizen  requires  a  pro- 
fession of  shame  from  all  mountebanks 
by  way  of  homage  to  the  sanctity  of  the 
ignoble  private  life  to  which  he  is  con- 
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demned  by  his  incapacity  for  public  life. 
Thus  Shakespear,  after  proclaiming  that 
Not  marble  nor  the  gilded  monuments 
of  Princes  should  outlive  his  powerful 
rhyme,  would  apologize,  in  the  approved 
taste,  for  making  himself  a  motley  to  the 
view;  and  the  British  citizen  has  ever 
since  quoted  the  apology  and  ignored  the 
fanfare.  When  an  actress  writes  her  me- 
moirs, she  impresses  on  you  in  every 
chapter  how  cruelly  it  tried  her  feelings 
to  exhibit  her  person  to  the  public  gaze; 
but  she  does  not  forget  to  decorate  the 
book  with  a  dozen  portraits  of  herself.  I 
really  cannot  respond  to  this  demand  for 
mock-modesty.  I  am  ashamed  neither  of 
my  work  nor  of  the  way  it  is  done.  I  like 
explaining  its  merits  to  the  huge  majority 
who  dont  know  good  work  from  bad.  It 
does  them  good;  and  it  does  me  good, 
curing  me  of  nervousness,  laziness,  and 
snobbishness.  I  write  prefaces  as  Dry- 
den  did,  and  treatises  as  Wagner,  because 
I  can;  and  I  would  give  half  a  dozen  of 
Shakespear's  plays  for  one  of  the  prefaces 
he  ought  to  have  written.  I  leave  the 
delicacies  of  retirement  to  those  who  are 
gentlemen  first  and  literary  workmen 
afterwards.  The  cart  and  trumpet  for  me. 
This  is  all  very  well;  but  the  trumpet 
is  an  instrument  that  grows  on  one;  and 
sometimes  my  blasts  have  been  so  strident 
that  even  those  who  are  most  annoyed 
by  them  have  mistaken  the  novelty  of 
my  shamelessness  for  novelty  in  my  plays 
and  opinions.  Take,  for  instance,  the  play 
entitled  The  Devil's  Disciple.  It  does  not 
contain  a  single  even  passably  novel  in- 
cident. Every  old  patron  of  the  Adelphi 
pit  would,  were  he  not  beglamored  in 
a  way  presently  to  be  explained,  recog- 
nize the  reading  of  the  will,  the  oppressed 
orphan  finding  a  protector,  the  arrest, 
the  heroic  sacrifice,  the  court  martial,  the 
scaffold,  the  reprieve  at  the  last  moment, 
as  he  recognizes  beefsteak  pudding  on 
the  bill  of  fare  at  his  restaurant.  Yet 
when  the  play  was  produced  in  1897  in 


New  York  by  Mr  Richard  Mansfield, 
with  a  success  that  proves  either  that 
the  melodrama  was  built  on  very  safe  old 
lines,  or  that  the  American  public  is  com- 
posed exclusively  of  men  of  genius,  the 
critics,  though  one  said  one  thing  and 
another  another  as  to  the  play's  merits, 
yet  all  agreed  that  it  was  novel — original, 
as  they  put  it — to  the  verge  of  audacious 
eccentricity. 

Now  this,  if  it  applies  to  the  incidents, 
plot,  construction,  and  general  profes- 
sional and  technical  qualities  of  the  play, 
is  nonsense;  for  the  truth  is,  I  am  in  these 
matters  a  very  old-fashioned  playwright. 
When  a  good  deal  of  the  same  talk,  both 
hostile  and  friendly,  was  provoked  by  my 
last  volume  of  plays,  Mr  Robert  Buch- 
anan, a  dramatist  who  knows  what  I  know 
and  remembers  what  I  remember  of  the 
history  of  the  stage,  pointed  out  that  the 
stage  tricks  by  which  I  gave  the  younger 
generation  of  playgoers  an  exquisite  sense 
of  quaint  unexpectedness,  had  done  duty 
years  ago  in  Cool  as  a  Cucumber,  Used 
Up,  and  many  forgotten  farces  and 
comedies  of  the  Byron-Robertson  school, 
in  which  the  imperturbably  impudent 
comedian,  afterwards  shelved  by  the  re- 
action to  brainless  sentimentality,  was  a 
stock  figure.  It  is  always  so  more  or  less: 
the  novelties  of  one  generation  are  only 
the  resuscitated  fashions  of  the  generation 
before  last. 

But  the  stage  tricks  of  The  Devil's 
Disciple  are  not,  like  some  of  those  of 
Arms  and  The  Man,  the  forgotten  ones  of 
the  sixties,  but  the  hackneyed  ones  of  our 
own  time.  Why,  then,  were  they  not  re- 
cognized? Partly,  no  doubt,  because  of 
my  trumpet  and  cartwheel  declamation. 
The  critics  were  the  victims  of  the  long 
course  of  hypnotic  suggestion  by  which 
G.B.S.  the  journalist  manufactured  an 
unconventional  reputation  for  Bernard 
Shaw  the  author.  In  England  as  else- 
where the  spontaneous  recognition  of 
really  original  work  begins  with  a  mere 
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handful  of  people,  and  propagates  itself 
so  slowly  that  it  has  become  a  common- 
place to  say  that  genius,  demanding  bread, 
is  given  a  stone  after  its  possessor's  death. 
The  remedy  for  this  is  sedulous  advertise- 
ment. Accordingly,  I  have  advertized  my- 
self so  well  that  I  find  myself,  whilst  still 
in  middle  life,  almost  as  legendary  a  per- 
son as  the  Flying  Dutchman.  Critics,  like 
other  people,  see  what  they  look  for,  not 
what  is  actually  before  them.  In  my  plays 
they  look  for  my  legendary  qualities,  and 
find  originality  and  brilliancy  in  my  most 
hackneyed  claptraps.  Were  I  to  republish 
Buckstone's  Wreck  Ashore  as  my  latest 
comedy,  it  would  be  hailed  as  a  master- 
piece of  perverse  paradox  and  scintillat- 
ing satire.  Not,  of  course,  by  the  really 
able  critics — for  example,  you,  my  friend, 
now  reading  this  sentence.  The  illusion 
that  makes  you  think  me  so  original  is  far 
subtler  than  that.  The  Devil's  Disciple 
has,  in  truth,  a  genuine  novelty  in  it. 
Only,  that  novelty  is  not  any  invention 
of  my  own,  but  simply  the  novelty  of 
the  advanced  thought  of  my  day.  As 
such,  it  will  assuredly  lose  its  gloss  with 
the  lapse  of  time,  and  leave  The  Devil's 
Disciple  exposed  as  the  threadbare  popu- 
lar melodrama  it  technically  is. 

Let  me  explain  (for,  as  Mr  A.  B. 
Walkley  has  pointed  out  in  his  disquisi- 
tions on  Frames  of  Mind,  I  am  nothing 
if  not  explanatory).  Dick  Dudgeon,  the 
devil's  disciple,  is  a  Puritan  of  the  Puri- 
tans. He  is  brought  up  in  a  household 
where  the  Puritan  religion  has  died,  and 
become,  in  its  corruption,  an  excuse  for 
his  mother's  master  passion  of  hatred  in 
all  its  phases  of  cruelty  and  envy.  This 
corruption  has  already  been  dramatized 
for  us  by  Charles  Dickens  in  his  picture 
of  the  Clennam  household  in  Little  Dor- 
rit:  Mrs  Dudgeon  being  a  replica  of  Mrs 
Clennam  with  certain  circumstantial  varia- 
tions, and  perhaps  a  touch  of  the  same 
author's  Mrs  Gargery  in  Great  Expecta- 
tions. In  such  a  home  the  young  Puritan 


finds  himself  starved  of  religion,  which 
is  the  most  clamorous  need  of  his  nature. 
With  all  his  mother's  indomitable  selfful- 
ness,  but  with  Pity  instead  of  Hatred  as 
his  master  passion,  he  pities  the  devil; 
takes  his  side;  and  champions  him,  like 
a  true  Covenanter,  against  the  world.  He 
thus  becomes,  like  all  genuinely  religious 
men,  a  reprobate  and  an  outcast.  Once 
this  is  understood,  the  play  becomes 
straightforwardly  simple. 

The  Diabolonian  position  is  new  to 
the  London  playgoer  of  today,  but  not 
to  lovers  of  serious  literature.  From  Pro- 
metheus to  the  Wagnerian  Siegfried, 
some  enemy  of  the  gods,  unterrified 
champion  of  those  oppressed  by  them,  has 
always  towered  among  the  heroes  of  the 
loftiest  poetry.  Our  newest  idol,  the 
Superman,  celebrating  the  death  of  god- 
head, may  be  younger  than  the  hills;  but 
he  is  as  old  as  the  shepherds.  Two  and 
a  half  centuries  ago  our  greatest  English 
dramatizer  of  life,  John  Bunyan,  ended 
one  of  his  stories  with  the  remark  that 
there  is  a  way  to  hell  even  from  the  gates 
of  heaven,  and  so  led  us  to  the  equally 
true  proposition  that  there  is  a  way  to 
heaven  even  from  the  gates  of  hell.  A 
century  ago  William  Blake  was,  like  Dick 
Dudgeon,  an  avowed  Diabolonian:  he 
called  his  angels  devils  and  his  devils 
angels.  His  devil  is  a  Redeemer.  Let  those 
who  have  praised  my  originality  in  con- 
ceiving Dick  Dudgeon's  strange  religion 
read  Blake's  Marriage  of  Heaven  and  Hell, 
and  I  shall  be  fortunate  if  they  do  not 
rail  at  me  for  a  plagiarist.  But  they  need 
not  go  back  to  Blake  and  Bunyan.  Have 
they  not  heard  the  recent  fuss  about 
Nietzsche  and  his  Good  and  Evil  Turned 
Inside  Out?  Mr  Robert  Buchanan  has 
actually  written  a  long  poem  of  which 
the  Devil  is  the  merciful  hero,  which 
poem  was  in  my  hands  before  a  word  of 
The  Devil's  Disciple  was  written.  There 
never  was  a  play  more  certain  to  be 
written  than  The  Devil's  Disciple  at  the 
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end  of  the  nineteenth  century.  The  age 
was  visibly  pregnant  with  it. 

I  grieve  to  have  to  add  that  my  old 
friends  and  colleagues  the  London  critics 
for  the  most  part  shewed  no  sort  of  con- 
noisseurship  either  in  Puritanism  or  in 
Diabolonianism  when  the  play  was  per- 
formed for  a  few  weeks  at  a  suburban 
theatre  (Kennington)  in  October  1899 
by  Mr  Murray  Carson.  They  took  Mrs 
Dudgeon  at  her  own  valuation  as  a  re- 
ligious woman  because  she  was  detestably 
disagreeable.  And  they  took  Dick  as  a 
blackguard  on  her  authority,  because  he 
was  neither  detestable  nor  disagreeable. 
But  they  presently  found  themselves  in  a 
dilemma.  Why  should  a  blackguard  save 
another  man's  life,  and  that  man  no  friend 
of  his,  at  the  risk  of  his  own?  Clearly,  said 
the  critics,  because  he  is  redeemed  by 
love.  All  wicked  heroes  are,  on  the  stage: 
that  is  theroman tic  metaphysic.  Unfortun- 
ately for  this  explanation  (which  I  do  not 
profess  to  understand)  it  turned  out  in 
the  third  act  that  Dick  was  a  Puritan  in  this 
respect  also:  a  man  impassioned  only  for 
saving  grace,  and  not  to  be  led  or  turned 
by  wife  or  mother,  Church  or  State,  pride 
of  life  or  lust  of  the  flesh.  In  the  lovely 
home  of  the  courageous,  affectionate, 
practical  minister  who  marries  a  pretty 
wife  twenty  years  younger  than  himself, 
and  turns  soldier  in  an  instant  to  save  the 
man  who  has  saved  him,  Dick  looks 
round  and  understands  the  charm  and  the 
peace  and  the  sanctity,  but  knows  that 
such  material  comforts  are  not  for  him. 
When  the  woman  nursed  in  that  atmo- 
sphere falls  in  love  with  him  and  con- 
cludes (like  the  critics,  who  somehow  al- 
ways agree  with  my  sentimental  heroines) 
that  he  risked  his  life  for  her  sake,  he  tells 
her  the  obvious  truth  that  he  would  have 
done  as  much  for  any  stranger — that  the 
law  of  his  own  nature,  and  no  interest 
nor  lust  whatsoever,  forbad  him  to  cry 
out  that  the  hangman's  noose  should  be 
taken  off  his  neck  only  to  be  put  on 


another  man's. 

But  then,  said  the  critics,  where  is  the 
motive?  Why  did  Dick  save  Anderson? 
On  the  stage,  it  appears,  people  do  things 
for  reasons.  Off  the  stage  they  dont:  that 
is  why  your  penny-in-the-slot  heroes, 
who  only  work  when  you  drop  a  motive 
into  them,  are  so  oppressively  automatic 
and  uninteresting.  The  saving  of  life  at 
the  risk  of  the  saver's  own  is  not  a  com- 
mon thing;  but  modern  populations  are 
so  vast  that  even  the  most  uncommon 
things  are  recorded  once  a  week  or  oftener. 
Not  one  of  my  critics  but  has  seen  a 
hundred  times  in  his  paper  how  some 
policeman  or  fireman  or  nursemaid  has 
received  a  medal,  or  the  compliments  of 
a  magistrate,  or  perhaps  a  public  funeral, 
for  risking  his  or  her  life  to  save  another's. 
Has  he  ever  seen  it  added  that  the  saved 
was  the  husband  of  the  woman  the  saver 
loved,  or  was  that  woman  herself,  or  was 
even  known  to  the  saver  as  much  as  by 
sight?  Never.  When  we  want  to  read  of 
the  deeds  that  are  done  for  love,  whither 
do  we  turn?  To  the  murder  column;  and 
there  we  are  rarely  disappointed. 

Need  I  repeat  that  the  theatre  critic's 
professional  routine  so  discourages  any 
association  between  real  life  and  the  stage, 
that  he  soon  loses  the  natural  habit  of 
referring  to  the  one  to  explain  the  other? 
The  critic  who  discovered  a  romantic 
motive  for  Dick's  sacrifice  was  no  mere 
literary  dreamer,  but  a  clever  barrister. 
He  pointed  out  that  Dick  Dudgeon 
clearly  did  adore  Mrs  Anderson;  that  it 
was  for  her  sake  that  he  offered  his  life 
to  save  her  beloved  husband;  and  that 
his  explicit  denial  of  his  passion  was  the 
splendid  mendacity  of  a  gentleman  whose 
respect  for  a  married  woman,  and  duty  to 
her  absent  husband,  sealed  his  passion- 
palpitating  lips.  From  the  moment  that 
this  fatally  plausible  explanation  was 
launched,  my  play  became  my  critic's 
play,  not  mine.  Thenceforth  Dick  Dud- 
geon every  night  confirmed  the  critic  by 
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stealing  behind  Judith,  and  mutely  attest- 
ing his  passion  by  surreptitiously  imprint- 
ing a  heart-broken  kiss  on  a  stray  lock  of 
her  hair  whilst  he  uttered  the  barren  de- 
nial. As  for  me,  I  was  just  then  wandering 
about  the  streets  of  Constantinople,  un- 
aware of  all  these  doings.  When  I  returned 
all  was  over.  My  personal  relations  with 
the  critic  and  the  actor  forbad  me  to  curse 
them.  I  had  not  even  the  chance  of  pub- 
licly forgiving  them.  They  meant  well  by 
me;  but  if  they  ever  write  a  play,  may  I 
be  there  to  explain!1 

BETTER  THAN  SHAKESPEAR? 

As  to  the  other  plays  in  the  volume, 
the  application  of  my  title  is  less  obvious, 
since  neither  Julius  Caesar,  Cleopatra,  nor 
Lady  Cicely  Waynflete  have  any  external 
political  connexion  with  Puritanism.  The 
very  name  of  Cleopatra  suggests  at  orce 
a  tragedy  of  Circe,  with  the  horrible  differ- 
ence that  whereas  the  ancient  myth  rightly 
represents  Circe  as  turning  heroes  into 
hogs,  the  modern  romantic  convention 
would  represent  her  as  turning  hogs  into 
heroes.  Shakespear's  Antony  and  Cleo- 
patra must  needs  be  as  intolerable  to  the 
true  Puritan  as  it  is  vaguely  distressing  to 
die  ordinary  healthy  citizen,  because,  after 
giving  a  faithful  picture  of  the  soldier 
broken  down  by  debauchery,  and  the  typi- 
cal wanton  in  whose  arms  such  men  per- 
ish, Shakespear  finally  strains  all  his  huge 
command  of  rhetoric  and  stage  pathos  to 
give  a  theatrical  sublimity  to  the  wretched 
end  of  the  business,  and  to  persuade  fool- 
ish spectators  that  the  world  was  well  lost 

1  As  I  pass  these  pages  through  the  press 
(September  1900),  the  critics  of  Yorkshire  are 
struggling,  as  against  some  unholy  fascination, 
with  the  apparition  of  Dick  Dudgeon  on  their 
stage  in  the  person  of  Forbes  Robertson.  "A 
finished  scoundrel"  is  the  description  which 
one  of  them  gives  of  Dick.  This  is  worth  re- 
cording as  an  example  of  the  extent  to  which 
the  moral  sense  remains  dormant  in  people  who 
are  content  with  the  customary  formulas  for 
respectable  conduct. 


by  the  twain.  Such  falsehood  is  not  to  be 
borne  except  by  the  real  Cleopatras  and 
Antonys  (they  are  to  be  found  in  every 
public  house)  who  would  no  doubt  be 
glad  enough  to  be  transfigured  by  some 
poet  as  immortal  lovers.  Woe  to  the  poet 
who  stoops  to  such  folly!  The  lot  of  the 
man  who  sees  life  truly  and  thinks  about 
it  romantically  is  Despair.  How  well  we 
know  the  cries  of  that  despair!  Vanity  of 
vanities,  all  is  vanity !  moans  the  Preacher, 
when  life  has  at  last  taught  him  that 
Nature  will  not  dance  to  his  moralist- 
made  tunes.  Thackeray,  scores  of  cen- 
turies later,  was  still  baying  the  moon  in 
the  same  terms.  Out,  out,  brief  candle! 
cries  Shakespear,  in  his  tragedy  of  the 
modern  literary  man  as  murderer  and 
witch  consulter.  Surely  the  time  is  past 
for  patience  with  writers  who,  having  to 
choose  between  giving  up  life  in  despair 
and  discarding  the  trumpery  moral  kit- 
chen scales  in  which  they  try  to  weigh  the 
universe,  superstitiously  stick  to  the  scales, 
and  spend  the  rest  of  the  lives  they  pre- 
tend to  despise  in  breaking  men's  spirits. 
But  even  in  pessimism  there  is  a  choice 
between  intellectual  honesty  and  dishon- 
esty. Hogarth  drew  the  rake  and  the  har- 
lot without  glorifying  their  end.  Swift, 
accepting  our  system  of  morals  and  reli- 
gion, delivered  the  inevitable  verdict  of 
that  system  on  us  through  the  mouth  of 
the  king  of  Brobdingnag,  and  described 
Man  as  the  Yahoo,  shocking  his  superior 
the  horse  by  his  every  action.  Strind- 
berg,  the  only  genuinely  Shakespearean 
modern  dramatist,  shews  that  the  female 
Yahoo,  measured  by  romantic  standards, 
is  viler  than  her  male  dupe  and  slave.  I  re- 
spect these  resolute  tragi-comedians:  they 
are  logical  and  faithful:  they  force  you  to 
face  the  fact  that  you  must  either  accept 
their  conclusions  as  valid  (in  which  case 
it  is  cowardly  to  continue  living)  or  admit 
that  their  way  of  judging  conduct  is  ab- 
surd. But  when  your  Shakespears  and 
Thackerays  huddle  up  the  matter  at  the 
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end  by  killing  somebody  and  covering 
your  eyes  with  the  undertaker's  handker- 
chief, duly  onioned  with  some  pathetic 
phrase,  as  The  flight  of  angels  singthee  to 
thy  rest,  or  Adsum,  or  the  like,  I  have  no 
respect  for  them  at  all:  such  maudlin  tricks 
may  impose  on  tea-drunkards,  not  on  me. 

Besides,  I  have  a  technical  objection  to 
making  sexual  infatuation  a  tragic  theme. 
Experience  proves  that  it  is  only  effective 
in  the  comic  spirit.  We  can  bear  to  see  Mrs 
Quickly  pawning  her  plate  for  love  of 
Falstaff,  but  not  Antony  running  away 
from  the  battle  of  Actium  for  love  of  Cleo- 
patra. Let  realism  have  its  demonstra- 
tion, comedy  its  criticism,  or  even  bawdry 
its  horse-laugh  at  the  expense  of  sexual  in- 
fatuation, if  it  must;  but  to  ask  us  to  sub- 
ject our  souls  to  its  ruinous  glamor,  to 
worship  it,  deify  it,  and  imply  that  it  alone 
makes  our  life  worth  living,  is  nothing 
but  folly  gone  mad  erotically — a  thing 
compared  to  which  FalstafPs  unbeglam- 
ored  drinking  and  drabbing  is  respectable 
and  rightminded.  Whoever,  then,  expects 
to  find  Cleopatra  a  Circe  and  Caesar  a  hog 
in  these  pages,  had  better  lay  down  my 
book  and  be  spared  a  disappointment. 

In  Caesar,  I  have  used  another  char- 
acter with  which  Shakespear  has  been 
beforehand.  But  Shakespear,  who  knew 
human  weakness  so  well,  never  knew 
human  strength  of  the  Caesarian  type.  His 
Caesar  is  an  admitted  failure:  his  Lear  is 
a  masterpiece.  The  tragedy  of  disillusion 
and  doubt,  of  the  agonized  struggle  for 
a  foothold  on  the  quicksand  made  by 
an  acute  observation  striving  to  verify  its 
vain  attribution  of  morality  and  respect- 
ability to  Nature,  of  the  faithless  will  and 
the  keen  eyes  that  the  faithless  will  is  too 
weak  to  blind:  all  this  will  give  you  a 
Hamlet  or  a  Macbeth,  and  win  you  great 
applause  from  literary  gentlemen;  but  it 
will  not  give  you  a  Julius  Caesar.  Caesar 
was  not  in  Shakespear,  nor  in  the  epoch, 
now  fast  waning,  which  he  inaugurated. 
It  cost  Shakespear  no  pang  to  write  Caesar 


down  for  the  merely  technical  purpose  of 
writing  Brutus  up.  And  what  a  Brutus! 
A  perfect  Girondin,  mirrored  in  Shake- 
spear's  art  two  hundred  years  before  the 
real  thing  came  to  maturity  and  talked  and 
stalked  and  had  its  head  duly  cut  off  by 
the  coarser  Antonys  and  Octaviuses  of  its 
time,  who  at  least  knew  the  difference  be- 
tween life  and  rhetoric. 

It  will  be  said  that  these  remarks  can 
bear  no  other  construction  than  an  offer 
of  my  Caesar  to  the  public  as  an  improve- 
ment on  Shakespear's.  Ancl  in  fact,  that 
is  their  precise  purport.  But  here  let  me 
give  a  friendly  warning  to  those  scribes 
who  have  so  often  exclaimed  against  my 
criticisms  of  Shakespear  as  blasphemies 
against  a  hitherto  unquestioned  Perfec- 
tion and  Infallibility.  Such  criticisms  are 
no  more  new  than  the  creed  of  my  Dia- 
bolonian  Puritan  or  my  revival  of  the 
humors  of  Cool  as  a  Cucumber.  Too 
much  surprise  at  them  betrays  an  acquaint- 
ance with  Shakespear  criticism  so  limited 
as  not  to  include  even  the  prefaces  of  Dr. 
Johnson  and  the  utterances  of  Napoleon. 
I  have  merely  repeated  in  the  dialect  of 
my  own  time  and  in  the  light  of  its  philo- 
sophy what  they  said  in  the  dialect  and 
light  of  theirs.  Do  not  be  misled  by  the 
Shakespear  fanciers  who,  ever  since  his 
own  time,  have  delighted  in  his  plays  just 
as  they  might  have  delighted  in  a  par- 
ticular breed  of  pigeons  if  they  had  never 
learnt  to  read.  His  genuine  critics,  from 
Ben  Jonson  to  Mr  Frank  Harris,  have 
always  kept  as  far  on  this  side  idolatry 
as  I. 

As  to  our  ordinary  uncritical  citizens, 
they  have  been  slowly  trudging  forward 
these  three  centuries  to  the  point  which 
Shakespear  reached  at  a  bound  in  Eliza- 
beth's time.  Today  most  of  them  have 
arrived  there  or  thereabouts,  with  the  re- 
sult that  his  plays  are  at  last  beginning 
to  be  performed  as  he  wrote  them;  and 
the  long  line  of  disgraceful  farces,  melo- 
dramas, and  stage  pageants  which  actor- 
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managers,  from  Garrick  and  Gibber  to 
our  own  contemporaries,  have  hacked  out 
of  his  plays  as  peasants  have  hacked  huts 
out  of  the  Coliseum,  are  beginning  to  van- 
ish from  the  stage.  It  is  a  significant  fact 
that  the  mutilators  of  Shakespear,  who 
never  could  be  persuaded  that  Shakespear 
knew  his  business  better  than  they,  have 
ever  been  the  most  fanatical  of  his  wor- 
shippers. The  late  Augustin  Daly  thought 
no  price  too  extravagant  for  an  addition 
to  his  collection  of  Shakespear  relics;  but 
in  arranging  Shakespear's  plays  for  the 
stage,  he  proceeded  on  the  assumption 
that  Shakespear  was  a  botcher  and  he  an 
artist.  I  am  far  too  good  a  Shakespearean 
ever  to  forgive  Henry  Irving  for  produ- 
cing a  version  of  King  Lear  so  mutilated 
that  the  numerous  critics  who  had  never 
read  the  play  could  not  follow  the  story 
of  Gloster.  Both  these  idolaters  of  the 
Bard  must  have  thought  Forbes  Robert- 
son mad  because  he  restored  Fortinbras 
to  the  stage  and  played  as  much  of  Hamlet 
as  there  was  time  for  instead  of  as  little. 
And  the  instant  success  of  the  experiment 
probably  altered  their  minds  no  further 
than  to  make  them  think  the  public  mad. 
Mr  Benson  actually  gives  the  play  com- 
plete at  two  sittings,  causing  the  aforesaid 
numerous  critics  to  remark  with  naive  sur- 
prise that  Polonius  is  a  complete  and  in- 
teresting character.  It  was  the  age  of  gross 
ignorance  of  Shakespear  and  incapacity 
for  his  works  that  produced  the  indiscrim- 
inate eulogies  with  which  we  are  familiar. 
It  was  the  revival  of  serious  attention  to 
those  works  that  coincided  with  the  move- 
ment for  giving  genuine  instead  of  spuri- 
ous and  silly  representations  of  his  plays. 
So  much  for  Bardolatry! 

It  does  not  follow,  however,  that  the 
right  to  criticize  Shakespear  involves  the 
power  of  writing  better  plays.  And  in  fact 
— do  not  be  surprised  at  my  modesty — I 
do  not  profess  to  write  better  plays.  The 
writing  of  practicable  stage  plays  does  not 
present  an  infinite  scope  to  human  talent; 


and  the  playwrights  who  magnify  its  diffi- 
culties are  humbugs.  The  summit  of  their 
art  has  been  attained  again  and  again.  No 
man  will  ever  write  a  better  tragedy  than 
Lear,  a  better  comedy  than  Le  Festin  de 
Pierre  or  Peer  Gynt,  a  better  opera  than 
Don  Giovanni,  a  better  music  drama  than 
The  Niblung's  Ring  or,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  better  fashionable  plays  and  melo- 
dramas than  are  now  being  turned  out  by 
writers  whom  nobody  dreams  of  mock- 
ing with  the  word  immortal.  It  is  the  philo- 
sophy, the  outlook  on  life,  that  changes, 
not  the  craft  of  the  playwright.  A  genera- 
tion that  is  thoroughly  moralized  and 
patriotized,  that  conceives  virtuous  indig- 
nation as  spiritually  nutritious,  that  mur- 
ders the  murderer  and  robs  the  thief,  that 
grovels  before  all  sorts  of  ideals,  social, 
military,  ecclesiastical,  royal  and  divine, 
may  be,  from  my  point  of  view,  steeped 
in  error;  but  it  need  not  want  for  as  good 
plays  as  the  hand  of  man  can  produce. 
Only,  those  plays  will  be  neither  written 
nor  relished  by  men  in  whose  philosophy 
guilt  and  innocence,  and  consequently  re- 
venge and  idolatry,  have  no  meaning. 
Such  men  must  rewrite  all  the  old  plays 
in  terms  of  their  own  philosophy;  and 
that  is  why,  as  Stuart-Glennie  has  pointed 
out,  there  can  be  no  new  drama  without 
a  new  philosophy.  To  which  I  may  add 
that  there  can  be  no  Shakespear  or  Goethe 
without  one  either,  nor  two  Shakespears 
in  one  philosophic  epoch,  since,  as  I  have 
said,  the  first  great  comer  in  that  epoch 
reaps  the  whole  harvest  and  reduces  those 
who  come  after  to  the  rank  of  mere  glean- 
ers, or,  worse  than  that,  fools  who  go 
laboriously  through  all  the  motions  of  the 
reaper  and  binder  in  an  empty  field.  What 
is  the  use  of  writing  plays  or  painting 
frescoes  if  you  have  nothing  more  to  say 
or  shew  than  was  said  and  shewn  by 
Shakespear,  Michael  Angelo,  and  Raphael? 
If  these  had  not  seen  things  differently, 
for  better  or  worse,  from  the  dramatic 
poets  of  the  Townley  mysteries,  or  from 
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Giotto,  they  could  not  have  produced 
their  works:  no,  not  though  their  skill  of 
pen  and  hand  had  been  double  what  it 
was.  After  them  there  was  no  need  (and 
need  alone  nerves  men  to  face  the  persecu- 
tion in  the  teeth  of  which  new  art  is 
brought  to  birth)  to  redo  the  already  done, 
until  in  due  time,  when  their  philosophy 
wore  itself  out,  a  new  race  of  nineteenth 
century  poets  and  critics,  from  Byron  to 
William  Morris,  began,  first  to  speak 
coldly  of  Shakespear  and  Raphael,  and 
then  to  rediscover,  in  the  medieval  art 
which  these  Renascence  masters  had 
superseded,  certain  forgotten  elements 
which  were  germinating  again  for  the 
new  harvest.  What  is  more,  they  began 
to  discover  that  the  technical  skill  of  the 
masters  was  by  no  means  superlative.  In- 
deed, I  defy  anyone  to  prove  that  the 
great  epoch  makers  in  fine  art  have  owed 
their  position  to  their  technical  skill.  It  is 
true  that  when  we  search  for  examples  of 
a  prodigious  command  of  language  and 
of  graphic  line,  we  can  think  of  nobody 
better  than  Shakespear  and  Michael  An- 
gelo.  But  both  of  them  laid  their  arts 
waste  for  centuries  by  leading  later  artists 
to  seek  greatness  in  copying  their  tech- 
nique. The  technique  was  acquired,  re- 
fined on,  and  elaborated  over  and  over 
again;  but  the  supremacy  of  the  two  great 
exemplars  remained  undisputed.  As  a 
matter  of  easily  observable  fact,  every 
generation  produces  men  of  extraordin- 
ary special  faculty,  artistic,  mathematical 
and  linguistic,  who  for  lack  of  new  ideas, 
or  indeed  of  any  ideas  worth  mentioning, 
achieve  no  distinction  outside  music  halls 
and  class  rooms,  although  they  can  do 
things  easily  that  the  great  epoch  makers 
did  clumsily  or  not  at  all.  The  contempt 
of  the  academic  pedant  for  the  original 
artist  is  often  founded  on  a  genuine  superi- 
ority of  technical  knowledge  and  apti- 
tude: he  is  sometimes  a  better  anatomical 
draughtsman  than  Raphael,  a  better  hand 
at  triple  counterpoint  than  Beethoven,  a 


better  versifier  than  Byron.  Nay,  this  is 
true  not  merely  of  pedants,  but  of  men 
who  have  produced  works  of  art  of  some 
note.  If  technical  facility  were  the  secret 
of  greatness  in  art,  Swinburne  would  be 
greater  than  Browning  and  Byron  rolled 
into  one,  Stevenson  greater  than  Scott 
or  Dickens,  Mendelssohn  than  Wagner, 
Maclise  than  Madox  Brown.  Besides,  new 
ideas  make  their  technique  as  water  makes 
its  channel;  and  the  technician  without 
ideas  is  as  useless  as  the  canal  constructor 
without  water,  though  he  may  do  very 
skilfully  what  the  Mississippi  does  very 
rudely.  To  clinch  the  argument,  you  have 
only  to  observe  that  the  epoch  maker  him- 
self has  generally  begun  working  profes- 
sionally before  his  new  ideas  have  mas- 
tered him  sufficiently  to  insist  on  constant 
expression  by  his  art.  In  such  cases  you 
are  compelled  to  admit  that  if  he  had  by 
chance  died  earlier,  his  greatness  would 
have  remained  unachieved,  although  his 
technical  qualifications  would  have  been 
well  enough  established.  The  early  imita- 
tive works  of  great  men  are  usually  con- 
spicuously inferior  to  the  best  works  of 
their  forerunners.  Imagine  Wagner  dying 
after  composing  Rienzi,  or  Shelley  after 
Zastrozzi!  Would  any  competent  critic 
then  have  rated  Wagner's  technical  apti- 
tude as  high  as  Rossini's,  Spontini's,  or 
Meyerbeer's;  or  Shelley's  as  high  as 
Moore's?  Turn  the  problem  another  way: 
does  anyone  suppose  that  if  Shakespear 
had  conceived  Goethe's  or  Ibsen's  ideas, 
he  would  have  expressed  them  any  worse 
than  Goethe  or  Ibsen?  Human  faculty 
being  what  it  is,  is  it  likely  that  in  our 
time  any  advance,  except  in  external 
conditions,  will  take  place  in  the  arts  of 
expression  sufficient  to  enable  an  author, 
without  making  himself  ridiculous,  to 
undertake  to  say  what  he  has  to  say  better 
than  Homer  or  Shakespear?  But  the  hum- 
blest author,  and  much  more  a  rather  arro- 
gant one  like  myself,  may  profess  to  have 
something  to  say  by  this  time  that  neither 
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Homer  nor  Shakespear  said.  And  the  play- 
goer may  reasonably  ask  to  have  historical 
events  and  persons  presented  to  him  in 
the  light  of  his  own  time,  even  though 
Homer  and  Shakespear  have  already 
shewn  them  in  the  light  of  their  time.  For 
example,  Homer  presented  Achilles  and 
Ajax  as  heroes  to  the  world  in  the  Iliads. 
In  due  time  came  Shakespear,  who  said, 
virtually:  I  really  cannot  accept  this  spoilt 
child  and  this  brawny  fool  as  great  men 
merely  because  Homer  flattered  them  in 
playing  to  the  Greek  gallery.  Conse- 
quently we  have,  in  Troilus  and  Cressida, 
the  verdict  of  Shakespear's  epoch  (our 
own)  on  the  pair.  This  did  not  in  the  least 
involve  any  pretence  on  Shakespear's  part 
to  be  a  greater  poet  than  Homer. 

When  Shakespear  in  turn  came  to 
deal  with  Henry  V  and  Julius  Caesar,  he 
did  so  according  to  his  own  essentially 
knightly  conception  of  a  great  statesman- 
commander.  But  in  the  XIX  century 
comes  the  German  historian  Mommsen, 
who  also  takes  Caesar  for  his  hero,  and  ex- 
plains the  immense  difference  in  scope  be- 
tween the  perfect  knight  Vercingetorix 
and  his  great  conqueror  Julius  Caesar.  In 
this  country,  Carlyle,  with  his  vein  of 
peasant  inspiration,  apprehended  the  sort 
of  greatness  that  places  the  true  hero  of 
history  so  far  beyond  the  mere  preux 
chevalier,  whose  fanatical  personal  honor, 
gallantry,  and  self-sacrifice,  are  founded 
on  a  passion  for  death  born  of  inability 
to  bear  the  weight  of  a  life  that  will  not 
grant  ideal  conditions  to  the  liver.  This 
one  ray  of  perception  became  Carlyle's 
whole  stock-in-trade;  and  it  sufficed  to 
make  a  literary  master  of  him.  In  due 
time,  when  Mommsen  is  an  old  man,  and 
Carlyle  dead,  come  I,  and  dramatize  the 
by-this-time  familiar  distinction  in  Arms 
and  The  Man,  with  its  comedic  conflict  be- 
tween the  knightly  Bulgarian  and  the 
Mommsenite  Swiss  captain.  Whereupon 
a  great  many  playgoers  who  have  not  yet 
read  Cervantes,  much  less  Mommsen  and 


Carlyle,  raise  a  shriek  of  concern  for  their 
knightly  ideal  as  if  nobody  had  ever  ques- 
tioned its  sufficiency  since  the  middle  ages. 
Let  them  thank  me  for  educating  them  so 
far.  And  let  them  allow  me  to  set  forth 
Caesar  in  the  same  modern  light,  taking 
the  platform  from  Shakespear  as  he  from 
Homer,  and  with  no  thought  of  pretend- 
ing to  express  the  Mommsenite  view  of 
Caesar  any  better  than  Shakespear  ex- 
pressed a  view  which  was  not  even  Plut- 
archian,  and  must,  I  fear,  be  referred  to 
the  tradition  in  stage  conquerors  estab- 
lished by  Marlowe's  Tamerlane  as  much 
as  to  the  chivalrous  conception  of  heroism 
dramatized  in  Henry  V. 

For  my  own  part,  I  can  avouch  that 
such  powers  of  invention,  humor  and 
stage  ingenuity  as  I  have  been  able  to  ex- 
ercise in  Plays  Pleasant  and  Unpleasant, 
and  in  Three  Plays  for  Puritans,  availed 
me  not  at  all  until  I  saw  the  old  facts  in 
a  new  light.  Technically,  I  do  not  find 
myself  able  to  proceed  otherwise  than 
as  former  playwrights  have  done.  True, 
my  plays  have  the  latest  mechanical  im- 
provements: the  action  is  not  carried  on 
by  impossible  soliloquys  and  asides;  and 
my  people  get  on  and  off  the  stage  with- 
out requiring  four  doors  to  a  room  which 
in  real  life  would  have  only  one.  But  my 
stories  are  the  old  stories;  my  characters 
are  the  familiar  harlequin  and  columbine, 
clown  and  pantaloon  (note  the  harlequin's 
leap  in  the  third  act  of  Caesar  and  Cleo- 
patra); my  stage  tricks  and  suspenses  and 
thrills  and  jests  are  the  ones  in  vogue 
when  I  was  a  boy,  by  which  time  my 
grandfather  was  tired  of  them.  To  the 
young  people  who  make  their  acquaint- 
ance for  the  first  time  in  my  plays,  they 
may  be  as  novel  as  Cyrano's  nose  to  those 
who  have  never  seen  Punch;  whilst  to 
older  playgoers  the  unexpectedness  of  my 
attempt  to  substitute  natural  history  for 
conventional  ethics  and  romantic  logic 
may  so  transfigure  the  eternal  stage  pup- 
pets and  their  inevitable  dilemmas  as  to 
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make  their  identification  impossible  for 
the  moment.  If  so,  so  much  the  better  for 
me:  I  shall  perhaps  enjoy  a  few  years  of 
immortality.  But  the  whirligig  of  time  will 
soon  bring  my  audiences  to  my  own  point 
of  view;  and  then  the  next  Shakespear 
that  comes  along  will  turn  these  petty  ten- 
tatives  of  mine  into  masterpieces  final  for 
their  epoch.  By  that  time  my  twentieth 
century  characteristics  will  pass  unnoticed 
as  a  matter  of  course,  whilst  the  eighteenth 
century  artificiality  that  marks  the  work 
of  every  literary  Irishman  of  my  genera- 
tion will  seem  antiquated  and  silly.  It  is  a 
dangerous  thing  to  be  hailed  at  once,  as 
a  few  rash  admirers  have  hailed  me,  as 
above  all  things  original:  what  the  world 
calls  originality  is  only  an  unaccustomed 
method  of  tickling  it.  Meyerbeer  seemed 
prodigiously  original  to  the  Parisians 
when  he  first  burst  on  them.  Today,  he  is 
only  the  crow  who  followed  Beethoven's 
plough.  I  am  a  crow  who  have  followed 
many  ploughs.  No  doubt  I  seem  prodigi- 
ously clever  to  those  who  have  never 
hopped,  hungry  and  curious,  across  the 
fields  of  philosophy,  politics,  and  art. 
Karl  Marx  said  of  Stuart  Mill  that  his 


eminence  was  due  to  the  flatness  of  the 
surrounding  country.  In  these  days  of 
Free  Schools,  universal  reading,  cheap 
newspapers,  and  the  inevitable  ensuing 
demand  for  notabilities  of  all  sorts,  liter- 
ary, military,  political,  and  fashionable,  to 
write  paragraphs  about,  that  sort  of  emin- 
ence is  within  the  reach  of  very  moderate 
ability.  Reputations  are  cheap  nowadays. 
Even  were  they  dear,  it  would  still  be  im- 
possible for  any  public-spirited  citizen  of 
the  world  to  hope  that  his  reputation 
might  endure;  for  this  would  be  to  hope 
that  the  flood  of  general  enlightenment 
may  never  rise  above  his  miserable  high- 
watermark.  I  hate  to  think  that  Shake- 
spear  has  lasted  300  years,  though  he  got 
no  further  than  Koheleth  the  Preacher, 
who  died  many  centuries  before  him;  or 
that  Plato,  more  than  2000  years  old,  is 
still  ahead  of  our  voters.  We  must  hurry 
on:  we  must  get  rid  of  reputations:  they 
are  weeds  in  the  soil  of  ignorance.  Culti- 
vate that  soil,  and  they  will  flower  more 
beautifully,  but  only  as  annuals.  If  this 
preface  will  at  all  help  to  get  rid  of  mine, 
the  writing  of  it  will  have  been  well  worth 
the  pains. 
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HOW  THE   PLAY  CAME  TO   BE  WRITTEN 

I  had  better  explain  why,  in  this  little 
pi&ce  (Toccasion^  written  for  a  perform- 
ance in  aid  of  the  funds  of  the  project 
of  establishing  a  National  Theatre  as  a 
memorial  to  Shakespear,  I  have  identi- 
fied the  Dark  Lady  with  Mistress  Mary 
Fitton.  First,  let  me  say  that  I  do  not  con- 
tend that  the  Dark  Lady  was  Mary  Fitton, 
because  when  the  case  in  Mary's  favor 
(or  against  her,  if  you  please  to  consider 
that  the  Dark  Lady  was  no  better  than 
she  ought  to  have  been)  was  complete, 
a  portrait  of  Mary  came  to  light  and 
turned  out  to  be  that  of  a  fair  lady,  not 
of  a  dark  one.  That  settles  the  question, 
if  the  portrait  is  authentic,  which  I  see  no 
reason  to  doubt,  and  the  lady's  hair  un- 
dyed,  which  is  perhaps  less  certain.  Shake- 
spear  rubbed  in  the  lady's  complexion  in 
his  sonnets  mercilessly;  for  in  his  day 
black  hair  was  as  unpopular  as  red  hair 
was  in  the  early  days  of  Queen  Victoria. 
Any  tinge  lighter  than  raven  black  must 
be  held  fatal  to  the  strongest  claim  to  be 
the  Dark  Lady.  And  so,  unless  it  can 
be  shewn  that  Shakespear's  sonnets  ex- 
asperated Mary  Fitton  into  dyeing  her 
hair  and  getting  painted  in  false  colors, 
I  must  give  up  all  pretence  that  my  play 
is  historical.  The  later  suggestion  of  Mr 
Acheson  that  the  Dark  Lady,  far  from 
being  a  maid  of  honor,  kept  a  tavern  in 
Oxford,  and  was  the  mother  of  Davenant 
the  poet,  is  the  one  I  should  have  adopted 
had  I  wished  to  be  up  to  date.  Why,  then, 
did  I  introduce  the  Dark  Lady  as  Mis- 
tress Fitton? 

Well,  I  had  two  reasons.  The  play  was 
not  to  have  been  written  by  me  at  all,  but 
by  Dame  Edith  Lyttelton;  and  it  was  she 
who  suggested  a  scene  of  jealousy  be- 


tween Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  Dark 
Lady  at  the  expense  of  the  unfortunate 
Bard.  Now  this,  if  the  Dark  Lady  was  a 
maid  of  honor,  was  quite  easy.  If  she  were 
a  tavern  landlady,  it  would  have  strained 
all  probability.  So  I  stuck  to  Mary  Fitton. 
But  I  had  another  and  more  personal 
reason.  I  was,  in  a  manner,  present  at  the 
birth  of  the  Fitton  theory.  Its  parent  and 
I  had  become  acquainted;  and  he  used  to 
consult  me  on  obscure  passages  in  the 
sonnets,  on  which,  as  far  as  I  can  remem- 
ber, I  never  succeeded  in  throwing  the 
faintest  light,  at  a  time  when  nobody  else 
thought  my  opinion,  on  that  or  any  other 
subject,  of  the  slightest  importance.  I 
thought  it  would  be  friendly  to  immortal- 
ize him,  as  the  silly  literary  saying  is, 
much  as  Shakespear  immortalized  Mr 
W.  H.,  as  he  said  he  would,  simply  by 
writing  about  him. 

Let  me  tell  the  story  formally. 

THOMAS   TYLER 

Throughout  the  eighties  at  least,  and 
probably  for  some  years  before,  the 
British  Museum  reading  room  was  used 
daily  by  a  gentleman  of  such  astonishing 
and  crushing  ugliness  that  no  one  who 
had  once  seen  him  could  ever  thereafter 
forget  him.  He  was  of  fair  complexion, 
rather  golden  red  than  sandy;  aged  be- 
tween forty-five  and  sixty;  and  dressed 
in  frock  coat  and  tall  hat  of  presentable 
but  never  new  appearance.  His  figure  was 
rectangular,  waistless,  neckless,  ankleless> 
of  middle  height,  looking  shortish  be- 
cause, though  he  was  not  particularly 
stout,  there  was  nothing  slender  about 
him.  His  ugliness  was  not  unamiable:  it 
was  accidental,  external,  excrescential. 
Attached  to  his  face  from  the  left  ear  to 
the  point  of  his  chin  was  a  monstrous 
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goitre,  which  hung  down  to  his  collar 
bone,  and  was  very  inadequately  balanced 
by  a  smaller  one  on  his  right  eyelid. 
Nature's  malice  was  so  overdone  in  his 
case  that  it  somehow  failed  to  produce 
the  effect  of  repulsion  it  seemed  to  have 
aimed  at.  When  you  first  met  Thomas 
Tyler  you  could  think  of  nothing  else 
but  whether  surgery  could  really  do 
nothing  for  him.  But  after  a  very  brief 
acquaintance  you  never  thought  of  his 
disfigurements  at  all,  and  talked  to  him  as 
you  might  to  Romeo  or  Lovelace;  only, 
so  many  people,  especially  women,  would 
not  risk  the  preliminary  ordeal,  that  he 
remained  a  man  apart  and  a  bachelor  all 
his  days.  I  am  not  to  be  frightened  or 
prejudiced  by  a  tumor;  and  I  struck  up 
a  cordial  acquaintance  with  him,  in  the 
course  of  which  he  kept  me  pretty  closely 
on  the  track  of  his  work  at  the  Museum, 
in  which  I  was  then,  like  himself,  a  daily 
reader. 

He  was  by  profession  a  man  of  letters 
of  an  uncommercial  kind.  He  was  a 
specialist  in  pessimism;  had  made  a  trans- 
lation of  Ecclesiastes  of  which  eight 
copies  a  year  were  sold;  and  followed  up 
the  pessimism  of  Shakespear  and  Swift 
with  keen  interest.  He  delighted  in  a 
hideous  conception  which  he  called  the 
theory  of  the  cycles,  according  to  which 
the  history  of  mankind  and  the  universe 
keeps  eternally  repeating  itself  without 
the  slightest  variation  throughout  all 
eternity;  so  that  he  had  lived  and  died 
and  had  his  goitre  before  and  would  live 
and  die  and  have  it  again  and  again  and 
again.  He  liked  to  believe  that  nothing 
that  happened  to  him  was  completely 
novel:  he  was  persuaded  that  he  often 
had  some  recollection  of  its  previous 
occurrence  in  the  last  cycle.  He  hunted 
out  allusions  to  this  favorite  theory  in  his 
three  favorite  pessimists.  He  tried  his 
hand  occasionally  at  deciphering  ancient 
inscriptions,  reading  them  as  people 
seem  to  read  the  stars,  by  discovering 


bears  and  bulls  and  swords  and  goats 
where,  as  it  seems  to  me,  no  sane  human 
being  can  see  anything  but  stars  higgledy- 
piggledy.  Next  to  the  translation  of 
Ecclesiastes,  his  magnum  opus  was  his 
work  on  Shakespear's  Sonnets,  in  which 
he  accepted  a  previous  identification  of 
Mr  W.  H.,  the  "onlie  begetter"  of  the 
sonnets,  with  the  Earl  of  Pembroke 
(William  Herbert),  and  promulgated  his 
own  identification  of  Mistress  Mary 
Fitton  with  the  Dark  Lady.  Whether  he 
was  right  or  wrong  about  the  Dark  Lady 
did  not  matter  urgently  to  me:  she  might 
have  been  Maria  Tompkins  for  all  I  cared. 
But  Tyler  would  have  it  that  she  was 
Mary  Fitton;  and  he  tracked  Mary  down 
from  the  first  of  her  marriages  in  her  teens 
to  her  tomb  in  Cheshire,  whither  he  made 
a  pilgrimage  and  whence  returned  in 
triumph  with  a  picture  of  her  statue,  and 
the  news  that  he  was  convinced  she  was 
a  dark  lady  by  traces  of  paint  still  dis- 
cernible. 

In  due  course  he  published  his  edition 
of  the  Sonnets,  with  the  evidence  he  had 
collected.  He  lent  me  a  copy  of  the  book, 
which  I  never  returned.  But  I  reviewed 
it  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  on  the  yth  of 
January  1886,  and  thereby  let  loose  the 
Fitton  theory  in  a  wider  circle  of  readers 
than  the  book  could  reach.  Then  Tyler 
died,  sinking  unnoted  like  a  stone  in  the 
sea.  I  observe  that  Mr  Acheson,  Mrs 
Davenant's  champion,  calls  him  Rever- 
end. It  may  very  well  be  that  he  got  his 
knowledge  of  Hebrew  in  reading  for  the 
Church;  and  there  was  always  some- 
thing of  the  clergyman  or  the  school- 
master in  his  dress  and  air.  Possibly  he 
may  actually  have  been  ordained.  But 
he  never  told  me  that  or  anything  else 
about  his  affairs;  and  his  black  pessimism 
would  have  shot  him  violently  out  of  any 
church  at  present  established  in  the  West. 
We  never  talked  about  affairs:  we  talked 
about  Shakespear,  and  the  Dark  Lady, 
and  Swift,  and  Koheleth,  and  the  cycles, 
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and  the  mysterious  moments  when  a  feel- 
ing came  over  us  that  this  had  happened 
to  us  before,  and  about  the  forgeries  of 
the  Pentateuch  which  were  offered  for 
sale  to  the  British  Museum,  and  about 
literature  and  things  of  the  spirit  gener- 
ally. He  always  came  to  my  desk  at  the 
Museum  and  spoke  to  me  about  some- 
thing or  other,  no  doubt  finding  that 
people  who  were  keen  on  this  sort  of  con- 
versation were  rather  scarce.  He  remains 
a  vivid  spot  of  memory  in  the  void  of  my 
forgetfulness,  a  quite  considerable  and 
dignified  soul  in  a  grotesquely  disfigured 
body. 

FRANK  HARRIS 

To  the  review  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
I  attribute,  rightly  or  wrongly,  the  in- 
troduction of  Mary  Fitton  to  Mr  Frank 
Harris.  My  reason  for  this  is  that  Mr 
Harris  wrote  a  play  about  Shakespear  and 
Mary  Fitton;  and  when  I,  as  a  pious  duty 
to  Tyler's  ghost,  reminded  the  world  that 
it  was  to  Tyler  we  owed  the  Fitton 
theory,  Frank  Harris,  who  clearly  had 
not  a  notion  of  what  had  first  put  Mary 
into  his  head,  believed,  I  think,  that  I  had 
invented  Tyler  expressly  for  his  discom- 
fiture; for  the  stress  I  laid  on  Tyler's 
claims  must  have  seemed  unaccountable 
and  perhaps  malicious  on  the  assumption 
that  he  was  to  me  a  mere  name  among 
the  thousands  of  names  in  the  British 
Museum  catalogue.  Therefore  I  make  it 
clear  that  I  had  and  have  personal  reasons 
for  remembering  Tyler,  and  for  regard- 
ing myself  as  in  some  sort  charged  with 
the  duty  of  reminding  the  world  of  his 
work.  I  am  sorry  for  his  sake  that  Mary's 
portrait  is  fair,  and  that  Mr  W.  H.  has 
veered  round  again  from  Pembroke  to 
Southampton;  but  even  so  his  work  was 
not  wasted:  it  is  by  exhausting  all  the 
hypotheses  that  we  reach  the  verifiable 
one;  and  after  all,  the  wrong  road  always 
leads  somewhere. 

Frank  Harris's  play  was  written  long 


before  mine.  I  read  it  in  manuscript  be- 
fore the  Shakespear  Memorial  National 
Theatre  was  mooted;  and  if  there  is  any- 
thing except  the  Fitton  theory  (which  is 
Tyler's  property)  in  my  play  which  is 
also  in  Mr  Harris's  it  was  I  who  annexed 
it  from  him  and  not  he  from  me.  It  does 
not  matter  anyhow,  because  this  play 
of  mine  is  a  brief  trifle,  and  full  of  mani- 
fest impossibilities  at  that;  whilst  Mr 
Harris's  play  is  serious  both  in  size,  in- 
tention, and  quality.  But  there  could  not 
in  the  nature  of  things  be  much  resem- 
blance, because  Frank  conceives  Shake- 
spear to  have  been  a  broken-hearted, 
melancholy,  enormously  sentimental  per- 
son, whereas  I  am  convinced  that  he  was 
very  like  myself:  in  fact,  if  I  had  been 
born  in  1556  instead  of  in  1856, 1  should 
have  taken  to  blank  verse  and  given 
Shakespear  a  harder  run  for  his  money 
than  all  the  other  Elizabethans  put  to- 
gether. Yet  the  success  of  Frank  Harris's 
book  on  Shakespear  gave  me  great  de- 
light. 

To  those  who  know  the  literary  world 
of  London  there  was  a  sharp  stroke  of 
ironic  comedy  in  the  irresistible  verdict 
in  its  favor.  In  critical  literature  there  is 
one  prize  that  is  always  open  to  com- 
petition, one  blue  ribbon  that  always 
carries  the  highest  critical  rank  with  it* 
To  win,  you  must  write  the  best  book 
of  your  generation  on  Shakespear.  It  is 
felt  on  all  sides  that  to  do  this  a  certain 
fastidious  refinement,  a  delicacy  of  taste, 
a  correctness  of  manner  and  tone,  and 
high  academic  distinction  in  addition  to 
the  indispensable  scholarship  and  literary 
reputation,  are  needed;  and  men  who 
pretend  to  these  qualifications  are  con- 
stantly looked  to  with  a  gentle  expecta- 
tion that  presently  they  will  achieve  the 
great  feat.  Now  if  there  is  a  man  on  earth 
who  is  the  utter  contrary  of  everything 
that  this  description  implies;  whose  very 
existence  is  an  insult  to  the  ideal  it 
realizes;  whose  eye  disparages,  whose 
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resonant  voice  denounces,  whose  cold 
shoulder  jostles  every  decency,  every 
delicacy,  every  amenity,  every  dignity, 
every  sweet  usage  of  that  quiet  life 
of  mutual  admiration  in  which  perfect 
Shakespearean  appreciation  is  expected 
to  arise,  that  man  is  Frank  Harris.  Here 
is  one  who  is  extraordinarily  qualified, 
by  a  range  of  sympathy  and  understand- 
ing that  extends  from  the  ribaldry  of  a 
buccaneer  to  the  shyest  tendernesses  of  the 
most  sensitive  poetry,  to  be  all  things  to 
all  men,  yet  whose  proud  humor  it  is  to 
be  to  every  man,  provided  the  man  is 
eminent  and  pretentious,  the  champion 
of  his  enemies.  To  the  Archbishop  he  is 
an  atheist,  to  the  atheist  a  Catholic  mystic, 
to  the  Bismarckian  Imperialist  an  Ana- 
charsis  Klootz,  to  Anacharsis  Klootz  a 
Washington,  to  Mrs  Proudie  a  Don  Juan, 
to  Aspasia  a  John  Knox:  in  short,  to 
everyone  his  complement  rather  than  his 
counterpart,  his  antagonist  rather  than 
his  fellow-creature.  Always  provided, 
however,  that  the  persons  thus  affronted 
are  respectable  persons.  Sophie  Perov- 
skaia,  who  perished  on  the  scaffold  for 
blowing  Alexander  II  to  fragments,  may 
perhaps  have  echoed  Hamlet's 

Oh  God,  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name — 
Things  standing  thus  unknown — I  leave 
behind! 

but  Frank  Harris,  in  his  Sonia,  has 
rescued  her  from  that  injustice,  and  en- 
shrined her  among  the  saints.  He  has 
lifted  the  Chicago  anarchists  out  of  their 
infamy,  and  shewn  that,  compared  with 
the  Capitalism  that  killed  them,  they  were 
heroes  and  martyrs.  He  has  done  this 
with  the  most  unusual  power  of  convic- 
tion. The  story,  as  he  tells  it,  inevitably 
and  irresistibly  displaces  all  the  vulgar, 
mean,  purblind,  spiteful  versions.  There 
is  a  precise  realism  and  an  unsmiling, 
measured,  determined  sincerity  which 
gives  a  strange  dignity  to  the  work  of  one 
whose  fixed  practice  and  ungovernable 


impulse  it  is  to  kick  conventional  dignity 
whenever  he  sees  it. 

HARRIS  "DURCH  MITLEIP  WISSEND" 

Frank  Harris  is  everything  except  a 
humorist,  not,  apparently,  from  stupidity, 
but  because  scorn  overcomes  humor  in 
him.  Nobody  ever  dreamt  of  reproaching 
Milton's  Lucifer  for  not  seeing  the  comic 
side  of  his  fall;  and  nobody  who  has  read 
Mr  Harris's  stories  desires  to  have  them 
lightened  by  chapters  from  the  hand  of 
Artemus  Ward.  Yet  he  knows  the  taste 
and  the  value  of  humor.  He  was  one  of 
the  few  men  of  letters  who  really  ap- 
preciated Oscar  Wilde,  though  he  did 
not  rally  fiercely  to  Wilde's  side  until  the 
world  deserted  Oscar  in  his  ruin.  I  my- 
self was  present  at  a  curious  meeting  be- 
tween the  two,  when  Harris,  on  the  eve 
of  the  Queensberry  trial,  prophesied  to 
Wilde  with  miraculous  precision  exactly 
what  immediately  afterwards  happened 
to  him,  and  warned  him  to  leave  the 
country.  It  was  the  first  time  within  my 
knowledge  that  such  a  forecast  proved 
true.  Wilde,  though  under  no  illusion 
as  to  the  folly  of  the  quite  unselfish  suit- 
at-law  he  had  been  persuaded  to  begin, 
nevertheless  so  miscalculated  the  force 
of  the  social  vengeance  he  was  unloosing 
on  himself  that  he  fancied  it  could  be 
stayed  by  putting  up  the  editor  of  The 
Saturday  Review  (as  Mr  Harris  then  was) 
to  declare  that  he  considered  Dorian 
Grey  a  highly  moral  book,  which  it  cer- 
tainly is.  When  Harris  foretold  him  the 
truth,  Wilde  denounced  him  as  a  faint- 
hearted friend  who  was  failing  him  in 
his  hour  of  need,  and  left  the  room  in 
anger.  Harris's  idiosyncratic  power  of 
pity  saved  him  from  feeling  or  shewing 
the  smallest  resentment;  and  events  pre- 
sently proved  to  Wilde  how  insanely  he 
had  been  advised  in  taking  the  action, 
and  how  accurately  Harris  had  gauged 
the  situation. 

The  same  capacity  for  pity  governs 
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Harris's  study  of  Shakespear,  whom,  as 
I  have  said,  he  pities  too  much;  but  that 
he  is  not  insensible  to  humor  is  shewn  not 
only  by  his  appreciation  of  Wilde,  but 
by  the  fact  that  the  group  of  contributors 
who  made  his  editorship  of  The  Saturday 
Review  so  remarkable,  and  of  whom  I 
speak  none  the  less  highly  because  I  hap- 
pened to  be  one  of  them  myself,  were  all, 
in  their  various  ways,  humorists. 

"SIDNEY'S  SISTER:  PEMBROKE'S 
MOTHER" 

And  now  to  return  to  Shakespear. 
Though  Mr  Harris  followed  Tyler  in 
identifying  Mary  Fitton  as  the  Dark 
Lady,  and  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  as  the 
addressee  of  the  other  sonnets  and  die 
man  who  made  love  successfully  to 
Shakespear's  mistress,  he  very  character- 
istically refuses  to  follow  Tyler  on  one 
point,  though  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot 
remember  whether  it  was  one  of  the  sur- 
mises which  Tyler  published,  or  only  one 
which  he  submitted  to  me  to  see  what  I 
would  say  about  it,  just  as  he  used  to  sub- 
mit difficult  lines  from  the  sonnets. 

This  surmise  was  that  "Sidney's  sister: 
Pembroke's  mother"  set  Shakespear  on  to 
persuade  Pembroke  to  marry,  and  that 
this  was  the  explanation  of  those  earlier 
sonnets  which  so  persistently  and  un- 
naturally urged  matrimony  on  Mr  W.  H. 
I  take  this  to  be  one  of  the  brightest 
of  Tyler's  ideas,  because  the  persuasions 
in  the  sonnets  are  unaccountable  and  out 
of  character  unless  they  were  offered  to 
please  somebody  whom  Shakespear  de- 
sired to  please,  and  who  took  a  motherly 
interest  in  Pembroke.  There  is  a  further 
temptation  in  the  theory  for  me.  The 
most  charming  of  all  Shakespear's  old 
women,  indeed  the  most  charming  of  all 
his  women,  young  or  old,  is  the  Countess 
of  Rousillon  in  All's  Well  That  Ends 
Well.  It  has  a  certain  individuality  among 
them  which  suggests  a  portrait.  Mr  Harris 
will  have  it  that  all  Shakespear's  nice  old 


women  are  drawn  from  his  beloved 
mother;  but  I  see  no  evidence  whatever 
that  Shakespear's  mother  was  a  particu- 
larly nice  woman  or  that  he  was  par- 
ticularly fond  of  her.  That  she  was  a 
simple  incarnation  of  extravagant  mater- 
nal pride  like  the  mother  of  Coriolanus 
in  Plutarch,  as  Mr  Harris  asserts,  I  cannot 
believe:  she  is  quite  as  likely  to  have 
borne  her  son  a  grudge  for  becoming 
"one  of  these  harlotry  players"  and  dis- 
gracing the  Ardens.  Anyhow,  as  a  con- 
jectural model  for  the  Countess  of  Rou- 
sillon, I  prefer  that  one  of  whom  Jonson 
wrote 

Sidney's  sister:  Pembroke's  mother: 
Death  ere  thou  has  slain  another, 
Learned  and  fair  and  good  as  she, 
Time  shall  throw  a  dart  at  thee. 

But  Frank  will  not  have  her  at  any  price, 
because  his  ideal  Shakespear  is  rather 
like  a  sailor  in  a  melodrama;  and  a  sailor 
in  a  melodrama  must  adore  his  mother. 
I  do  not  at  all  belittle  such  sailors.  They 
are  the  emblems  of  human  generosity; 
but  Shakespear  was  not  an  emblem; 
he  was  a  man  and  the  author  of  Hamlet, 
who  had  no  illusions  about  his  mother. 
In  weak  moments  one  almost  wishes  he 
had. 

SHAKESPEAR'S  SOCIAL  STANDING 

On  the  vexed  question  of  Shakespear's 
social  standing  Mr  Harris  says  that  Shake- 
spear "had  not  had  the  advantage  of  a 
middle-class  training."  I  suggest  that 
Shakespear  missed  this  questionable  ad- 
vantage, not  because  he  was  socially  too 
low  to  have  attained  to  it,  but  because  he 
conceived  himself  as  belonging  to  the 
upper  class  from  which  our  public  school 
boys  are  now  drawn.  Let  Mr  Harris  sur- 
vey for  a  moment  the  field  of  contem- 
porary journalism.  He  will  see  there  some 
men  who  have  the  very  characteristics 
from  which  he  infers  that  Shakespear  was 
at  a  social  disadvantage  through  his  lack 
of  middle-class  training.  They  are  rowdy, 


THE  DARK  LADY  OF  THE  SONNETS 


759 


ill-mannered,  abusive,  mischievous,  fond 
of  quoting  obscene  schoolboy  anecdotes, 
adepts  in  that  sort  of  blackmail  which 
consists  in  mercilessly  libelling  and  in- 
sulting every  writer  whose  opinions  are 
sufficiently  heterodox  to  make  it  almost 
impossible  for  him  to  risk  perhaps  five 
years  of  a  slender  income  by  an  appeal  to 
a  prejudiced  orthodox  jury;  and  they  see 
nothing  in  all  this  cruel  blackguardism 
but  an  uproariously  jolly  rag,  although 
they  are  by  no  means  without  genuine 
literary  ability,  a  love  of  letters,  and  even 
some  artistic  conscience.  But  he  will  find 
not  one  of  the  models  of  this  type  (I  say 
nothing  of  mere  imitators  of  it)  below 
the  rank  that  looks  at  the  middle  class, 
not  humbly  and  enviously  from  below, 
but  insolently  from  above.  Mr  Harris 
himself  notes  Shakespear's  contempt  for 
the  tradesman  and  mechanic,  and  his  in- 
corrigible addiction  to  smutty  jokes.  He 
does  us  the  public  service  of  sweeping 
away  the  familiar  plea  of  the  Bardolatrous 
ignoramus,  that  Shakespear' s  coarseness 
was  part  of  the  manners  of  his  time,  put- 
ting his  pen  with  precision  on  the  one 
name,  Spenser,  that  is  necessary  to  expose 
such  a  libel  on  Elizabethan  decency. 
There  was  nothing  whatever  to  prevent 
Shakespear  from  being  as  decent  as  More 
was  before  him,  or  Bunyan  after  him,  and 
as  self-respecting  as  Raleigh  or  Sidney, 
except  the  tradition  of  his  class,  in  which 
education  or  statesmanship  may  no  doubt 
be  acquired  by  those  who  have  a  turn  for 
them,  but  in  which  insolence,  derision, 
profligacy,  obscene  jesting,  debt  con- 
tracting, and  rowdy  mischievousness, 
give  continual  scandal  to  the  pious,  seri- 
ous, industrious,  solvent  bourgeois.  No 
other  class  is  infatuated  enough  to  be- 
lieve that  gentlemen  are  born  and  not 
made  by  a  very  elaborate  process  of  cul- 
ture. Even  kings  are  taught  and  coached 
and  drilled  from  their  earliest  boyhood 
to  play  their  part.  But  the  man  of  family 
(I  am  convinced  that  Shakespear  took  that 


view  of  himself^  will  plunge  into  society 
without  a  lesson  in  table  manners,  into 
politics  without  a  lesson  in  history,  into 
the  city  without  a  lesson  in  business,  and 
into  the  army  without  a  lesson  in  honor. 
It  has  been  said,  with  the  object  of 
proving  Shakespear  a  laborer,  that  he 
could  hardly  write  his  name.  Why?  Be- 
cause he  "had  not  the  advantage  of  a 
middle-class  training."  Shakespear  him- 
self tells  us,  through  Hamlet,  that  gentle- 
men  purposely  wrote  badly  lest  they 
should  be  mistaken  for  scriveners;  but 
most  of  them,  then  as  now,  wrote  badly 
because  they  could  not  write  any  better. 
In  short,  the  whole  range  of  Shakespear's 
foibles:  die  snobbishness,  the  naughti- 
ness, the  contempt  for  tradesmen  and 
mechanics,   the  assumption   that  witty 
conversation  can  only  mean  smutty  con- 
versation, the  flunkeyism  towards  social 
superiors  and  insolence  towards  social 
inferiors,  the  easy  ways  with  servants 
which  is  seen  not  only  between  The  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona  and  their  valets, 
but  in  the  affection  and  respect  inspired 
by  a  great  servant  like  Adam:  all  these 
are  the  characteristics  of  Eton  and  Har- 
row, not  of  the  public  elementary  or 
private  adventure  school.  They  prove, 
as  everything  we  know  about  Shakespear 
suggests,  that  he  thought  of  the  Shake- 
spears  and  Ardens  as  families  of  conse- 
quence, and  regarded  himself  as  a  gentle- 
man under  a  cloud  through  his  father's 
ill  luck  in  business,  and  never  for  a 
moment  as  a  man  of  the  people.  This  is 
at  once  the  explanation  of  and  excuse  for 
his  snobbery.  He  was  not  a  parvenu  try- 
ing to  cover  his  humble  origin  with  a 
purchased  coat  of  arms:  he  was  a  gentle- 
man resuming  what  he  conceived  to  be 
his  natural  position  as  soon  as  he  gained 
the  means  to  keep  it  up. 

THIS   SIDE   IDOLATRY 

There  is  another  matter  which  I  think 
Mr  Harris  should  ponder.  He  says  that 
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Shakespear  was  but  "little  esteemed  by 
his  own  generation/'  He  even  describes 
Jonson's  description  of  his  "little  Latin 
and  less  Greek"  as  a  sneer,  whereas  it 
occurs  in  an  unmistakeably  sincere  eulogy 
of  Shakespear,  written  after  his  death,  and 
is  clearly  meant  to  heighten  the  impres- 
sion of  Shakespear's  prodigious  natural 
endowments  by  pointing  out  that  they 
were  not  due  to  scholastic  acquirements. 
Now  there  is  a  sense  in  which  it  is  true 
enough  that  Shakespear  was  too  little 
esteemed  by  his  own  generation,  or,  for 
the  matter  of  that,  by  any  subsequent 
generation.  The  bargees  on  the  Regent's 
Canal  do  not  chant  Shakespear's  verses 
as  the  gondoliers  in  Venice  are  said  to 
chant  the  verses  of  Tasso  (a  practice 
which  was  suspended  for  some  reason 
during  my  stay  in  Venice:  at  least  no 
gondolier  ever  did  it  in  my  hearing). 
Shakespear  is  no  more  a  popular  author 
than  Rodin  is  a  popular  sculptor  or 
Richard  Strauss  a  popular  composer.  But 
Shakespear  was  certainly  not  such  a  fool 
as  to  expect  the  Toms,  Dicks,  and  Harrys 
of  his  time  to  be  any  more  interested  in 
dramatic  poetry  than  Newton,  later  on, 
expected  them  to  be  interested  in  fluxions. 
And  when  we  come  to  the  question 
whether  Shakespear  missed  that  assurance 
which  all  great  men  have  had  from  the 
more  capable  and  susceptible  members 
of  their  generation  that  they  were  great 
men,  Ben  Jonson's  evidence  disposes  of 
so  improbable  a  notion  at  once  and  for 
ever.  "I  loved  the  man,"  says  Ben,  "this 
side  idolatry,  as  well  as  any."  Now  why 
in  the  name  of  common  sense  should 
he  have  made  that  qualification  unless 
there  had  been,  not  only  idolatry,  but 
idolatry  fulsome  enough  to  irritate 
Jonson  into  an  express  disavowal  of  it? 
Jonson,  the  bricklayer,  must  have  felt 
sore  sometimes  when  Shakespear  spoke 
and  wrote  of  bricklayers  as  his  inferiors. 
He  must  have  felt  it  a  little  hard  that  being 
a  better  scholar,  and  perhaps  a  braver  and 


tougher  man  physically  than  Shakespear, 
he  was  not  so  successful  or  so  well  liked. 
But  in  spite  of  this  he  praised  Shake- 
spear to  the  utmost  stretch  of  his  powers 
of  eulogy:  in  fact,  notwithstanding  his 
disclaimer,  he  did  not  stop  "this  side 
idolatry."  If,  therefore,  even  Jonson  felt 
himself  forced  to  clear  himself  of  extra- 
vagance and  absurdity  in  his  appreciation 
of  Shakespear,  there  must  have  been 
many  people  about  who  idolized  Shake- 
spear as  American  ladies  idolize  Pader- 
ewski,  and  who  carried  Bardolatry,  even 
in  the  Bard's  own  time,  to  an  extent  that 
threatened  to  make  his  reasonable  ad- 
mirers ridiculous. 

SHAKESPEAR'S  PESSIMISM 

I  submit  to  Mr  Harris  that  by  ruling 
out  this  idolatry,  and  its  possible  effect 
in  making  Shakespear  think  that  his 
public  would  stand  anything  from  him, 
he  has  ruled  out  a  far  more  plausible  ex- 
planation of  the  faults  of  such  a  play  as 
Timon  of  Athens  than  his  theory  that 
Shakespear's  passion  for  the  Dark  Lady 
"cankered  and  took  on  proud  flesh  in 
him,  and  tortured  him  to  nervous  break- 
down and  madness."  In  Timon  the  in- 
tellectual bankruptcy  is  obvious  enough: 
Shakespear  tried  once  too  often  to  make 
a  play  out  of  the  cheap  pessimism  which 
is  thrown  into  despair  by  a  comparison 
of  actual  human  nature  with  theoretical 
morality,  actual  law  and  administration 
with  abstract  justice,  and  so  forth.  But 
Shakespear's  perception  of  the  fact  that 
all  men,  judged  by  the  moral  standard 
which  they  apply  to  others  and  by  which 
they  justify  their  punishment  of  others, 
are  fools  and  scoundrels,  does  not  date 
from  the  Dark  Lady  complication:  he 
seems  to  have  been  born  with  it.  If  in 
The  Comedy  of  Errors  and  A  Mid- 
summer Night's  Dream  the  persons  of 
the  drama  are  not  quite  so  ready  for 
treachery  and  murder  as  Laertes  and  even 
Hamlet  himself  (not  to  mention  the  pro- 
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cession  of  ruffians  who  pass  through  the 
latest  plays)  it  is  certainly  not  because 
they  have  any  more  regard  for  law  or 
religion.  There  is  only  one  place  in  Shake- 
spear's  plays  where  the  sense  of  shame  is 
used  as  a  human  attribute;  and  that  is 
where  Hamlet  is  ashamed,  not  of  any- 
thing he  himself  has  done,  but  of  his 
mother's  relations  with  his  uncle.  This 
scene  is  an  unnatural  one:  the  son's  re- 
proaches to  his  mother,  even  the  fact  of 
his  being  able  to  discuss  the  subject  with 
her,  is  more  repulsive  than  her  relations 
with  her  deceased  husband's  brother. 

Here,  too,  Shakespear  betrays  for  once 
his  religious  sense  by  making  Hamlet, 
in  his  agony  of  shame,  declare  that  his 
mother's  conduct  makes  "sweet  religion 
a  rhapsody  of  words."  But  for  that  pass- 
age we  might  almost  suppose  that  the 
feeling  of  Sunday  morning  in  the  country 
which  Orlando  describes  so  perfectly  in 
As  You  Like  It  was  the  beginning  and 
end  of  Shakespear's  notion  of  religion. 
I  say  almost,  because  Isabella  in  Measure 
for  Measure  has  religious  charm,  in  spite 
of  the  conventional  theatrical  assumption 
that  female  religion  means  an  inhumanly 
ferocious  chastity.  But  for  the  most  part 
Shakespear  differentiates  his  heroes  from 
his  villains  much  more  by  what  they  do 
than  by  what  they  are.  Don  Juan  in  Much 
Ado  is  a  true  villain:  a  man  with  a  mali- 
cious will;  but  he  is  too  dull  a  duffer  to  be 
of  any  use  in  a  leading  part;  and  when 
we  come  to  the  great  villains  like  Mac- 
beth, we  find,  as  Mr  Harris  points  out, 
that  they  are  precisely  identical  with  the 
heroes:  Macbeth  is  only  Hamlet  incon- 
gruously committing  murders  and  en- 
gaging in  hand-to-hand  combats.  And 
Hamlet,  who  does  not  dream  of  apolo- 
gizing for  the  three  murders  he  commits, 
is  always  apologizing  because  he  has  not 
yet  committed  a  fourth,  and  finds,  to  his 
great  bewilderment,  that  he  does  not  want 
to  commit  it.  "It  cannot  be,"  he  says, 
"but  I  am  pigeon-livered,  and  lack  gall 


to  make  oppression  bitter;  else,  ere  this, 
I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 
with  this  slave's  offal."  Really  one  is 
tempted  to  suspect  that  when  Shylock 
asks  "Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would 
not  kill?"  he  is  expressing  the  namral  and 
proper  sentiments  of  the  human  race  as 
Shakespear  understood  them,  and  not 
the  vindictiveness  of  a  stage  Jew. 

GAIETY  OF  GENIUS 

In  view  of  these  facts,  it  is  dangerous 
to  cite  Shakespear's  pessimism  as  evi- 
dence of  the  despair  of  a  heart  broken  by 
the  Dark  Lady.  There  is  an  irrepressible 
gaiety  of  genius  which  enables  it  to  bear 
the  whole  weight  of  the  world's  misery 
without  blenching.  There  is  a  laugh 
always  ready  to  avenge  its  tears  of  dis- 
couragement. In  the  lines  which  Mr 
Harris  quotes  only  to  declare  that  he  can 
make  nothing  of  them,  and  to  condemn 
them  as  out  of  character,  Richard  III, 
immediately  after  pitying  himself  because 

There  is  no  creature  loves  me 
And  if  I  die  no  soul  will  pity  me, 

adds,  with  a  grin, 

Nay,  wherefore  should  they,  since  that  I 

myself 
Find  in  myself  no  pity  for  myself? 

Let  me  again  remind  Mr  Harris  of 
Oscar  Wilde.  We  all  dreaded  to  read  De 
Profundis:  our  instinct  was  to  stop  our 
ears,  or  run  away  from  the  wail  of  a 
broken,  though  by  no  means  contrite, 
heart.  But  we  were  throwing  away  our 
pity.  De  Profundis  was  de  profundis  in- 
deed: Wilde  was  too  good  a  dramatist  to 
throw  away  so  powerful  an  effect;  but 
none  the  less  it  was  de  profundis  in  ex- 
celsis.  There  was  more  laughter  between 
the  lines  of  that  book  than  in  a  thousand 
farces  by  men  of  no  genius.  Wilde,  like 
Richard  and  Shakespear,  found  in  him- 
self no  pity  for  himself.  There  is  nothing 
that  marks  the  born  dramatist  more  un- 
mistakeably  than  this  discovery  of  comedy 
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in  his  own  misfortunes  almost  in  pro- 
portion to  the  pathos  with  which  the 
ordinary  man  announces  their  tragedy. 
I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  see  the  broken 
heart  in  Shakespear's  latest  works.  "Hark, 
hark!  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings"  is 
not  the  lyric  of  a  broken  man;  nor  is 
Cloten's  comment  that  if  Imogen  does 
not  appreciate  it,  "it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears 
which  horse  hairs,  and  cats'  guts,  and  the 
voice  of  unpaved  eunuch  to  boot,  can 
never  amend,"  the  sally  of  a  saddened 
one.  Is  it  not  clear  that  to  the  last  there 
was  in  Shakespear  an  incorrigible  divine 
levity,  an  inexhaustible  joy  that  derided 
sorrow?  Think  of  the  poor  Dark  Lady 
having  to  stand  up  to  this  unbearable 
power  of  extracting  a  grim  fun  from 
everything.  Mr  Harris  writes  as  if  Shake- 
spear  did  all  the  suffering  and  the  Dark 
Lady  all  the  cruelty.  But  why  does  he 
not  put  himself  in  the  Dark  Lady's  place 
for  a  moment  as  he  has  put  himself  so 
successfully  in  Shakespear's?  Imagine  her 
reading  the  hundred  and  thirtieth  sonnet! 

My  mistress*  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun; 
Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red; 
If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are 

dun; 
If  hairs  be  wire,  black  wires  grow  on  her 

head; 

I  have  seen  roses  damasked,  red  and  white, 
But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks; 
And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 
Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress 

reeks. 

I  love  to  hear  her  speak;  yet  well  I  know 
That  music  hath  a  far  more  pleasing  sound. 
I  grant  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go: 
My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  the 

ground. 
And  yet,  by  heaven,  I  think  my  love  as 

rare 
As  any  she  belied  with  false  compare. 

Take  this  as  a  sample  of  the  sort  of  com- 
pliment from  which  she  was  never  for 
a  moment  safe  with  Shakespear.  Bear  in 
mind  that  she  was  not  a  comedian;  that 
the  Elizabethan  fashion  of  treating  brun- 


ettes as  ugly  women  must  have  made  her 
rather  sore  on  the  subject  of  her  com- 
plexion; that  no  human  being,  male  or 
female,  can  conceivably  enjoy  being 
chaffed  on  that  point  in  the  fourth  couplet 
about  the  perfumes;  that  Shakespear's 
revulsions,  as  the  sonnet  immediately 
preceding  shews,  were  as  violent  as  his 
ardors,  and  were  expressed  with  the 
realistic  power  and  horror  that  makes 
Hamlet  say  that  the  heavens  got  sick 
when  they  saw  the  queen's  conduct;  and 
then  ask  Mr  Harris  whether  any  woman 
could  have  stood  it  for  long,  or  have 
thought  the  "sugred"  compliment  worth 
the  cruel  wounds,  the  cleaving  of  the 
heart  in  twain,  that  seemed  to  Shakespear 
as  natural  and  amusing  a  reaction  as  the 
burlesquing  of  his  heroics  by  Pistol,  his 
sermons  by  Falstaff,  and  his  poems  by 
Cloten  and  Touchstone. 

JUPITER  AND   SEMELE 

This  does  not  mean  that  Shakespear 
was  cruel:  evidently  he  was  not;  but  it 
was  not  cruelty  that  made  Jupiter  reduce 
Semele  to  ashes:  it  was  the  fact  that  he 
could  not  help  being  a  god  nor  she  help 
being  a  mortal.  The  one  thing  Shake- 
spear's passion  for  the  Dark  Lady  was 
not,  was  what  Mr  Harris  in  one  passage 
calls  it:  idolatrous.  If  it  had  been,  she 
might  have  been  able  to  stand  it.  The 
man  who  dotes  "yet  doubts;  suspects, 
yet  strongly  loves,"  is  tolerable  even  by 
a  spoilt  and  tyrannical  mistress;  but  what 
woman  could  possibly  endure  a  man  who 
dotes  without  doubting;  who  knows  and 
who  is  hugely  amused  at  the  absurdity 
of  his  infatuation  for  a  woman  of  whose 
mortal  imperfections  not  one  escapes 
him:  a  man  always  exchanging  grins  with 
Yorick's  skull,  and  inviting  "my  lady" 
to  laugh  at  the  sepulchral  humor  of  the 
fact  that  though  she  paint  an  inch  thick 
(which  the  Dark  Lady  may  have  done), 
to  Yorick's  favor  she  must  come  at  last, 
To  the  Dark  Lady  he  must  sometimes 
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have  seemed  cruel  beyond  description: 
an  intellectual  Caliban.  True,  a  Caliban 
who  could  say 

Be  not  afeard:  the  isle  is  full  of  noises, 

Sounds  and  sweet  airs  that  give  delight  and 
hurt  not. 

Sometimes  a  thousand  twangling  instru- 
ments 

Will  hum  about  mine  ears;  and  sometimes 
voices, 

That,  if  I  then  had  waked  after  long  sleep, 

Will  make  me  sleep  again;  and  then,  in 
dreaming, 

The  clouds,  methought,  would  open  and 
shew  riches 

Ready  to  drop  on  me:  that  when  I  wak'd 

I  cried  to  dream  again, 

which  is  very  lovely;  but  the  Dark  Lady 
may  have  had  that  vice  in  her  ears  which 
Cloten  dreaded:  she  may  not  have  seen 
the  beauty  of  it,  whereas  there  can  be  no 
doubt  at  all  that  of  "My  mistress'  eyes 
are  nothing  like  the  sun,"  &c.,  not  a  word 
was  lost  on  her. 

And  is  it  to  be  supposed  that  Shake- 
spear  was  too  stupid  or  too  modest  not 
to  see  at  last  that  it  was  a  case  of  Jupiter 
and  Semele?  Shakespear  was  most  cer- 
tainly not  modest  in  that  sense.  The 
timid  cough  of  the  minor  poet  was  never 
heard  from  him. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 
Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme 

is  only  one  out  of  a  dozen  passages  in 
which  he  (possibly  with  a  keen  sense 
of  the  fun  of  scandalizing  the  modest 
coughers)  proclaimed  his  place  and  his 
power  in  "the  wide  world  dreaming  of 
things  to  come."  The  Dark  Lady  most 
likely  thought  this  side  of  him  insufferably 
conceited;  for  there  is  no  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  she  liked  his  plays  any  better 
than  Minna  Wagner  liked  Richard's 
music  dramas:  as  likely  as  not,  she 
thought  The  Spanish  Tragedy  worth  six 
Hamlets.  He  was  not  stupid  either:  if  his 
class  limitations  and  a  profession  that 
cut  him  off  from  actual  participation  in 


great  affairs  of  State  had  not  confined  his 
opportunities  of  intellectual  and  political 
training  to  private  conversation  and  to 
the  Mermaid  Tavern,  he  would  probably 
have  become  one  of  the  ablest  men  of  his 
time  instead  of  being  merely  its  ablest 
playwright  One  might  surmise  that 
Shakespear  found  out  that  the  Dark 
Lady's  brains  could  no  more  keep  pace 
with  his  than  Anne  Hathaway's,  if  there 
were  any  evidence  that  their  friendship 
ceased  when  he  stopped  writing  sonnets 
to  her.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  consolida- 
tion of  a  passion  into  an  enduring  in- 
timacy generally  puts  an  end  to  sonnets. 
That  the  Dark  Lady  broke  Shakespear's 
heart,  as  Mr  Harris  will  have  it  she  did, 
is  an  extremely  unShakespearean  hypo- 
thesis. "Men  have  died  from  time  to 
time,  and  worms  have  eaten  them;  but 
not  for  love,"  says  Rosalind.  Richard  of 
Gloster,  into  whom  Shakespear  put  all 
his  own  impish  superiority  to  vulgar 
sentiment,  exclaims 

And  this  word  "love,"  which  greybeards 

call  divine, 

Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another 
And  not  in  me:  I  am  myself  alone. 

Hamlet  has  not  a  tear  for  Ophelia:  her 
death  moves  him  to  fierce  disgust  for  the 
sentimentality  of  Laertes  by  her  grave; 
and  when  he  discusses  the  scene  with 
Horatio  immediately  after,  he  utterly 
forgets  her,  though  he  is  sorry  he  forgot 
himself,  and  jumps  at  the  proposal  of 
a  fencing  match  to  finish  the  day  with. 
As  against  this  view  Mr  Harris  pleads 
Romeo,  Orsino,  and  even  Antonio;  and 
he  does  it  so  penetratingly  that  he  con- 
vinces you  that  Shakespear  did  betray 
himself  again  and  again  in  these  char- 
acters; but  self-betrayal  is  one  thing;  and 
self-portrayal,  as  in  Hamlet  and  Mercutio, 
is  another.  Shakespear  never  "saw  him- 
self," as  actors  say,  in  Romeo  or  Orsino 
or  Antonio.  In  Mr  Harris's  own  play 
Shakespear  is  presented  with  the  mos*- 
pathetic  tenderness.  He  is  tragic,  bitter, 
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pitiable,  wretched  and  broken  among  a 
robust  crowd  of  Jonsons  and  Elizabeths; 
but  to  me  he  is  not  Shakespear  because 
I  miss  the  Shakespearean  irony  and  the 
Shakespearean  gaiety.  Take  these  away 
and  Shakespear  is  no  longer  Shakespear: 
all  the  bite,  the  impetus,  the  strength,  the 
grim  delight  in  his  own  power  of  looking 
terrible  facts  in  the  face  with  a  chuckle, 
is  gone;  and  you  have  nothing  left  but 
that  most  depressing  of  all  things:  a 
victim.  Now  who  can  think  of  Shakespear 
as  a  man  with  a  grievance?  Even  in  that 
most  thoroughgoing  and  inspired  of  all 
Shakespear's  loves:  his  love  of  music 
(which  Mr  Harris  has  been  the  first  to 
appreciate  at  anything  like  its  value), 
there  is  a  dash  of  mockery.  "Spit  in  the 
hole,  man;  and  tune  again."  "Divine  air! 
Now  is  his  soul  ravished.  Is  it  not  strange 
that  sheep's  guts  should  hale  the  souls 
out  of  men's  bodies?"  "An  he  had  been 
a  dog  that  should  have  howled  thus,  they 
would  have  hanged  him."  There  is  just 
as  much  Shakespear  here  as  in  the  in- 
evitable quotation  about  the  sweet  south 
and  the  bank  of  violets. 

I  lay  stress  on  this  irony  of  Shake- 
spear's,  this  impish  rejoicing  in  pessim- 
ism, this  exultation  in  what  breaks  the 
hearts  of  common  men,  not  only  because 
it  is  diagnostic  of  that  immense  energy 
of  life  which  we  call  genius,  but  because 
its  omission  is  the  one  glaring  defect  in 
Mr  Harris's  otherwise  extraordinary  pene- 
trating book.  Fortunately,  it  is  an  omis- 
sion that  does  not  disable  the  book  as  (in 
my  judgment)  it  disabled  the  hero  of  the 
play,  because  Mr  Harris  left  himself  out 
of  his  play,  whereas  he  pervades  his  book, 
mordant,  deep-voiced,  and  with  an  un- 
conquerable style  which  is  the  man. 

THE   IDOL   OF   THE   BARDOLATERS 

There  is  even  an  advantage  in  having 
a  book  on  Shakespear  with  the  Shake- 
spearean irony  left  out  of  account.  I  do 
not  say  that  the  missing  chapter  should 


not  be  added  in  the  next  edition:  the 
hiatus  is  too  great:  it  leaves  the  reader 
too  uneasy  before  this  touching  picture 
of  a  writhing  worm  substituted  for  the 
invulnerable  giant.  But  it  is  none  the  less 
probable  that  in  no  other  way  could  Mr 
Harris  have  got  at  his  man  as  he  has.  For, 
after  all,  what  is  the  secret  of  the  hopeless 
failure  of  the  academic  Bardolaters  to 
give  us  a  credible  or  even  interesting 
Shakespear,  and  the  easy  triumph  of  Mr 
Harris  in  giving  us  both?  Simply  that 
Mr  Harris  has  assumed  that  he  was  deal- 
ing with  a  man,  whilst  the  others  have 
assumed  that  they  were  writing  about  a 
god,  and  have  therefore  rejected  every 
consideration  of  fact,  tradition,  or  inter- 
pretation, that  pointed  to  any  human  im- 
perfection in  their  hero.  They  thus  leave 
themselves  with  so  little  material  that 
they  are  forced  to  begin  by  saying  that 
we  know  very  little  about  Shakespear. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  with  the  plays  and 
sonnets  in  our  hands,  we  know  much 
more  about  Shakespear  than  we  know 
about  Dickens  or  Thackeray:  the  only 
difficulty  is  that  we  deliberately  suppress 
it  because  it  proves  that  Shakespear  was 
not  only  very  unlike  the  conception  of 
a  god  current  in  Clapham,  but  was  not, 
according  to  the  same  reckoning,  even 
a  respectable  man.  The  academic  view 
starts  with  a  Shakespear  who  was  not 
scurrilous;   therefore   the  verses  about 
"lousy  Lucy"  cannot  have  been  written 
by  him,  and  the  cognate  passages  in  the 
plays  are  either  strokes  of  character- 
drawing  or  gags   interpolated  by   the 
actors.  This  ideal  Shakespear  was  too 
well  behaved  to  get  drunk;  therefore  the 
tradition  that  his  death  was  hastened  by 
a  drinking  bout  with  Jonson  and  Drayton 
must  be  rejected,  and  the  remorse  of 
Cassio  treated  as  a  thing  observed,  not 
experienced:  nay,  the  disgust  of  Hamlet 
at  the  drinking  customs  of  Denmark  is 
taken   to   establish    Shakespear   as    the 
superior  of  Alexander  in  self-control,  and 
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the  greatest  of  teetotalers. 

Now  this  system  of  inventing  your 
great  man  to  start  with,  and  then  rejecting 
all  the  materials  that  do  not  fit  him,  with 
the  ridiculous  result  that  you  have  to  de- 
clare that  there  are  no  materials  at  all  (with 
your  waste-paper  basket  full  of  them), 
ends  in  leaving  Shakespear  with  a  much 
worse  character  than  he  deserves.  For 
though  it  does  not  greatly  matter  whether 
he  wrote  the  lousy  Lucy  lines  or  not,  and 
does  not  really  matter  at  all  whether  he 
got  drunk  when  he  made  a  night  of  it 
with  Jonson  and  Drayton,  the  sonnets 
raise  an  unpleasant  question  which  does 
matter  a  good  deal;  and  the  refusal  of  the 
academic  Bardolaters  to  discuss  or  even 
mention  this  question  has  had  the  effect 
of  producing  a  silent  verdict  against 
Shakespear.  Mr  Harris  tackles  the  ques- 
tion openly,  and  has  no  difficulty  what- 
ever in  convincing  us  that  Shakespear 
was  a  man  of  normal  constitution  sexu- 
ally, and  was  not  the  victim  of  that  most 
cruel  and  pitiable  of  all  the  freaks  of 
nature:  the  freak  which  transposes  the 
normal  aim  of  the  affections.  Silence  on 
this  point  means  condemnation;  and  the 
condemnation  has  been  general  through- 
out the  present  generation,  though  it  only 
needed  Mr  Harris's  fearless  handling  of 
the  matter  to  sweep  away  what  is  nothing 
but  a  morbid  and  very  disagreeable 
modern  fashion.  There  is  always  some 
stock  accusation  brought  against  eminent 
persons.  When  I  was  a  boy  every  well- 
known  man  was  accused  of  beating  his 
wife.  Later  on,  for  some  unexplained 
reason,  he  was  accused  of  psychopathic 
derangement.  And  this  fashion  is  retro- 
spective. The  cases  of  Shakespear  and 
Michael  Angelo  are  cited  as  proving  that 
every  genius  of  the  first  magnitude  was 
a  sufferer;  and  both  here  and  in  Germany 
there  are  circles  in  which  such  derange- 
ment is  grotesquely  reverenced  as  part  of 
the  stigmata  of  heroic  powers.  All  of 
which  is  gross  nonsense.  Unfortunately,  in 


Shakespear's  case,  prudery,  which  cannot 
prevent  the  accusation  from  being  whis- 
pered, does  prevent  the  refutation  from 
being  shouted.  Mr  Harris,  the  deep- 
voiced,  refuses  to  be  silenced.  He  dis- 
misses with  proper  contempt  the  stupidity 
which  places  an  outrageous  construction 
on  Shakespear's  apologies  in  die  sonnets 
for  neglecting  that  "perfect  ceremony" 
of  love  which  consists  in  returning  calls 
and  making  protestations  and  giving 
presents  and  paying  the  trumpery  atten- 
tions which  men  of  genius  always  refuse 
to  bother  about,  and  to  which  touchy 
people  who  have  no  genius  attach  so 
much  importance.  No  reader  who  had 
not  been  tampered  with  by  the  psycho- 
pathic monomaniacs  could  ever  put  any 
construction  but  the  obvious  and  inno- 
cent one  on  these  passages.  But  the 
general  vocabulary  of  the  sonnets  to  Pem- 
broke (or  whoever  "Mr  W.  H."  really 
was)  is  so  overcharged  according  to 
modern  ideas  that  a  reply  on  the  general 
case  is  necessary. 

SHAKESPEAR'S  ALLEGED  SYCOPHANCY 
AND  PERVERSION 

That  reply,  which  Mr  Harris  does  not 
hesitate  to  give,  is  twofold:  first,  that 
Shakespear  was,  in  his  attitude  towards 
earls,  a  sycophant;  and,  second,  that  the 
normality  of  Shakespear's  sexual  con- 
stitution is  only  too  well  attested  by  the 
excessive  susceptibility  to  the  normal 
impulse  shewn  in  the  whole  mass  of  his 
writings.  This  latter  is  the  really  con- 
clusive reply.  In  the  case  of  Michael  An- 
gelo, for  instance,  one  must  admit  that 
if  his  works  are  set  beside  those  of  Titian 
or  Paul  Veronese,  it  is  impossible  not  to 
be  struck  by  the  absence  in  the  Florentine 
of  that  susceptibility  to  feminine  charm 
which  pervades  the  pictures  of  the 
Venetians.  But,  as  Mr  Harris  points  out 
(though  he  does  not  use  this  particular 
illustration)  Paul  Veronese  is  an  anchorite 
compared  to  Shakespear.  The  language 
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of  the  sonnets  addressed  to  Pembroke, 
extravagant  as  it  now  seems,  is  the  lan- 
guage ol  compliment  and  fashion,  trans- 
figured no  doubt  by  Shakespear' s  verbal 
magic,  and  hyperbolical,  as  Shakespear 
always  seems  to  people  who  cannot  con- 
ceive so  vividly  as  he,  but  still  unmis- 
takeable  for  anything  else  than  the  ex- 
pression of  a  friendship  delicate  enough 
to  be  wounded,  and  a  manly  loyalty  deep 
enough  to  be  outraged.  But  the  language 
of  the  sonnets  to  the  Dark  Lady  is  the 
language  of  passion:  their  cruelty  shews 
it.  There  is  no  evidence  that  Shakespear 
was  capable  of  being  unkind  in  cold 
blood.  But  in  his  revulsions  from  love, 
he  was  bitter,  wounding,  even  ferocious; 
sparing  neither  himself  nor  the  unfor- 
tunate woman  whose  only  offence  was 
that  she  had  reduced  the  great  man  to 
the  common  human  denominator. 

In  seizing  on  these  two  points  Mr 
Harris  has  made  so  sure  a  stroke,  and 
places  his  evidence  so  featly  that  there 
is  nothing  left  for  me  to  do  but  to  plead 
that  the  second  is  sounder  than  the  first, 
which  is,  I  think,  marked  by  the  prevalent 
mistake  as  to  Shakespear's  social  position, 
or,  if  you  prefer  it,  the  confusion  between 
his  actual  social  position  as  a  penniless 
tradesman's  son  taking  to  the  theatre  for 
a  livelihood,  and  his  own  conception  of 
himself  as  a  gentleman  of  good  family. 
I  am  prepared  to  contend  that  though 
Shakespear  was  undoubtedly  sentimental 
in  his  expressions  of  devotion  to  Mr 
W.  H.  even  to  a  point  which  nowadays 
makes  both  ridiculous,  he  was  not  syco- 
phantic if  Mr  W.  H.  was  really  attractive 
and  promising,  and  Shakespear  deeply 
attached  to  him.  A  sycophant  does  not 
tell  his  patron  that  his  fame  will  survive, 
not  in  the  renown  of  his  own  actions,  but 
in  the  sonnets  of  his  sycophant.  A  syco- 
phant, when  his  patron  cuts  him  out  in  a 
love  affair,  does  not  tell  his  patron  ex- 
actly what  he  thinks  of  him.  Above  all, 
a  sycophant  does  not  write  to  his  patron 


precisely  as  he  feels  on  all  occasions;  and 
this  rare  kind  of  sincerity  is  all  over  the 
sonnets.  Shakespear,  we  are  told,  was 
"a  very  civil  gentleman."  This  must  mean 
that  his  desire  to  please  people  and  be 
liked  by  them,  and  his  reluctance  to  hurt 
their  feelings,  led  him  into  amiable  flat- 
tery even  when  his  feelings  were  not 
strongly  stirred.  If  this  be  taken  into  ac- 
count along  with  the  fact  that  Shakespear 
conceived  and  expressed  all  his  emotions 
with  a  vehemence  that  sometimes  carried 
him  into  ludicrous  extravagance,  making 
Richard  offer  his  kingdom  for  a  horse  and 
Othello  declare  of  Cassio  that 

Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all, 

we  shall  see  more  civility  and  hyperbole 
than  sycophancy  even  in  the  earlier  and 
more  coldblooded  sonnets. 

SHAKESPEAR  AND   DEMOCRACY 

Now  take  the  general  case  pled  against 
Shakespear  as  an  enemy  of  democracy  by 
Tolstoy,  the  late  Ernest  Crosbie  and 
others,  and  endorsed  by  Mr  Harris.  Will 
it  really  stand  fire?  Mr  Harris  emphasizes 
the  passages  in  which  Shakespear  spoke 
of  mechanics  and  even  of  small  master 
tradesmen  as  base  persons  whose  clothes 
were  greasy,  whose  breath  was  rank,  and 
whose  political  imbecility  and  caprice 
moved  Coriolanus  to  say  to  the  Roman 
Radical  who  demanded  at  least  "good 
words"  from  him 

He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee  will 

flatter 
Beneath  abhorring. 

But  let  us  be  honest.  As  political  senti- 
ments these  lines  are  an  abomination  to 
every  democrat.  But  suppose  they  are  not 
political  sentiments!  Suppose  they  are 
merely  a  record  of  observed  fact.  John 
Stuart  Mill  told  our  British  workmen  that 
they  were  mostly  liars.  Carlyle  told  us  all 
that  we  are  mostly  fools.  Matthew  Arnold 
and  Ruskin  were  more  circumstantial 
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and  more  abusive.  Everybody,  including 
the  workers  themselves,  know  that  they 
are  dirty,  drunken,  foul-mouthed,  ignor- 
ant, gluttonous,  prejudiced:  in  short, 
heirs  to  the  peculiar  ills  of  poverty  and 
slavery,  as  well  as  co-heirs  with  the  pluto- 
cracy to  all  the  failings  of  human  nature. 
Even  Shelley  admitted,  200  years  after 
Shakespear  wrote  Coriolanus,  that  uni- 
versal suffrage  was  out  of  the  question. 
Surely  the  real  test,  not  of  Democracy, 
which  was  not  a  live  political  issue  in 
Shakespear's  time,  but  of  impartiality  in 
judging  classes,  which  is  what  one  de- 
mands from  a  great  human  poet,  is  not 
that  he  should  flatter  the  poor  and  de- 
nounce the  rich,  but  that  he  should  weigh 
them  both  in  the  same  balance.  Now 
whoever  will  read  Lear  and  Measure  for 
Measure  will  find  stamped  on  his  mind 
such  an  appalled  sense  of  the  danger  of 
dressing  man  in  a  little  brief  authority, 
such  a  merciless  stripping  of  the  purple 
from  the  "poor,  bare,  forked  animal" 
that  calls  itself  a  king  and  fancies  itself  a 
god,  that  one  wonders  what  was  the  real 
nature  of  the  mysterious  restraint  that 
kept  "Eliza  and  our  James"  from  teach- 
ing Shakespear  to  be  civil  to  crowned 
heads,  just  as  one  wonders  why  Tolstoy 
was  allowed  to  go  free  when  so  many  less 
terrible  levellers  went  to  the  galleys  or 
Siberia.  From  the  mature  Shakespear  we 
get  no  such  scenes  of  village  snobbery 
as  that  between  the  stage  country  gentle- 
man Alexander  Iden  and  the  stage  Radical 
Jack  Cade.  We  get  the  shepherd  in  As 
You  Like  It,  and  many  honest,  brave, 
human,  and  loyal  servants,  beside  the  in- 
evitable comic  ones.  Even  in  the  Jingo 
play,  Henry  V,  we  get  Bates  and  Williams 
drawn  with  all  respect  and  honor  as  nor- 
mal rank  and  file  men.  In  Julius  Caesar, 
Shakespear  went  to  work  with  a  will 
when  he  took  his  cue  from  Plutarch  in 
glorifying  regicide  and  transfiguring  the 
republicans.  Indeed  hero-worshippers 
have  never  forgiven  him  for  belittling 


Caesar  and  failing  to  see  that  side  of  his 
assassination  which  made  Goethe  de- 
nounce it  as  the  most  senseless  of  crimes. 
Put  the  play  beside  the  Charles  I  of  Wiils^ 
in  which  Cromwell  is  written  down  to  a 
point  at  which  the  Jack  Cade  of  Henry 
VI  becomes  a  hero  in  comparison;  and 
then  believe,  if  you  can,  that  Shakespear 
was  one  of  them  that  "crook  the  pregnant 
hinges  of  the  knee  where  thrift  may  fol- 
low fawning."  Think  of  Rosencrantz, 
Guildenstern,  Osric,  the  fop  who  an- 
noyed Hotspur,  and  a  dozen  passages 
concerning  such  people!  If  such  evidence 
can  prove  anything  (and  Mr  Harris  relies 
throughout  on  such  evidence)  Shake- 
spear loathed  courtiers. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  Shakespear's 
characters  are  mostly  members  of  the 
leisured  classes,  the  same  thing  is  true  of 
Mr  Harris's  own  plays  and  mine.  In- 
dustrial slavery  is  not  compatible  with 
that  freedom  of  adventure,  that  personal 
refinement  and  intellectual  culture,  that 
scope  of  action,  which  the  higher  and 
subtler  drama  demands.  Even  Cervantes 
had  finally  to  drop  Don  Quixote's 
troubles  with  innkeepers  demanding  to 
be  paid  for  his  food  and  lodging,  and 
make  him  as  free  of  economic  difficulties 
as  Amadis  de  Gaul.  Hamlet's  experiences 
simply  could  not  have  happened  to  a 
plumber.  A  poor  man  is  useful  on  the 
stage  only  as  a  blind  man  is:  to  excite 
sympathy.  The  poverty  of  the  apothe- 
caiy  in  Romeo  and  Juliet  produces  a 
great  effect,  and  even  points  the  sound 
moral  that  a  poor  man  cannot  afford  to 
have  a  conscience;  but  if  all  the  characters 
of  the  play  had  been  as  poor  as  he,  it 
would  have  been  nothing  but  a  melo- 
drama of  the  sort  that  the  Sicilian  players 
gave  us  here;  and  that  was  not  the  best 
that  lay  in  Shakespear's  power.  When 
poverty  is  abolished,  and  leisure  and 
grace  of  life  become  general,  the  only 
plays  surviving  from  our  epoch  which 
will  have  any  relation  to  life  as  it  will  be 
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lived  then  will  be  those  in  which  none  of 
the  persons  represented  are  troubled  with 
want  of  money  or  wretched  drudgery. 
Our  plays  of  poverty  and  squalor,  now 
the  only  ones  that  are  true  to  the  life  of 
the  majority  of  living  men,  will  then  be 
classed  with  the  records  of  misers  and 
monsters,  and  read  only  by  historical 
students  of  social  pathology. 

Then  consider  Shakespear's  kings  and 
lords  and  gentlemen!  Would  even  John 
Ball  or  Jeremiah  complain  that  they  are 
flattered?  Surely  a  more  mercilessly  ex- 
posed string  of  scoundrels  never  crossed 
the  stage.  The  very  monarch  who  para- 
lyses a  rebel  by  appealing  to  the  divinity 
that  hedges  a  king,  is  a  drunken  and 
sensual  assassin,  and  is  presently  killed 
contemptuously  before  our  eyes  in  spite 
of  his  hedge  of  divinity.  I  could  write 
as  convincing  a  chapter  on  Shakespear's 
Dickensian  prejudice  against  the  throne 
and  the  nobility  and  gentry  in  general  as 
Mr  Harris  or  Ernest  Crosbie  on  the  other 
side.  I  could  even  go  so  far  as  to  contend 
that  one  of  Shakespear's  defects  is  his 
lack  of  an  intelligent  comprehension  of 
feudalism.  He  had  of  course  no  prevision 
of  democratic  Collectivism.  He  was,  ex- 
cept in  the  commonplaces  of  war  and 
patriotism,  a  privateer  through  and 
through.  Nobody  in  his  plays,  whether 
king  or  citizen,  has  any  civil  public  busi- 
ness or  conception  of  such  a  thing,  ex- 
cept in  the  method  of  appointing  con- 
stables, to  the  abuses  in  which  he  called 
attention  quite  in  the  vein  of  the  Fabian 
Society.  He  was  concerned  about  drunk- 
enness and  about  the  idolatry  and  hypo- 
crisy of  our  judicial  system;  but  his  im- 
plied remedy  was  personal  sobriety  and 
freedom  from  idolatrous  illusion  in  so 
far  as  he  had  any  remedy  at  all,  and  did 
not  merely  despair  of  human  nature.  His 
first  and  last  word  on  parliament  was 
"Get  thee  glass  eyes,  and,  like  a  scurvy 
politician,  seem  ro  see  the  thing  thou 
<lost  not."  He  had  no  notion  of  the  feel- 


ing with  which  the  land  nationalizers  of 
today  regard  the  fact  that  he  was  a  parcy 
to  the  enclosure  of  common  lands  at 
Wellcome.  The  explanation  is,  not  a 
general  deficiency  in  his  mind,  but  the 
simple  fact  that  in  his  day  what  English 
land  needed  was  individual  appropria- 
tion and  cultivation,  and  what  the  English 
Constitution  needed  was  the  incorpora- 
tion of  Whig  principles  of  individual 
liberty. 

SHAKESPEAR  AND  THE  BRITISH  PUBLIC 

I  have  rejected  Mr.  Harris's  view  that 
Shakespear  died  broken-hearted  of  "the 
pangs  of  love  despised."  I  have  given  my 
reasons  for  believing  that  Shakespear 
died  game,  and  indeed  in  a  state  of  levity 
which  would  have  been  considered  un- 
becoming in  a  bishop.  But  Mr  Harris's 
evidence  does  prove  that  Shakespear  had 
a  grievance  and  a  very  serious  one.  He 
might  have  been  jilted  by  ten  dark  ladies 
and  been  none  the  worse  for  it;  but 
his  treatment  by  the  British  Public  was 
another  matter.  The  idolatry  which  ex- 
asperated Ben  Jonson  was  by  no  means 
a  popular  movement;  and,  like  all  such 
idolatries,  it  was  excited  by  the  magic  of 
Shakespear's  art  rather  than  by  his  views. 
He  was  launched  on  his  career  as  a 
successful  playwright  by  the  Henry  VI 
trilogy,  a  work  of  no  originality,  depth, 
or  subtlety  except  the  originality,  depth, 
and  subtlety  of  the  feelings  and  fancies 
of  the  common  people.  But  Shakespear 
was  not  satisfied  with  this.  What  is  the 
use  of  being  Shakespear  if  you  are  not 
allowed  to  express  any  notions  but  those 
of  Autolycus?  Shakespear  did  not  see  the 
world  as  Autolycus  did:  he  saw  it,  if  not 
exactly  as  Ibsen  did  (for  it  was  not  quke 
the  same  world),  at  least  with  much  of 
Ibsen's  power  of  penetrating  its  illusions 
and  idolatries,  and  with  all  Swift's  horror 
of  its  cruelty  and  uncleanliness. 

Now  it  happens  to  some  men  with 
these  powers  that  they  are  forced  to  im- 
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pose  their  fullest  exercise  on  the  world 
because  they  cannot  produce  popular 
work.  Take  Wagner  and  Ibsen  for  in- 
stance! Their  earlier  works  are  no  doubt 
much  cheaper  than  their  later  ones;  still, 
they  were  not  popular  when  they  were 
written.  The  alternative  of  doing  popular 
work  was  never  really  open  to  them:  had 
they  stooped  they  would  have  picked  up 
less  than  they  snatched  from  above  the 
people's  heads.  But  Handel  and  Shake- 
spear  were  not  held  to  their  best  in  this 
way.  They  could  turn  out  anything  they 
were  asked  for,  and  even  heap  up  the 
measure.  They  reviled  the  British  Public, 
and  never  forgave  it  for  ignoring  their 
best  work  and  admiring  their  splendid 
commonplaces;  but  they  produced  the 
commonplaces  all  the  same,  and  made 
them  sound  magnificent  by  mere  brute 
faculty  for  their  art.  When  Shakespear 
was  forced  to  write  popular  plays  to  save 
his  theatre  from  ruin,  he  did  it  mutin- 
ously, calling  the  plays  As  You  Like 
It,  and  Much  Ado  About  Nothing.  All 
the  same,  he  did  it  so  well  that  to  this 
day  these  two  genial  vulgarities  are  the 
main  Shakespearean  stock-in-trade  of  our 
theatres.  Later  on  Burbage's  power  and 
popularity  as  an  actor  enabled  Shake- 
spear  to  free  himself  from  the  tyranny  of 
the  box  office,  and  to  express  himself 
more  freely  in  plays  consisting  largely 
of  monologue  to  be  spoken  by  a  great 
actor  from  whom  the  public  would  stand 
a  good  deal.  The  history  of  Shakespear's 
tragedies  has  thus  been  the  history  of  a 
long  line  of  famous  actors,  from  Burbage 
and  Betterton  to  Forbes  Robertson;  and 
the  man  of  whom  we  are  told  that  "when 
he  would  have  said  that  Richard  died,  and 
cried  A  horse!  A  horse!  he  Burbage 
cried"  was  the  father  of  nine  generations 
of  Shakespearean  playgoers,  all  speaking 
of  Garrick's  Richard,  and  Kean's  Othello, 
and  Irving's  Shy  lock,  and  Forbes  Robert- 
son's Hamlet  without  knowing  or  caring 
how  much  these  had  to  do  with  Shake- 


spear's  Richard  and  Othello  and  so  forth. 
And  the  plays  which  were  written  with- 
out great  and  predominant  parts,  such 
as  Troilus  and  Cressida,  All's  Well  That 
Ends  Well,  and  Measure  for  Measure, 
have  dropped  on  our  stage  as  dead  as  the 
second  part  of  Goethe's  Faust  or  Ibsen's 
Emperor  or  Galilean. 

Here,  then,  Shakespear  had  a  real 
grievance;  and  though  it  is  a  sentimental 
exaggeration  to  describe  him  as  a  broken- 
hearted man  in  the  face  of  the  passages 
of  reckless  jollity  and  serenely  happy 
poetry  in  his  latest  plays,  yet  the  discovery 
that  his  most  serious  work  could  reach 
success  only  when  carried  on  the  back  of 
a  very  fascinating  actor  who  was  enorm- 
ously overcharging  his  part,  and  that 
the  serious  plays  which  did  not  contain 
parts  big  enough  to  hold  the  overcharge 
were  left  on  the  shelf,  amply  accounts 
for  the  evident  fact  that  Shakespear  did 
not  end  his  life  in  a  glow  of  enthusiastic 
satisfaction  with  mankind  and  with  the 
theatre,  which  is  all  that  Mr  Harris  can 
allege  in  support  of  his  broken-heart 
theory.  But  even  if  Shakespear  had  had 
no  failures,  it  was  not  possible  for  a  man 
of  his  powers  to  observe  the  political  and 
moral  conduct  of  his  contemporaries 
without  perceiving  that  they  were  in- 
capable of  dealing  with  the  problems 
raised  by  their  own  civilization,  and  that 
their  attempts  to  carry  out  the  codes  of 
law  and  to  practise  the  religions  offered 
to  them  by  great  prophets  and  law-givers 
were  and  still  are  so  foolish  that  we  now 
call  for  The  Superman,  virtually  a  new 
species,  to  rescue  the  world  from  mis- 
management. This  is  the  real  sorrow  of 
great  men;  and  in  the  face  of  it  the  notion 
that  when  a  great  man  speaks  bitterly  or 
looks  melancholy  he  must  be  troubled 
by  a  disappointment  in  love  seems  to  me 
sentimental  trifling. 

If  I  have  carried  the  reader  with  me 
thus  far,  he  will  find  that  trivial  as  this 
little  play  of  mine  is,  its  sketch  of  Shake- 

2C 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


spear  is  more  complete  than  its  levity 
suggests.  Alas!  its  appeal  for  a  National 
Theatre  as  a  monument  to  Shakespear 
failed  to  touch  the  very  stupid  people 
who  cannot  see  that  a  National  Theatre 
is  worth  having  for  the  sake  of  the 
National  Soul.  I  had  unfortunately  repre- 
sented Shakespear  as  treasuring  and  using 
(as  I  do  myself)  the  jewels  of  uncon- 
sciously musical  speech  which  common 
people  utter  and  throw  away  every  day; 
and  this  was  taken  as  a  disparagement  of 
Shakespear's  "originality."  Why  was  I 
born  with  such  contemporaries?  Why  is 
Shakespear  made  ridiculous  by  such  a 
posterity? 


POSTSCRIPT  1933.  The  recent  death  of 
Frank  Harris  has  refreshed  the  interest  of 
the  sketch  of  him  in  this  preface,  especi- 
ally as  he  died  in  the  act  of  finishing 
a  curious  biography  of  me  which  has 
attracted  a  good  deal  of  notice,  and  which 
is  truthful  as  to  its  record  of  bare  facts, 
though  its  critical  side  is  badly  lamed 
through  Frank's  having  lost  touch  with 


me  before  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, and  never  reconsidered  his  esti- 
mates in  the  light  of  my  later  exploits. 

The  appeal  for  a  national  theatre  with 
which  the  play  concludes,  and  for  the 
sake  of  which  it  was  written,  elicited 
applause  but  no  subscriptions.  Two  years 
ago  a  great  Shakespear  Memorial  Theatre 
was  completed  at  Stratford-upon-Avon 
through  the  efforts  of  Sir  Archibald 
Flower,  replacing  the  old  Shakespear 
theatre  which  owed  its  existence  to  his 
family;  but  Sir  Archibald  had  wasted  no 
time  in  appealing  to  Shakespear's  country- 
men: he  had  turned  to  America  and  re- 
ceived a  noble  response.  The  attempt  to 
establish  a  National  Theatre  in  London  to 
commemorate  Shakespear's  exploits  in 
that  old  city,  now  expanded  into  a  con- 
centration camp  much  too  big  for  any 
civic  consciousness,  was  and  still  is  a  com- 
plete failure,  though  there  is  enough 
money  (not  English  money,  of  course) 
available  to  carry  out  the  project  if  the 
Government  would  provide  a  site,  and 
the  municipality  forgo  its  rates,  as  foreign 
Governments  and  municipalities  do. 


NEW  PROLOGUE,  1938 

ON  THE  OCCASION  OF  THE  BROADCAST  OF  THIS 
PLAY   ON   APRIL  22ND,    1938,  MR  SHAW   READ 

THE  FOLLOWING  PROLOGUE: 


This  play  which  you  are  going  to 
hear  is  all  about  Shakespear  and  Queen 
Elizabeth;  but  it  is  really  only  an  appeal 
for  the  Shakespear  Memorial  National 
Theatre  which  we  have  been  trying  to 
make  the  English  nation  establish  for 
thirty  years  past.  Dame  Edith  Lyttelton 
invented  the  play  in  1910;  I  wrote  the 
dialogue;  and  we  had  a  grand  perform- 
ance at  the  Haymarket  Theatre  with  Mr 
Granville-Barker  in  the  part  of  Shake- 
spear. But  I  am  not  going  to  talk  to  you 
about  the  National  Theatre.  Shakespear 


does  this  so  eloquently  in  the  play,  and 
Queen  Elizabeth  is  so  up-to-date  with  her 
reply  to  him,  that  if  I  anticipate  them  I 
shall  spoil  their  speeches  for  you.  So  let 
me  tell  you  how  far  the  play  is  historical. 
It  takes  place  in  the  old  royal  palace  of 
Whitehall,  where  Shakespear  often  acted 
for  the  amusement  of  King  James.  We 
have  Ben  Jonson's  word  for  it.  He  says  it 
was  "on  banks  of  Thames"  that  Shake- 
spear "did  oft  delight  Eliza  and  our 
James." 

Now  I  have  my  doubts  about  Eliza. 
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She  was  a  bit  of  a  scholar;  but  she  was  a 
great  out-of-doors  woman;  and  when  she 
was  not  taken  up  with  her  queen  business 
she  liked  riding,  hunting,  staying  in 
country-houses,  dancing,  flirting,  and 
ordering  the  most  magnificent  dresses 
ever  worn  by  mortal  woman.  There  is  no 
evidence  that  she  took  any  interest  in  the 
theatre.  A  stage  player  was  to  her  at  best 
a  nobleman's  servant  of  much  less  im- 
portance to  her  than  his  cook,  and  at 
worst  a  rogue  and  a  vagabond.  Still,  a 
playwright  whose  works  got  printed,  had 
to  be  able  to  put  his  stage  directions  into 
good  Latin;  for  in  Eliza's  time  playwrights 
were  not  so  illiterate  as  they  are  today. 
Chapman  and  Ben  Jonson  would  have 
died  rather  than  write  "he  exits"  "she 
exits"  "they  exit"  instead  of  the  good 
Latin  exit  and  exeunt.  Even  Shakespear, 
who,  according  to  Ben  Jonson,  had  "little 
Latin  and  less  Greek,"  knew  better  than 
that;  and  so  Queen  Elizabeth,  if  she  had 
ever  heard  of  Shakespear,  would  have 
allowed  him  a  disreputable  sort  of  middle 
class  professional  rank.  But  my  own  be- 
lief is  that  she  never  did  hear  of  him,  and 
that  the  name  Will  Shakespear  meant 
absolutely  nothing  to  her.  When  Dame 
Edith  planned  this  play,  we  both  thought 
it  was  high  time  to  introduce  them  to  one 
another. 

And  now,  as  there  is  nothing  about 
either  Will  or  Eliza  in  the  title  of  the  play, 
you  may  be  wondering  who  on  earth  the 
dark  lady  was.  Well,  nobody  knows;  but 
there  was  a  dark  lady  all  the  same.  Shake- 
spear, in  addition  to  his  plays,  wrote  a 
batch  of  154  sonnets,  most  of  them  ad- 
dressed to  a  certain  young  man  known 
as  Mr  W.  H.,  who  was  one  of  those  very 
attractive  people  whom  we  call  world's 
sweethearts.  They  are  mostly  film  stars 
nowadays.  They  are  adored  equally  by 
men  and  women  because  their  attraction 
is  one  of  beauty  and  charm,  and  has  no- 
thing to  do  with  sex.  Shakespear's  son- 
nets to  this  young  gentleman  are  far  more 


affectionate  and  admiring  than  any  that 
he  would  have  addressed  to  a  woman. 
And  the  proof  of  this  is  that  the  sonnets 
to  Mr  W.  H.  are  interrupted  by  some  that 
were  addressed  to  a  woman  with  whom 
Shakespear  had  fallen  in  love.  He  was 
furious  about  it;  for  Shakespear  did  not 
like  being  captured  in  this  way,  especially 
by  a  lady  for  whose  character  he  had  no 
respect,  and  whose  personal  appearance 
was  by  no  means  satisfactory;  for  it  hap- 
pened that  she  was  a  black  haired  beauty; 
and  as  Queen  Elizabeth  had  red  hair, 
black  hair  was  very  unfashionable.  And 
so  the  lady  is  known  to  us  only  as  Shake- 
spear's  dark  lady.  He  was  fascinated  by 
her;  but  he  revenged  himself  by  writing 
savage  sonnets,  one  of  which  is  the  most 
terrible  denunciation  of  that  sort  of  love 
in  existence;  and  another  points  out  all 
the  lady's  defects  so  mercilessly  that  she 
can  hardly  have  been  consoled  by  the 
concluding  lines  "And  yet,  by  Heaven,  I 
think  my  love  as  rare  as  any  she  belied  by 
false  compare."  It  may  gratify  a  woman 
to  be  told  "I  love  you."  But  to  be  told 
"and yet  I  love  you"  after  a  whole  string 
of  insults,  is  quite  another  pair  of  shoes. 
No  wonder  the  dark  lady  preferred  Mr 
W.  H.  and  thereby  provoked  a  first  class 
quarrel  between  him  and  Shakespear. 

In  the  play  I  have  assumed  that  the 
dark  lady  was  a  maid  of  honor  at  Eliza- 
beth's court.  A  friend  of  mine,  the  late 
Thomas  Tyler,  discovered  that  one  o( 
Elizabeth's  maids  of  honor  named  Mary 
Fytton  got  into  scrapes  at  court  by  her 
gallantries.  Well,  I  had  to  get  the  dark 
lady  into  Whitehall  Palace  somehow;  so 
let  us  pretend  that  she  was  Mary  Fytton. 

Whitehall  Palace  was  burnt  long  be- 
fore I  arrived  in  London  62  years  ago; 
but  it  uill  exists  in  my  imagination;  and 
the  place  where  it  stood  is  now  right 
under  my  bedroom  window.  It  ought  to 
bear  Shakespear's  name;  but  they  call 
it  Horseguards  Avenue  because  all  the 
tourists  and  the  country  folk  and  the  pro- 
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vincial  football  fans  congregate  at  the  end 
of  it  to  stare  at  the  two  mounted  guards- 
men in  their  sentry  boxes  and  cuirasses. 
Not  one  of  them  ever  turns  round  to 
look  at  the  spot  where  the  sweet  swan  of 
Avon  upon  banks  of  Thames  did  oft  de- 
light Eliza  and  our  James.  I  wanted  the 
National  Theatre  to  be  there;  and  when 
the  Government  announced  their  inten- 
tion of  pulling  down  the  old  houses  which 
are  now  all  Government  offices,  with 
their  old-fashioned  grates  which  make 
more  smoke  every  morning  when  the 
charladies  arrive  than  the  whole  city  of 
Edinburgh,  I  claimed  a  place  for  Shake- 
spear's  National  Theatre  there.  But  the 
Government  had  never  heard  of  Shake- 
spear;  and  my  dream  of  seeing  the 


National  Theatre  from  my  window  was 
shattered  by  an  assurance  that  when  the 
site  was  filled  up  with  new  offices  I  should 
not  be  able  to  see  anything  at  all.  So  we 
have  had  to  buy  a  magnificent  site  in 
Kensington,  which  Shakespear  knew 
only  as  a  far-off  village. 

And  now  I  ask  you  to  imagine  the  old 
palace  still  standing.  You  may  find  it  hard 
to  imagine  it  by  daylight;  but  if  you 
imagine  it  at  n  o'clock  at  night  with 
everybody  gone  to  bed  except  the  warders 
on  duty  it  will  be  as  easy  as  any  other 
dream.  As  I  see  it  the  place  is  a  terrace 
overlooking  the  river,  with  the  Queen's 
apartments  on  one  side,  and  a  gateway  on 
the  other.  Have  you  got  it?  Right;  then 
up  goes  the  curtain. 
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It  may  be  asked  why  I  wrote  The  Ad- 
mirable Bashville  in  blank  verse.  My 
answer  is  that  the  operation  of  the  copy- 
right law  of  that  time  (now  happily  super- 
seded) left  me  only  a  week  to  write  it 
in.  Blank  verse  is  so  childishly  easy  and 
expeditious  (hence,  by  the  way,  Shake- 
spear's  copious  output)  that  by  adopting 
it  I  was  enabled  to  do  within  the  week 
what  would  have  cost  me  a  month  in 
prose. 

Besides,  I  am  fond  of  blank  verse.  Not 
nineteenth  century  blank  verse,  of  course, 
nor  indeed,  with  a  very  few  exceptions, 
any  post-Shakespearean  blank  verse.  Nay 
not  Shakespearean  blank  verse  itself  later 
than  the  histories.  I  am  quite  sure  that  any- 
one who  is  to  recover  the  charm  of  blank 
verse  must  go  back  frankly  to  its  begin- 
nings, and  start  a  literary  pre-Raphaelite 
Brotherhood.  I  like  the  melodious  sing- 
song, the  clear  simple  one-line  and  two- 
line  sayings,  and  the  occasional  rhymed 
tags,  like  the  half  closes  in  an  eight- 
eenth century  symphony,  in  Peele,  Kyd, 
Greene,  and  the  histories  of  Shakespear. 
Accordingly,  I  poetasted  The  Admirable 
Bashville  in  the  primitive  Elizabethan 
style.  And  lest  the  literary  connoisseurs 
should  declare  that  there  was  not  a 
single  correct  line  in  all  my  three  acts,  I 
stole  or  paraphrased  a  few  from  Marlowe 
and  Shakespear  (not  to  mention  Henry 
Carey);  so  that  if  any  man  dared  quote 
me  derisively,  he  should  do  so  in  peril  of 
inadvertently  lighting  on  a  purple  patch 
from  Hamlet  or  Faustus. 

I  also  endeavored  in  this  little  play  to 
prove  that  I  was  not  the  heartless  creature 
some  of  my  critics  took  me  for.  I  ob- 
served the  established  laws  of  stage  popu- 
larity and  probability.  I  simplified  the 
character  of  the  heroine,  and  summed  up 


her  sweetness  in  the  one  sacred  word: 
Love.  I  gave  consistency  to  the  heroism 
of  Cashel.  I  paid  to  Morality,  in  the  final 
scene,  the  tribute  of  poetic  justice.  I  re- 
stored to  Patriotism  its  usual  place  on  the 
stage,  and  gracefully  acknowledged  The 
Throne  as  the  fountain  of  social  honor.  I 
paid  particular  attention  to  the  construc- 
tion of  the  play,  which  will  be  found 
equal  in  this  respect  to  the  best  contem- 
porary models. 

And  the  result  was  that  the  British 
playgoer,  to  whom  Elizabethan  English 
is  a  dead  language,  only  half  understood 
nine- tenths  of  the  play,  and  applauded  the 
other  tenth  (the  big  speeches)  with  a 
seriousness  that  was  far  funnier  than  any 
burlesque. 

The  play,  by  the  way,  should  be  per- 
formed on  an  Elizabethan  stage,  with 
traverses  for  the  indoor  scenes,  and  with 
only  one  interval  after  the  second  act. 
****** 

On  reading  over  the  above  after  a  lapse 
of  thirty  years  I  am  not  quite  so  sure  as 
I  was  that  Elizabethan  English  may  not 
again  become  a  living  language  to  the 
ordinary  playgoer.  To  people  who  never 
read  anything  but  newspapers  and  popu- 
lar magazines,  a  good  deal  of  Shakespear' s 
more  euphuistic  blank  verse  is  hardly 
more  intelligible  than  classical  Greek. 
Even  actors  may  be  heard  repeating  it  by 
rote  with  an  air  that  persuades  the  public 
that  they  understand  what  they  are  say- 
ing; but  it  cannot  impose  any  such  illu- 
sion on  a  professionally  skilled  listener. 

Then  there  are  the  people  who  do  not 
go  to  Protestant  churches  nor  read  any- 
thing at  all,  and  consequently  understand 
no  English  except  modern  vernacular 
English.  This  class  is  by  no  means  a 
negligible  one  even  in  the  theatre;  for  it 
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includes  a  large  body  of  intelligent  man- 
ual and  open  air  workers  and  sportsmen 
who,  though  after  their  day's  exertions 
they  fall  asleep  in  less  than  a  minute  if 
they  sit  down  with  an  open  book  in  their 
hands,  can  be  kept  awake  and  alert  very 
effectually  in  the  theatre  by  a  play.  Only, 
it  must  be  a  play  in  the  vernacular.  Other- 
wise it  does  not  exist  for  them  except  as 
an  incomprehensible  bore. 

There  was  a  time  when  not  only  the 
theatres  but  the  newspapers  addressed 
themselves  to  the  literate  alone.  Hunt  up 
an  old  melodrama  (say  Sweeny  Todd  the 
Demon  Barber  of  Fleet  Street)  or  an  old 
newspaper  file;  and  you  will  at  once  see 
that  the  writers  of  the  play  and  of  the 
contemporary  leading  articles,  though 
they  may  have  been  the  seediest  of  Bo- 
hemians, had  learnt  Latin  grammar  and 
read  books  written  by  persons  similarly 
schooled.  They  had  literally  the  benefit 
of  clergy,  and  wrote  accordingly.  With 
the  advent  of  compulsory  education  sixty 
years  ago,  and  the  creation  thereby  of  a 
class  which  could  read  and  write,  but  had 
no  Latin  and  less  Greek,  newspapers  and 
plays  alike  soon  came  to  be  written  by 
illiterate  masters  of  the  vernacular;  and  I 
myself  welcomed  the  change  and  dis- 
carded my  early  very  classical  style  for  a 
vernacular  one.  Nowadays,  when  I  read 
typewritten  plays  by  young  authors,  as  I 
sometimes  have  occasion  to  do,  I  find  in 
them  such  illiteracies  as  He  exits,  She 
exits,  They  exit,  etc.  etc.  Chapman,  who 
wrote  all  his  stage  directions  in  Latin,  or 
Ben  Jonson,  who  deplored  the  slender- 
ness  of  Shakespear's  classical  education, 
would  have  risen  up  and  roared  for  a 
birchrod  to  castigate  such  execrable  sole- 
cisms. By  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century 
the  press  and  the  theatre  had  lost  all  their 
Latinity;  and  this  was  why,  whenever 
The  Admirable  Bashville  was  performed, 
men  of  letters  like  Maurice  Hewlett  would 
chuckle  delightedly  over  it  almost  line  by 
line,  whilst  the  ordinary  playgoers  would 


listen  with  a  puzzled  and  troubled  stare, 
wondering  what  on  earth  it  was  all  about 
and  how  they  ought  to  take  it,  and  the 
unfortunate  persons  who  had  been  forced 
to  "get  up  Shakespear"  as  part  of  an 
academic  course  on  English  literature,  sat 
with  a  scowl  of  malignant  hatred  that 
poisoned  the  atmosphere.  When  Bash- 
ville was  followed  by  a  piece  in  the  ver- 
nacular the  relief  of  the  audience  was  so 
great  that  there  was  always  a  burst  of 
applause  at  the  very  first  sentence. 

And  yet,  whenever  the  meaning  of  the 
words  was  clear,  the  listeners  shewed  un- 
mistakeably  that  they  liked  hyperbolical 
rhetoric  and  deliberately  artificial  lan- 
guage. My  parodies  of  the  Elizabethan 
mannerism,  and  funny  echoes  of  pet  lines 
from  the  Elizabethan  playwrights  were, 
as  such,  quite  lost  on  them;  but  Ben 
Webster  brought  down  the  house  with 
Cashel  Byron's  declamatory  repudiation 
of  the  name  of  gentleman,  and  James 
Hearn's  lamentation  over  the  tragedy  of 
Cetewayo  came  off,  not  as  a  mockery, 
but  as  genuine  tragedy,  which  indeed  it 
also  is.  It  was  the  literary  fun  that  proved 
a  mere  puzzle,  in  spite  of  the  acting  of 
casts  which  included  such  accomplished 
comedians  as  Charles  Quatermaine,  Wil- 
liam Wyes,  Lennox  Pawle,  Henrietta 
Watson,  Marie  Lohr,  and  Fanny  Brough. 

Another  significant  fact  pointed  in  the 
same  direction.  In  no  country  is  the  wor- 
ship of  the  old  authorized  version  of  the 
Bible  carried  to  greater  lengths  than  in 
the  United  States  of  America.  To  alter  a 
single  word  of  it  was,  it  was  believed,  to 
incur  the  curse  in  the  last  chapter  of 
Revelations.  Even  in  England  the  very 
timid  official  revision  of  1885  shocked 
our  native  Fundamentalists  (a  ridiculous 
but  convenient  name  not  then  invented). 
Yet  it  was  in  the  United  States  that  the 
ministers  of  religion  first  found  them- 
selves compelled  to  produce  versions  in 
modern  vernacular  and  journalese  under 
stress  of  the  flat  fact  that  their  flocks 
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often  could  not  understand  the  old 
authorized  version,  and  always  found  the 
style  so  artificial  that  though  it  could  pro- 
duce an  unintelligent  reverence  it  brought 
no  intimate  conviction  to  the  reader. 

Sometimes,  however,  the  simple  and 
direct  passages  were  not  sentimental 
enough  to  satisfy  people  whose  minds 
were  steeped  in  modern  literary  sob  stuff. 
For  instance,  such  bald  statements  about 
Barabbas  as  that  he  was  a  robber,  or  that 
he  had  killed  a  certain  man  in  a  sedition, 
quite  failed  to  interest  anyone  in  him;  but 
when  Marie  Corelli  expanded  this  con- 
cise information  into  a  novel  in  her  own 
passionate  and  richly  colored  style  it  sold 
like  hot  cakes. 

I  must  make  a  personal  confession  in 
this  matter.  Though  I  was  saturated  with 
the  Bible  and  with  Shakespear  before  I 
was  ten  years  old,  and  the  only  grammar 
I  ever  learned  was  Latin  grammar,  so  that 
Elizabethan  English  became  a  mother 
tongue  to  me,  yet  when  I  first  read  such 
vivid  and  unaffected  modern  versions  as 
Dr  James  Moffatt's  New  Translation  of 
the  New  Testament  I  at  once  got  from 
them  so  many  lights  on  the  Bible  narra- 
tives which  I  had  missed  in  the  authorized 
version  that  I  said  to  myself  "Some  day 
I  will  translate  Hamlet  into  modern 
vernacular  English."  But  indeed  if  the 
alienation  of  our  young  from  Elizabethan 
English  continues  it  will  be  necessary 
to  produce  revised  versions  not  only  of 
Shakespear  but  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  and 
even  of  my  own  early  novels. 

Still,  a  revival  of  Elizabethan  literature 
may  be  possible.  If  I,  as  an  Irish  child  in 
the  eighteen-sixties,  could  without  en- 
forced study  become  so  familiar  with  it 
that  I  had  some  difficulty  as  a  journalist 
later  on  in  getting  rid  of  it,  it  must  be 


possible  for  the  same  thing  to  occur  to  an 
English  child  in  the  nineteen-sixties.  The 
Elizabethan  style  has  many  charms  for 
imaginative  children.  It  is  bloody,  bom- 
bastic, violent,  senselessly  pretentious, 
barbarous  and  childish  in  its  humor,  and 
full  of  music.  In  short,  the  taste  for  it, 
as  anyone  can  observe  at  the  Old  Vic  or 
the  Stratford  Festivals,  is  essentially  half 
childish,  half  musical.  To  acquire  it,  all 
that  is  necessary  is  access  to  it.  Now  the 
opportunities  for  such  access  are  enorm- 
ously wider  than  they  used  to  be.  Of 
course  as  long  as  we  persist  in  stuffing 
Shakespear  and  the  Bible  down  our  chil- 
dren's throats  with  threats  of  condign 
punishment  if  they  fail  to  answer  silly 
questions  about  them,  they  will  continue 
to  be  loathed  as  they  very  largely  are  at 
present.  But  if  our  children,  when  they 
have  been  simply  taught  to  read,  have 
plenty  of  dramatically  illustrated  Bibles 
and  Shakespears  left  in  their  way,  with 
the  illustrated  passages  printed  under  the 
pictures,  it  will  soon  be  possible  to  find  a 
general  audience  which  can  laugh  at  The 
Admirable  Bashville  as  heartily  as  Maur- 
ice Hewlett  did,  and  for  repertory  theatres 
to  amuse  themselves  and  their  congrega- 
tions with  occasional  performances  of 
Carey's  Chrononhotonthologos,  Field- 
ing's Tom  Thumb,  and  even  Bombastes 
Furioso. 

I  shall  not  here  raise  the  question  of 
whether  such  a  revival  is  desirable.  It 
would  carry  me  too  far  and  plunge  me 
too  deep  for  a  volume  of  trifles  and  tom- 
fooleries. But  as  the  Elizabethan  style  is 
unquestionably  both  musical  and  power- 
ful, I  may  at  least  say  that  it  is  better  to 
have  a  sense  of  it  and  a  fancy  for  it  than 
to  have  no  sense  of  style  or  literary  fancy 
at  all. 


XXXVIII 
THE  SIX  OF  CALAIS 


The  most  amusing  thing  about  the  first 
performance  of  this  little  play  was  the  ex- 
posure it  elicited  of  the  quaint  illiteracy 
of  our  modern  London  journalists.  Their 
only  notion  of  a  king  was  a  pleasant  and 
highly  respectable  gentleman  in  a  bowler 
hat  and  Victorian  beard,  shaking  hands 
affably  with  a  blushing  football  team.  To 
them  a  queen  was  a  dignified  lady,  also 
Victorian  as  to  her  coiffure,  graciously  re- 
ceiving bouquets  from  excessively  washed 
children  in  beautiful  new  clothes.  Such 
were  their  mental  pictures  of  Great  Ed- 
ward's grandson  and  his  queen  Philippa. 
They  were  hurt,  shocked,  scandalized  at 
the  spectacle  of  a  medieval  soldier-mon- 
arch publicly  raging  and  cursing,  crying 
and  laughing,  asserting  his  authority  with 
thrasonic  ferocity  and  the  next  moment 
blubbering  like  a  child  in  his  wife's  lap  or 
snarling  like  a  savage  dog  at  a  dauntless 
and  defiant  tradesman:  in  short,  behaving 
himself  like  an  unrestrained  human  being 
in  a  very  trying  situation  instead  of  like  a 
modern  constitutional  monarch  on  parade 
keeping  up  an  elaborate  fiction  of  living 
in  a  political  vacuum  and  moving  only 
when  his  ministers  pull  his  strings.  Ed- 
ward Plantagenet  the  Third  had  to  pull 
everybody  else's  strings  and  pull  them 
pretty  hard,  his  father  having  been  miser- 
ably killed  for  taking  his  job  too  lightly. 
But  the  journalist  critics  knew  nothing  of 
this.  A  King  Edward  who  did  not  behave 
like  the  son  of  King  Edward  the  Seventh 
seemed  unnatural  and  indecent  to  them, 
and  they  rent  their  garments  accordingly. 

They  were  perhaps  puzzled  by  the  fact 
that  the  play  has  no  moral  whatever. 
Every  year  or  so  I  hurl  at  them  a  long 
play  full  of  insidious  propaganda,  with  a 
moral  in  every  line.  They  never  discover 
what  I  am  driving  at:  it  is  always  too 
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plainly  and  domestically  stated  to  be 
grasped  by  their  subtle  and  far  flung 
minds;  but  they  feel  that  I  am  driving  at 
something:  probably  something  they  had 
better  not  agree  with  if  they  value  their 
livelihoods.  A  play  of  mine  in  which  I  am 
not  driving  at  anything  more  than  a  play- 
wright's direct  business  is  as  inconceiv- 
able by  them  as  a  medieval  king. 

Now  a  playwright's  direct  business  is 
simply  to  provide  the  theatre  with  a  play. 
When  I  write  one  with  the  additional 
attraction  of  providing  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury with  an  up-to-date  religion  or  the 
like,  that  luxury  is  thrown  in  gratuitously; 
and  the  play,  simply  as  a  play,  is  not 
necessarily  either  the  better  or  the  worse 
for  it.  What,  then,  is  a  play  simply  as 
a  play? 

Well,  it  is  a  lot  of  things.  Life  as  we  see 
it  is  so  haphazard  that  it  is  only  by  pick- 
ing out  its  key  situations  and  arranging 
them  in  their  significant  order  (which 
is  never  how  they  actually  occur)  that  it 
can  be  made  intelligible.  The  highbrowed 
dramatic  poet  wants  to  make  it  intelligible 
and  sublime.  The  farce  writer  wants  to 
make  it  funny.  The  melodrama  merchant 
wants  to  make  it  as  exciting  as  some 
people  find  the  police  news.  The  porno- 
grapher  wants  to  make  it  salacious.  All 
interpreters  of  life  in  action,  noble  or  ig- 
noble, find  their  instrument  in  the  theatre; 
and  all  the  academic  definitions  of  a  play 
are  variations  of  this  basic  function. 

Yet  there  is  one  function  hardly  ever 
alluded  to  now,  though  it  was  made  much 
too  much  of  from  Shakespear's  time  to 
the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century.  As  I 
write  my  plays  it  is  continually  in  my 
mind  and  very  much  to  my  taste.  This 
function  is  to  provide  an  exhibition  of  the 
art  of  acting.  A  good  play  with  bad  parts 
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is  not  an  impossibility;  but  it  is  a  mon- 
strosity. A  bad  play  with  good  parts  will 
hold  the  stage  and  be  kept  alive  by  the 
actors  for  centuries  after  the  obsolescence 
of  its  mentality  would  have  condemned 
it  to  death  without  them.  A  great  deal  of 
the  British  Drama,  from  Shakespear  to 
Bulwer  Lytton,  is  as  dead  as  mutton,  and 
quite  unbearable  except  when  heroically 
acted;  yet  Othello  and  Richelieu  can  still 
draw  hard  money  into  the  pay  boxes;  and 
The  School  For  Scandal  revives  again  and 
again  with  unabated  vigor.  Rosalind  can 
always  pull  As  You  Like  It  through  in 
spite  of  the  sententious  futility  of  the 
melancholy  Jaques;  and  Millamant,  im- 
possible as  she  is,  still  produces  the 
usual  compliments  to  the  wit  and  style  of 
Congreve,  who  thought  that  syphilis  and 
cuckoldry  and  concupiscent  old  women 
are  things  to  be  laughed  at. 

The  Six  of  Calais  is  an  acting  piece  and 
nothing  else.  As  it  happened,  it  was  so 


well  acted  that  in  the  eighteenth  century 
all  the  talk  would  have  been  about  Sid- 
dons  as  Philippa.  But  the  company  got 
no  thanks  except  from  the  audience:  the 
critics  were  prostrated  with  shock,  damn 
their  eyes! 

I  have  had  to  improve  considerably  on 
the  story  as  told  by  that  absurd  old  snob 
Froissart,  who  believed  that  "to  rob  and 
pill  was  a  good  life"  if  the  robber  was  at 
least  a  baron.  He  made  a  very  poor  job 
of  it  in  my  opinion. 

ON  THE  HIGH  SEAS, 
2%t/i  May  1935. 

NOTE.  The  Six  of  Calais  was  per- 
formed for  the  first  time  in  Mr  Sydney 
Carroll's  Open  Air  Theatre,  in  Regent's 
Park,  London,  on  the  lyth  July  1934, 
with  Phyllis  Neilson  Terry,  Charles 
Carson,  Leonard  Shepherd,  and  Vincent 
Sternroyd  in  the  four  principal  parts. 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY 

In  justice  to  many  well-known  public 
persons  who  are  handled  rather  recklessly 
in  the  following  pages,  I  beg  my  readers 
not  to  mistake  my  journalistic  utterances 
for  final  estimates  of  their  worth  and 
achievements  as  dramatic  artists  and 
authors.  It  is  not  so  much  that  the  utter- 
ances are  unjust;  for  I  have  never  claimed 
for  myself  the  divine  attribute  of  justice. 
But  as  some  of  them  are  hardly  even 
reasonably  fair  I  must  honestly  warn  the 
reader  that  what  he  is  about  to  study  is 
not  a  series  of  judgments  aiming  at  im- 
partiality, but  a  siege  laid  to  the  theatre 
of  the  XlXth  Century  by  an  author  who 
had  to  cut  his  own  way  into  it  at  the  point 
of  the  pen,  and  throw  some  of  its  de- 
fenders into  the  moat. 

Pray  do  not  conclude  from  this  that  the 
things  hereinafter  written  were  not  true, 
or  not  the  deepest  and  best  things  I  knew 
how  to  say.  Only,  they  must  be  construed 
in  the  light  of  the  fact  that  all  through 
I  was  accusing  my  opponents  of  failure 
because  they  were  not  doing  what  I 
wanted,  whereas  they  were  often  suc- 
ceeding very  brilliantly  in  doing  what 
they  themselves  wanted.  I  postulated  as 
desirable  a  certain  kind  of  play  in  which 
I  was  destined  ten  years  later  to  make  my 
mark  (as  I  very  well  foreknew  in  the 
depth  of  my  own  unconsciousness);  and 
I  brought  everybody:  authors,  actors, 
managers  and  all,  to  the  one  test:  were 
they  coming  my  way  or  staying  in  the 
old  grooves? 

Sometimes  I  made  allowances  for  the 
difference  in  aim,  especially  in  the  case  of 
personal  friends.  But  as  a  rule  I  set  up  my 
own  standard  of  what  the  drama  should 
be  and  how  it  should  be  presented;  and  I 


used  all  my  art  to  make  every  deviation 
in  aiming  at  this  standard,  every  recal- 
citrance in  approaching  it,  every  refusal 
to  accept  it  seem  ridiculous  and  old- 
fashioned.  In  this,  however,  I  only  did 
what  all  critics  do  who  are  worth  their 
salt.  The  critics  who  attacked  Ibsen  and 
defended  Shakespear  whilst  I  was  defend- 
ing Ibsen  and  attacking  Shakespear;  or 
who  were  acclaiming  the  reign  of  Irving 
at  the  Lyceum  Theatre  as  the  Antonine 
age  of  the  Shakespearean  drama  whilst  I 
was  battering  at  it  in  open  preparation  for 
its  subsequent  downfall,  were  no  more 
impartial  than  I.  And  when  my  own  turn 
came  to  be  criticized,  I  also  was  attacked 
because  I  produced  what  I  wanted  to 
produce  and  not  what  some  of  my  critics 
wanted  me  to  produce. 

Dismissing,  then,  the  figment  of  im- 
partiality as  attainable  only  through  an 
indifference  which  would  have  prevented 
me  from  writing  about  the  theatre  at 
all,  or  even  visiting  it,  what  merit  have 
these  essays  to  justify  their  republication? 
Well,  they  contain  something  like  a  body 
of  doctrine,  because  when  I  criticized  I 
really  did  know  definitely  what  I  wanted. 
Very  few  journalistic  critics  do.  When 
they  attack  a  new  man  as  Ibsen  was  at- 
tacked, they  are  for  the  most  part  only 
resisting  a  change  which  upsets  their 
habits,  the  proof  being  that  when  they 
get  the  sort  of  play  they  blame  the  in- 
novator for  not  producing,  they  turn  up 
their  noses  at  it,  yawn  over  it,  even  re- 
commend the  unfortunate  author  to  learn 
from  the  newcomer  how  to  open  his  eyes 
and  use  his  brains.  Weariness  of  the 
theatre  is  the  prevailing  note  of  London 
criticism.  Only  the  ablest  critics  believe 
that  the  theatre  is  really  important:  in  my 
time  none  of  them  would  claim  for  it,  as 
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I  claimed  for  it,  that  it  is  as  important  as 
the  Church  was  in  the  Middle  Ages  and 
much  more  important  than  the  Church 
was  in  London  in  the  years  under  re- 
view. A  theatre  to  me  is  a  place  "where 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together."  The 
apostolic  succession  from  Eschylus  to 
myself  is  as  serious  and  as  continuously 
inspired  as  that  younger  institution,  the 
apostolic  succession  of  the  Christian 
Church. 

Unfortunately  this  Christian  Church, 
founded  gaily  with  a  pun,  has  been  so 
largely  corrupted  by  rank  Satanism  that 
it  has  become  the  Church  where  you 
must  not  laugh;  and  so  it  is  giving  way  to 
that  older  and  greater  Church  to  which 
I  belong:  the  Church  where  the  oftener 
you  laugh  the  better,  because  by  laughter 
only  can  you  destroy  evil  without  malice, 
and  affirmgood  fellowship  without  mawk- 
ishness.  When  I  wrote,  I  was  well  aware 
of  what  an  unofficial  census  of  Sun- 
day worshippers  presently  proved:  that 
churchgoing  in  London  has  been  largely 
replaced  by  playgoing.  This  would  be  a 
very  good  thing  if  the  theatre  took  it- 
self seriously  as  a  factory  of  thought,  a 
prompter  of  conscience,  an  elucidator  of 
social  conduct,  an  armory  against  despair 
and  dullness,  and  a  temple  of  the  Ascent 
of  Man.  I  took  it  seriously  in  that  way, 
and  preached  about  it  instead  of  merely 
chronicling  its  news  and  alternately  pet- 
ting and  snubbing  it  as  a  licentious  but 
privileged  form  of  public  entertainment. 
This,  I  believe,  is  why  my  sermons  gave 
so  little  offence,  and  created  so  much 
interest.  The  artists  of  the  theatre,  led  by 
Sir  Henry  Irving,  were  winning  their 
struggle  to  be  considered  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  qualified  for  official  honors. 
Now  for  their  gentility  and  knighthoods 
I  cared  very  little:  what  lay  at  the  root  of 


my  criticism  was  their  deeper  claim  to  be 
considered,  not  merely  actors  and  act- 
resses, but  men  and  women,  not  hired 
buffoons  and  posturers,  however  in- 
dulged, but  hierophants  of  a  cult  as  eter- 
nal and  sacred  as  any  professed  religion 
in  the  world.  And  so,  consciously  or  un- 
consciously, I  was  forgiven  when  many 
of  my  colleagues,  less  severe  because  less 
in  earnest  on  the  subject,  gave  deadly 
offence. 


POSTSCRIPT,  1931.  The  foregoing  was 
prefaced  to  a  reprint  of  a  selection  from 
my  criticisms  entitled  Dramatic  Opinions 
and  Essays,  edited  in  America  by  the  late 
James  Huneker.  Let  me  add  now  what  I 
should  have  added  then:  that  a  certain 
correction  should  be  made,  especially  in 
reading  my  onslaught  on  Shakespear,  but 
also  in  valuing  my  vigorous  slating  of  my 
contemporaries,  for  the  devastating  effect 
produced  in  the  nineties  by  the  impact 
of  Ibsen  on  the  European  theatre.  Until 
then  Shakespear  had  been  conventionally 
ranked  as  a  giant  among  psychologists 
and  philosophers.  Ibsen  dwarfed  him  so 
absurdly  in  those  aspects  that  it  became 
impossible  for  the  moment  to  take  him 
seriously  as  an  intellectual  force.  And  if 
this  was  Shakespear' s  fate  what  could  the 
others  expect?  The  appearance  of  a  genius 
of  the  first  order  is  always  hard  on  his 
competitors.  Salieri  said  of  Mozart  "If 
this  young  man  goes  on  what  is  to  be- 
come of  us?"  and  was  actually  accused  of 
poisoning  him.  And  certainly  no  one  has 
since  been  just  to  Salieri.  If  my  head  had 
not  been  full  of  Ibsen  and  Wagner  in  the 
nineties  I  should  have  been  kinder  and 
more  reasonable  in  my  demands.  Also, 
perhaps,  less  amusing.  So  forgive;  but 
make  the  necessary  allowances. 
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A  CORRESPONDENCE 

1931 


In  allowing  everybody  who  cares  about 
Ellen  Terry  to  read  this  correspondence, 
I  must  warn  them  not  to  judge  it  accord- 
ing to  the  code  of  manners  which  regulates 
polite  letter  writing  in  cathedral  country 
towns.  As  a  correspondence  between  a 
churchwarden  and  a  deaconess  its  im- 
plications would  make  its  publication 
impossible.  But  die  theatre,  behind  the 
scenes,  has  an  emotional  freemasonry  of  its 
own,  certainly  franker  and  arguably  whole- 
somer  than  the  stiffnesses  of  suburban 
society  outside.  The  difference  is  less  than 
it  used  to  be;  for  actors,  like  the  members 
of  the  other  professions,  have  made  their 
way  into  the  general  body  of  society  and 
been  accepted  as  ladies  and  gentlemen 
of  the  professional  class  rather  than  as 
players;  and  just  as  it  was  becoming  diffi- 
cult fifty  years  ago  to  imagine  a  medical 
baronet  or  a  vicar  or  a  prosperous  solicitor 
or  stockbroker  accepting  a  position  of 
social  inferiority  in  a  Bloomsbury  man- 
sion or  a  country  house,  which  they  had 
nevertheless  had  to  do  within  living 
memory  of  that  time,  it  is  difficult  now  to 
imagine  an  actor  being  at  any  disadvan- 
tage in  ordinary  professional  society  in 
respect  of  his  occupation,  however  he 
may  happen  to  be  disqualified  in  point  of 
education  and  social  habits.  If  there  is 
nothing  wrong  with  his  table  manners, 
his  dress,  and  his  accent,  nobody  will 
venture  to  snub  or  patronize  an  actor 
merely  because  he  is  an  actor;  and  if  he  is 
not  qualified  in  these  respects  he  is  at  all 
events  no  worse  off  than  any  other  pro- 
fessional man  who  has  not  taken  the 
trouble  to  make  himself  presentable. 

This  social  acceptance  of  the  actor  did 
not  become  quite  unquestionable  until 


780 


Henry  Irving  insisted  on  its  official  re- 
cognition, even  at  the  cost  to  his  singular 
eminence  of  a  much  disrelished  knight- 
hood for  himself,  in  1895.  The  theatre 
into  which  Ellen  Terry  was  born  in  1848 
enjoyed  no  such  general  consideration^ 
Actors,  like  Jews,  were  a  race  apart;  and 
like  all  segregated  races  they  preserved 
manners  and  customs  peculiar  to  them- 
selves. My  first  youthful  contacts  with  the 
stage  were  in  connection  with  certain 
amateur  enterprises;  and  I  well  remember 
the  puzzled  mixture  of  amusement  and 
indignation  with  which  a  company  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  considerable 
social  position  who  had  engaged  a  pro- 
fessional London  stage  manager  (the 
modern  Producer  had  not  then  been  in- 
vented) to  direct  their  operations,  found 
themselves  addressed  by  him,  all  the 
ladies  as  Darling  and  all  the  gentlemen  as 
Old  Boy.  No  modern  Producer  says  Old 
Boy;  and  Darling  survives  only  as  an 
elderly  joke  to  turn  away  the  wrath  of 
irritable  stars  at  critical  moments;  but  to 
the  stage  manager  of  that  day  they  were 
as  conventional  as  the  Sir  and  Madam  of 
a  well  trained  shop  assistant. 

But  though  that  stage  manager's  Dar- 
ling did  not  mean  what  it  would  have 
meant  if  it  had  been  addressed  to  the  same 
ladies  by  a  Dean,  it  is  none  the  less  sig- 
nificant that  the  convention  of  the  stage 
should  have  been  one  of  personal  endear- 
ment whilst  in  other  professions  it  was 
one  of  cold  politeness.  That  difference 
still  exists,  and  will  exist  as  long  as  acting 
remains  an  art.  When  I  was  a  boy,  in- 
terested much  more  in  music  than  in 
literature,  I  managed  to  get  admitted  to 
the  stage  once  or  twice  during  an  opera 
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performance,  and  learned  thereby  that  this 
is  quite  the  worst  way  to  enjoy  it,  and 
that  anyone  behind  the  scenes  who  has 
no  business  there  is  as  great  a  nuisance, 
and  is  as  little  considered  by  those  who 
have  some  business  there,  as  Mr  Pickwick 
at  the  Chatham  review.  But  what  is  more 
to  the  present  purpose  is  that,  the  opera 
being  Donizetti's  Lucrezia  Borgia,  and 
Maffio  Orsini  and  his  comrades  having 
overwhelmed  Lucrezia  with  their  expos- 
ure of  her  infamies  in  the  exciting  finale 
to  the  first  act,  the  curtain  had  no  sooner 
descended  and  Maffio  ceased  to  be  Maffio 
and  become  Trebelli.,  and  Lucrezia  ceased 
to  be  Lucrezia  and  become  Tietjens,  than 
the  two  hurled  themselves  frantically  into 
one  another's  arms  in  a  transport  of  some 
emotion  that  was  certainly  not  any  of  the 
emotions  of  ordinary  life  outside  the 
theatre,  but  something  peculiar  to  their 
work  that  insisted  on  the  most  rapturous 
•expression  they  could  give  it.  It  cannot 
be  explained  by  what  people  called  the 
Italian  temperament:  Trebelli  was  a 
Frenchwoman  and  Tietjens  a  German.  It 
was  something  sui  generis  that  nobody 
who  has  not  experienced  it  can  credit,  and 
that  soon  becomes  second  nature  in  those 
who  have  experienced  it.  The  Initiates 
never  resent  its  expression.  When  they 
say  "he  (or  she)  is  one  of  us,"  they  mean 
that  the  happy  person  is  privileged  to  ex- 
press any  extremity  of  affection  for  an 
artist  who  achieves  a  fine  piece  of  acting, 
and  any  extremity  of  disgust  at  one  who 
wilfully  acts  basely.  The  measured  public 
judgments  of  the  critics  cannot  express 
this  impulse  or  satisfy  this  need.  The 
stage  is  not  one  fairyland  but  two:  one 
for  the  public  when  the  curtain  rises,  and 
another,  which  the  public  never  discovers, 
for  the  theatre  folk  when  the  curtain  falls. 
In  that  secret  paradise  genius  excites  a 
flush  of  adoration  in  the  properly  tuned 
recipient  and  is  satisfied  with  nothing  less. 
I  adored  Ellen  Terry  accordingly,  and  did 
not  tell  her  so  by  halves.  And  it  never 


occurred  to  her  to  say  "Sir:  how  dare  you 
insult  a  respectable  female  by  such  ex- 
pressions?" ffoni  soil  qui  mat y  pense. 

Genius,  I  may  add,  is  not  commoner 
on  the  stage  than  elsewhere;  but  there,  as 
elsewhere,  it  produces  extravagance  of 
language.  The  epithet  beautiful  is  used  by 
surgeons  to  describe  operations  which 
their  patients  describe  as  ghastly,  by  phy- 
sicists to  describe  methods  of  measure- 
ment which  leave  sentimentalists  cold,  by 
lawyers  to  describe  cases  which  ruin  all 
the  parties  to  them,  and  by  lovers  to  de- 
scribe the  objects  of  their  infatuation, 
however  unattractive  they  may  appear  to 
the  unaffected  spectators.  Within  the 
magnetic  field  of  the  theatrical  profession 
such  hyperbole  became  conventional,  and 
was  finally  used  by  the  rank  and  file  who 
had  never  felt  the  emotion  until  at  last 
every  actress  was  every  stage  manager's 
darling  and  every  actor  his  old  boy. 

There  is  another  peculiarity  of  the 
stage  to  be  borne  in  mind.  An  actress  is 
not  a  lady:  at  least  when  she  is  she  is  not 
an  actress.  Let  me  explain.  A  lady  is — or 
in  Ellen  Terry's  generation  was — a  per- 
son trained  to  the  utmost  attainable  de- 
gree in  the  art  and  habit  of  concealing  her 
feelings  and  maintaining  an  imperturb- 
able composure  under  the  most  trying 
circumstances.  An  actress  is  a  person 
trained  even  more  severely  in  the  art  and 
habit  of  displaying  her  feelings  so  demon- 
stratively that  every  occupant  of  the  back 
row  in  a  remote  gallery  can  read  them  in 
her  face  and  see  them  in  her  gestures. 
'What  to  the  lady  is  an  emergency  in 
which  dissimulation  is  her  first  duty  is  to 
the  actress  an  opportunity  for  explosive 
self-expression,  however  skilled  her  guid- 
ance of  the  explosion  may  be.  Modern 
frankness  has  reduced  this  difference;  but 
it  remains,  and  is  accentuated  by  the 
slovenliness  of  modern  middle  class 
speech,  which  contrasts  strongly  with  the 
distinct  articulation  of  the  actress  who 
knows  her  business.  Ellen  Terry  escaped 
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the  trials  of  our  young  actresses,  who  find 
themselves  between  silly  producers  who 
tell  them  that  they  must  not  articulate 
because  it  is  not  natural  and  not  ladylike, 
and  despairing  authors  who  warn  them 
that  nobody  in  the  theatre  will  know  what 
they  are  saying  unless  they  articulate  very 
distinctly.  When  the  author  is  experi- 
enced and  wily,  the  lesson  takes  the  form 
of  a  conversational  remark  that  slovenly 
speech  is  middle  class,  and  that  great 
ladies  owe  much  of  their  distinction  to 
their  scrupulous  articulation,  of  which 
Queen  Victoria,  one  of  the  most  perfect 
speakers  of  her  day,  was  a  conspicuous 
example.  To  tell  a  young  woman  that  if 
she  speaks  well  she  will  be  mistaken  for 
an  actress  may  spoil  her  for  the  stage;  but 
there  is  a  ready  antidote  in  telling  her  that 
she  may  also  be  mistaken  for  a  member 
of  the  royal  family.  Ellen  Terry's  articula- 
tion was  perfect.  Her  slightly  veiled  voice 
reached  the  remotest  listener  in  the  theatre 
without  apparent  effort,  though  the  ner- 
vous athleticism  behind  it  was  of  cham- 
pionship quality. 

Howbeit  the  fact  remains  that  an  act- 
ress, having  to  exaggerate  to  get  her 
effects  on  the  stage  (on  the  film,  by  the 
way,  the  contrary  is  the  case:  an  un- 
natural quietude  and  delicacy  is  the  trade 
mark  of  the  Movie  Star),  finally  from 
mere  habit  exaggerates  to  get  her  effects 
off  it;  and  the  greater  the  actress  the 
greater  is  her  power  of  seizing  on  every 
emotional  impulse  and  not  only  amplify- 
ing it  as  a  microphone  or  a  thermionic 
valve  amplifies  a  sound,  but  uttering  it 
with  a  muscular  articulation  which  gives 
it  an  impressive  driving  power.  The  story 
of  Mrs  Siddons  terrifying  the  shop  assist- 
ant by  the  intensity  with  which  she  asked 
"Will  it  wash?"  is  quite  probable.  And 
the  playwright,  supplying  the  verbal 
material  for  this  skilled  speech,  develops 
the  same  quality  in  his  writing.  The  reader 
of  this  budget  of  intimate  letters  must 
therefore  not  be  surprised,  and  certainly 


not  scandalized,  by  the  reckless  way  in 
which  the  two  correspondents  express 
their  delight  in  one  another.  I  do  not 
mean  that  they  were  insincere:  all  that  the 
writers  set  down  they  felt  at  the  moment. 
But  their  profession  freed  them  from 
many  of  the  inhibitions  to  which  people 
outside  that  profession  have  to  submit; 
and  their  language  must  be  interpreted 
without  the  inferences  which  would  be 
drawn  from  the  same  language  on  the 
part  of  a  governess  corresponding  with  a 
divinity  student. 

Possibly  a  little  allowance  should  be 
made  also  for  the  very  objectionable  tra- 
dition of  eighteenth  century  gallantry  into 
which  I,  as  an  Irishman,  was  born.  "Re- 
member" said  the  most  attractive  of  my 
aunts  to  me  by  way  of  improving  my 
young  mind  "that  the  least  plain  girl  in  a 
house  is  the  family  beauty."  An  English 
actress  once  expressed  contemptuous  im- 
patience with  women  who  want  to  be 
placed  on  a  pedestal  and  worshipped.  An 
Irish  actress  who  was  present  exclaimed 
indignantly  "I  would  not  look  at  a  man 
who  did  not  place  me  on  a  pedestal."  It 
was  her  right,  by  Irish  tradition.  Now  I 
claim  that  no  male  writer  born  in  the 
nineteenth  century  outside  Norway  and 
Sweden  did  more  to  knock  Woman  off 
her  pedestal  and  plant  her  on  the  solid 
earth  than  I.  But  as,  like  all  reactionaries, 
I  was  steeped  in  the  tendency  against 
which  I  was  reacting,  it  was  part  of 
my  conventional  manners  to  concede  a 
pedestal  to  every  woman  as  such;  and 
naturally  in  approaching  a  woman  so- 
goddesslike  as  Ellen  Terry  I  did  not 
pause  to  consider  whether  this  attitude 
would  have  earned  the  approval  of  Ibsen 
or  Strindberg.  I  do  not  justify  it:  it  is 
really  a  rdic  of  relations  between  men  and 
women  which  are  not  only  happily  out- 
moded but  insufferable.  Still,  there  it  was 
for  what  it  was  worth. 

It  must  be  borne  in  mind  too,  that  we 
were  both   comedians,   each  acting  as 
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audience  to  the  other,  and  each  desiring 
to  please  and  amuse  the  other  without 
ulterior  motives  or  what  matchmaking 
mothers  call  intentions.  A  word,  how- 
ever,  must  be  said  about  Ellen  Terry's 
ethical  position.  She  once  said  that  what 
had  supported  her  through  all  her  trials 
was  the  consciousness  that  she  had  never 
done  anything  wrong;  and  this  entirely 
sincere  claim  was  quoted  to  me  as  an 
audacious  hypocrisy.  Ellen  Terry  was 
never  called  an  advanced  woman,  the 
reason  being  that  she  was  born,  as  Nietz- 
sche put  it,  on  the  far  side  of  good  and 
evil  as  defined  by  the  Victorian  code. 
Such  a  play  as  Ibsen's  Ghosts  had  no 
mission  for  her,  because  she  had  not  had 
to  break  Mrs  Alving's  chains,  never  hav- 
ing worn  them.  She  did  not  fight  pre- 
judices nor  argue  with  them:  like  Mrs 
Stetson's  heroine  she  walked  through 
them  as  if  they  were  not  there,  as  indeed 
for  her  they  were  not.  This  was  partly 
individual  character;  but  it  must  be  re- 
membered that  in  the  old  segregated 
theatre  religion  and  morality  were  home- 
made: the  actress  did  not  live  in  ordinary 
society  and  go  out  to  her  work  like  a 
doctor  or  lawyer  or  clergyman  or  man  of 
business:  she  belonged  to  a  little  world 
apart,  with  morals  of  its  own;  and  though 
actors,  being  human  beings,  necessarily 
had  the  same  morals  as  other  people  to 
the  extent  of,  say,  nine  tenths,  yet  there 
was  a  difference  in  the  other  tenth.  For 
instance,  in  the  outside  world  ladies  were 
not  economically  independent;  and  in  the 
rare  instances  where  a  lady  was  paid  for 
working  she  never  dreamt  of  being  paid 
as  much  as  a  gentleman,  and  felt  herself 
heavily  compromised  socially  by  being 
paid  at  all.  On  the  stage  not  only  was  the 
actress  self-supporting,  but  if,  as  often 
happened,  she  attracted  the  public  more 
than  her  male  colleagues,  she  was  paid 
more.  Consequently  the  trade  union  view 
of  marriage,  from  which  the  unmarried 
woman  who  is  not  a  celibate  must  at  all 


costs  be  boycotted  as  a  blackleg,  had  no 
meaning  in  the  theatre.  Outside  it  women 
were  held  to  a  strict  licitness  in  their 
sexual  relations  on  penalty  of  ostracism, 
loss  of  employment,  and  every  other  in- 
jury that  could  express  total  reprobation 
by  all  decent  people.  In  fact,  a  woman 
incurring  this  penalty  used  to  be  described 
as  "ruined"  until  Ibsen  set  us  laughing  at 
the  epithet  by  applying  it  to  a  man.  In 
the  theatre  illicit  relations  as  such  involved 
no  penalty  whatever.  But  please  remark 
the  italicized  limitation.  The  notion  that 
actors  can  behave  wickedly  without  in- 
curring the  reprobation  of  their  col- 
leagues and  being  passed  over  and  re- 
placed by  better  conducted  substitutes 
when  any  are  available  is  a  vulgar  error. 
But  the  wickedness  must  be  real  wicked- 
ness, not  mere  disregard  of  the  law.  The 
result  is  that  the  standard  of  morals  on 
the  stage  is  in  some  important  aspects 
higher  than  it  is  outside  the  theatre,  where 
married  couples  regard  the  legal  tie  be- 
tween them  as  justifying  them  in  treating 
each  other  much  worse  than  they  dare 
treat  an  independent  stranger.  In  the  very 
important  matter  of  sexual  temperance  a 
marriage  licence  is  held  to  dispense  with 
it  as  completely  as  is  humanly  possible. 
But  it  is  impossible  to  keep  in  training  for 
stage  work  on  such  terms.  Behind  the 
scenes  self-preservation  unites  with  lay 
opinion  to  make  the  life  of  the  theatrical 
performer  in  many  respects  a  model 
which  might  be  followed  in  the  most 
straitlaced  suburb  with  considerable  ad- 
vantage to  its  matrimonial  morals. 

When  a  late  well-known  Roman 
Catholic  critic  declared  that  no  woman 
could  be  an  actress  and  ua  good  woman," 
he  was  perhaps  sufficiently  answered  by 
Robert  Buchanan,  who  exclaimed  "  What ! 
No  good  women  on  the  stage !  There  are 
thousands  of  them — and  only  about  six 
actresses."  When  Dumas  fits  publicly  as- 
sured a  young  lady  of  good  family  who 
wanted  to  become  an  actress  that  it  was 
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quite  out  of  the  question  for  a  person  in 
her  social  position,  and  when  Charles 
Dickens,  himself  an  incorrigible  actor, 
imposed  the  same  prohibition  on  his 
daughter,  they  were  expressing  a  class 
prejudice,  not  a  moral  one;  for  the  stage 
is  socially  quite  promiscuous.  As  no  extra 
money  is  attracted  to  the  payboxes  by  the 
social  standing  of  the  performers,  talent  is 
everything  and  pedigree  nothing.  You 
must  rub  shoulders  there  with  persons  of 
every  degree,  accepting  an  order  of  pre- 
cedence in  which  a  person  born  in  a 
caravan  may  be  paid  and  estimated  more 
highly  than  one  born  in  a  palace.  It  takes 
a  revolution  to  produce  such  a  state  of 
things  outside  the  theatre:  inside  it  is 
readymade  and  inevitable  from  the  nature 
of  the  institution. 

All  this  has  to  be  grasped  before  the 
lay  reader  can  understand  how  Ellen 
Terry  could  be  a  woman  of  very  excep- 
tional virtue  without  having  the  smallest 
respect  for  the  law.  She  did  not  care 
enough  about  it  to  have  even  a  prejudice 
against  it.  If  the  man  of  her  choice  was 
free,  she  married  him.  If  the  marriage  was 
not  a  success,  she  left  him.  She  had  many 
enduring  friendships,  some  transient 
fancies,  and  five  domestic  partnerships  of 
which  two  were  not  legalized,  though 
they  would  have  been  if  the  English  mar- 
riage law  had  been  decently  reasonable. 
She  was  not  in  the  least  what  is  called  a 
grande  amoureuse.  In  the  ordering  of  her 
life  there  was  nothing  of  the  infatuations 
and  extravagances,  the  reckless  expendi- 
ture, the  fantastic  equipment,  the  debts, 
the  jewels,  the  caprices,  the  menagerie 
of  strange  pet  animals  and  reptiles,  and 
all  the  other  affectations  and  fictions  by 
which  actresses'  press  agents  advertize 
their  mostly  sober  honest  industrious 
economical  and  monogamous  principals. 
Ellen  Terry  did  not  know  what  an  act- 
ress's press  agent  was.  And  she  was  no 
fool:  she  lived  and  died  within  her  means. 
She  was  certainly  no  skinflint:  she  would 


have  run  through  her  money  too  gener- 
ously if  she  had  not  given  it  to  business- 
like friends  to  keep  for  her;  but  she  died 
solvent,  an  honest  woman  with  no  vices. 

Emotionally  she  was  not  quite  so  for- 
tunate. She  ran  through  her  husbands, 
and  ended  as  her  own  mistress  and  no 
man's  housemate,  though  she  retained  the 
affection  of  her  first  husband,  who  was 
much  older  than  herself,  and  of  her  last, 
who  was  much  younger.  One  may  say 
that  her  marriages  were  adventures  and 
her  friendships  enduring.  And  all  these 
friendships  had  the  character  of  innocent 
love  affairs:  her  friends  were  her  lovers  in 
every  sense  except  the  technical  one;  and 
she  was  incapable  of  returning  their  re- 
gard coolly:  she  felt  either  warmly  or  not 
at  all.  And  yet  she  was  critical,  and  never 
lost  her  head  when  it  was  necessary  to 
keep  it.  Her  soft  side  was  her  mothering 
side,  her  sensitive  pity.  She  was  drawn  to 
men  of  brains  because  they  interested  her, 
and  because  she  was  very  conscious  of  the 
holes  left  in  her  mind  by  the  curious 
patchiness  of  theatrical  culture  and  the 
ladylike  ignorance  of  her  day;  yet  she 
could  not  resist  men  who  were  so  help- 
lessly outside  the  world  of  intellect  that 
their  devotion  to  her  was  childlike  and 
their  distress  at  being  repulsed  by  her 
more  than  she  could  bear  unless  they 
were  personally  repulsive  to  her.  She 
seemed  a  mass  of  incalculable  contradic- 
tions to  people  who  had  no  analytic  sense 
of  character,  and  expected  to  find  people 
either  All  Whites  or  All  Blacks.  But  she 
was  really  as  consistent  off  the  stage  as 
she  was  competent  on  it. 

It  must  be  noted  also  that  she  was  not 
stage-struck.  Her  parents  were  actors. 
Like  her  famous  contemporary  Madge 
Robertson  (Dame  Madge  Kendal)  she 
found  it  as  impossible  to  keep  off  the 
stage  as  it  is  for  many  stage-struck  out- 
siders to  get  on  it.  You  cannot  say  that 
Ellen  Terry,  like  Garrick  or  Irving,  was 
a  player  by  irresistible  vocation.  She  was 
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a  player  by  force  of  circumstances.  I  am 
not  sure  that  she  would  have  become  a 
professional  actress  if  she  had  not  been 
born  with  a  property  spoon  in  her  mouth. 
Her  natural  taste  was  for  pictorial  art,  not 
for  histrionics.  Her  first  husband  was  a 
great  painter.  She  left  the  stage  without 
hesitation  for  the  best  years  of  her  youth 
to  keep  house  on  £3  a  week  with  Edward 
William  Godwin,  a  distinguished  archi- 
tect with  a  craze  for  stage  pictures  and 
pageantry,  and  was  induced  to  return  to 
it  only  by  an  offer  of  £40  when  she  had 
two  children  to  provide  for.  Although 
she  was  soundly  skilled  in  the  technique 
of  her  profession  she  never  needed  to  per- 
form any  remarkable  feat  of  impersona- 
tion: the  spectators  would  have  resented 
it:  they  did  not  want  Ellen  Terry  to  be 
Olivia  Primrose:  they  wanted  Olivia 
Primrose  to  be  Ellen  Terry.  Her  com- 
bination of  beauty  with  sensitive  intelli- 
gence was  unique:  a  disguise  would  have 
been  intolerable.  Her  instinct  was  for 
beauty  and  for  sincerity:  she  had  only  to 
play  a  part  "straight,"  as  actors  say,  to 
transfigure  it  into  something  much  better 
than  its  raw  self.  But  she  could  take  this 
transfiguration  home  with  her  and  fascin- 
ate her  friends  with  it.  She  was  not  the 
sort  of  actress  who  is  a  genius  on  the 
stage  and  a  nobody  off  it.  She  could  do 
without  the  stage  both  as  artist  and 
woman.  In  her  letters  she  often  speaks  of 
wanting  work  and  having  to  earn  some 
money;  but  there  is  no  trace  of  the  desper- 
ate need  to  be  acting  at  any  cost  felt  by 
those  who  are  so  completely  specialized 
for  the  stage  that  they  hardly  exist  except 
in  fictitious  characters. 

This  is  almost  a  family  characteristic. 
Her  sister  Kate,  when  she  was  in  the  first 
rank  of  London  actresses,  retired  after 
marriage  apparently  without  hesitation 
or  regret.  Miss  Phyllis  Neilson  Terry, 
Ellen  Terry's  niece,  does  not  follow  up 
her  successes,  though  she  seems  to  have 
every  qualification  for  a  repetition  of  the 


career  of  her  aunt.  Ellen  Terry's  son, 
Edward  Gordon  Craig,  who  succeeded 
with  the  greatest  ease  as  an  actor,  cared 
so  little  for  acting  or  for  the  drama  that  he 
gave  up  acting  whilst  he  was  still  a  juven- 
ile, and  engaged  in  a  lifelong  struggle  to 
use  the  stage  as  a  frame  for  the  pictorial 
architecture  in  which  his  father  delighted. 

I  must  now  say  a  word  about  my  own 
theatrical  antecedents,  as  they  explain  the 
grudge  against  the  old  Lyceum  Theatre, 
against  Irving,  and  even  against  Ellen 
herself,  which  comes  out  so  strongly  in 
our  correspondence,  as  it  did  publicly 
and  in  presentably  measured  terms 
through  the  series  of  my  criticisms  in  The 
Saturday  Review  which  ran  alongside  the 
correspondence  during  its  main  period. 

From  my  birth  in  1856  to  my  Hegira 
to  London  in  1876,  I  lived  in  Dublin, 
where  the  theatre  had  hardly  altered,  ex- 
cept for  its  illumination  by  coal  gas,  since 
the  eighteenth  century.  There  were  two 
theatres:  the  Queen's,  which  was  then  not 
respectable  (I  visited  it,  at  most,  twice, 
perhaps  only  once),  and  the  old  Theatre 
Royal,  since  unhappily  burnt  down, 
which  maintained  a  stock  company  to 
support  the  stars  who  came  to  Dublin  on 
their  touring  circuits,  and  to  perform  the 
Christmas  pantomime  and  keep  the  house 
open  in  the  occasional  weeks  left  unfilled 
by  the  stars.  As  nobody  nowadays  has  the 
least  notion  of  what  the  old  stock  com- 
panies were  like,  and  as  my  own  plays  are 
written  largely  for  the  feats  of  acting  they 
aimed  at,  and  as  moreover  both  Ellen 
Terry  and  Irving  were  rooted  like  myself 
in  that  phase  of  the  evolution  of  the 
theatre,  I  may  as  well  say  a  word  or  two 
about  them. 

To  begin  with,  the  playgoers  of  their 
towns  grew  so  desperately  tired  of  them, 
and  so  hopelessly  unable  to  imagine  them 
to  be  any  but  their  too  familiar  selves, 
that  they  performed  in  an  atmosphere  of 
hatred  and  derision  which  few  of  their 
members  had  talent  or  charm  enough  to 
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conciliate.  The  modern  practice  of  select- 
ing for  the  performances  actors  and  act- 
resses suited  to  the  parts  they  had  to  play 
was  impossible:  the  stock  company  was  a 
readymade  cast  that  had  to  fit  all  plays, 
from  Hamlet  down  to  the  latest  bur- 
lesque; and  as  it  never  fitted  any  of  them 
completely,  and  seldom  fitted  at  all,  the 
casts  were  more  or  less  grotesque  misfits. 
This  system  did  not  develop  versatility: 
it  destroyed  it.  Every  member  of  the  com- 
pany except  the  utilities,  as  they  called  the 
worst  actors  who  got  parts  that  did  not 
matter,  had  his  or  her  specialty  or  "line." 
Thus  there  were  leading  juveniles  with 
an  age  limit  of  fifty.  There  were  walking 
gentlemen,  first  and  second  light  come- 
dians, first  and  second  low  comedians,  first 
and  second  old  men,  heavies  who  played 
all  the  villains,  and,  as  aforeaid,  utilities. 
There  were  leading  ladies  and  walk- 
ing ladies,  singing  chambermaids  (sou- 
brettes),  heavies  to  whom  Lady  Macbeth 
was  all  in  the  night's  work,  a  pair  of  old 
women  of  whom  one  played  the  great 
ladies  and  the  other  the  comic  landladies, 
and,  of  course,  female  utilities.  Each 
claimed  as  of  right  the  part  which  came 
nearest  to  his  or  her  specialty;  and  each 
played  all  his  or  her  parts  in  exactly  the 
same  way.  The  low  comedian  was  tradi- 
tionally cast  for  Roderigo;  and  Roderigo 
consequently  was  presented,  not  as  a 
foolish  Venetian  gentleman  about  town, 
but  as  a  clown.  The  king  in  Hamlet  and 
Ham  Peggotty  might  have  been  twins 
except  for  the  costume,  because  the  heavy 
man  had  to  play  Ham,  the  juveniles  being 
used  up  for  Copperfield  and  Steerforth. 
On  no  other  terms  could  stock  actors 
play  all  the  parts  that  had  to  be,  not 
studied,  but  "swallowed";  for  the  stars 
and  other  travelling  attractions  came  and 
went  week  after  week,  and  had  not  only 
to  be  "supported,"  but  eked  out  by  farces 
to  fill  up  what  the  playgoers  of  that  time 
demanded  as  a  sufficient  program.  At  my 
first  visit  to  the  theatre  I  saw  on  the  same 


evening  Tom  Taylor's  three-act  drama 
Plot  and  Passion  followed  by  a  complete 
Christmas  pantomime,  with  a  couple  of 
farces  as  hors-d'oeuvre.  Tom  Taylor's  Joan 
of  Arc  had  Massinger's  New  Way  to  Pay 
Old  Debts  as  a  curtain  raiser.  Under  such 
circumstances  serious  character  study  was 
impossible;  and  the  intensive  elaboration 
of  an  impersonation  which  an  actor  can 
achieve  when  he  can  repeat  his  perform- 
ance without  having  anything  else  to  do 
in  the  theatre  was  out  of  the  question. 
The  actress  learnt,  not  how  to  interpret 
plays,  but  how  to  appear  sweet  and 
gentle,  or  jealous  and  wicked,  or  funny, 
or  matronly,  or  deaf  and  palsied,  and  how 
to  make  up  her  face  and  wear  wigs.  The 
actor  learnt  how  to  appear  sprightly,  or 
romantic,  or  murderous,  or  bucolic,  or 
doddering,  and  to  make  funny  faces.  In 
addition  he  had  one  step  dance,  which  he 
displayed  annually  in  the  pantomime,  and 
one  combat,  which  served  for  all  stage 
duels. 

These  qualifications  are  not  to  be  de- 
spised. In  the  modern  cases  in  which  they 
have  been  lost  without  being  replaced  by 
any  discoverable  technical  qualifications 
at  all  they  may  well  be  sincerely  regretted. 
The  stock  actor,  with  his  conscientiously 
articulated  elocution  which  reached  the 
back  row  of  the  pit  effectively  (it  is  really 
more  satisfactory  to  hear  an  actor  say 
meechee-yah-eeld  and  know  that  he 
means  my  child  than  to  hear  him  say 
msha  and  wonder  what  on  earth  the  fel- 
low thinks  he  is  mumbling),  his  pompous 
entrance  which  invited  and  seized  the 
attention  of  the  audience,  his  momentous 
exit  on  the  last  word  of  his  last  speech 
(your  modern  novice  as  often  as  not 
finishes  in  the  middle  of  the  stage  and 
stops  the  play  until  the  audience  has 
enjoyed  the  spectacle  of  his  walking  to 
the  door),  could  plead  that  he  knew  the 
routine  of  his  business  and  did  not  need 
a  producer  to  teach  him  the  A.B.C.  of  it. 
But  only  those  who  have  seen  him,  as 
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I  have,  in  his  native  element,  and  lived 
to  witness  the  effect  of  entrusting  to  his 
skilled  hands  a  part  in  a  play  by  Ibsen, 
can  imagine  how  completely  he  could 
kill  the  dramatic  illusion  of  a  modern 
play. 

The  truth  is,  the  style  of  work  at  which 
he  aimed  was  wholly  rhetorical  and 
hyperbolical.  Actors  of  gigantic  or  in- 
tense personalities  could  carry  it  off;  but 
it  made  commonplace  actors  ridiculous, 
though  commonplace  actors  could  with 
ordinary  diligence  under  good  teachers 
acquire  its  technique  only  too  easily.  The 
teaching  could  give  them  style;  but  it 
could  not  give  them  taste  or  good  sense 
or  power,  without  which  style  is  an  affec- 
tation and  an  impertinence.  The  invari- 
able effectiveness  of  the  stock  actor  was  a 
worse  offence  than  the  ineffectiveness  of 
the  generation  which  supplanted  him,  be- 
cause it  enabled  and  even  obliged  him  to 
substitute  himself  for  his  part  in  and  out 
of  season.  His  blatant  force,  when  he  had 
any,  was  less  impressive  than  the  so-called 
"reserved  force"  of  his  comparatively 
impotent  successor,  who  made  a  merit  of 
either  having  no  force  to  reserve  or  not 
knowing  how  to  use  it.  When  he  was 
thrown  on  the  world  in  the  long  interval 
between  the  break-up  of  the  stock  system 
in  the  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  century 
and  the  beginnings  of  the  local  repertory 
theatres  in  the  twentieth,  his  plea  that  he 
knew  his  business,  far  from  recommend- 
ing him  to  the  managers  with  whom  he 
sought  employment,  only  sealed  his  fate 
as  a  plague  to  be  shunned  at  all  hazards. 

Conceive  me  then,  a  future  playwright, 
with  no  conscious  prevision  of  that  des- 
tiny, gathering  my  practical  knowledge 
of  the  stage  from  a  company  of  such 
actors  as  I  have  just  described  playing 
round  a  star  on  tour.  Of  the  English- 
speaking  stars  incomparably  the  greatest 
was  Barry  Sullivan,  who  was  in  his  prime 
when  I  was  in  my  teens,  the  last  of  the 
race  of  heroic  figures  which  had  domin- 


ated the  stage  since  die  palmy  Siddons- 
Kemble  days.  Ellen  Terry  shrank  from 
his  acting  as  from  a  display  of  pugilism  in 
which  his  trembling  supporters  had  no 
part  except  to  give  him  his  cues  and  be 
played  off  the  stage  by  him.  His  stage 
fights  in  Richard  III  and  Macbeth  ap- 
pealed irresistibly  to  a  boy  spectator  like 
myself:  I  remember  one  delightful  even- 
ing when  two  inches  of  Macbeth's  sword, 
a  special  fighting  sword  carried  in  that 
scene  only,  broke  off  and  whizzed  over 
the  heads  of  the  cowering  pit  (there  were 
no  stalls  then)  to  bury  itself  deep  in  the 
front  of  the  dress  circle  after  giving  those 
who  sat  near  its  trajectory  more  of  a  thrill 
than  they  had  bargained  for.  Barry  Sul- 
livan was  a  tall  powerful  man  with  a 
cultivated  resonant  voice:  his  stage  walk 
was  the  perfection  of  grace  and  dignity; 
and  his  lightning  swiftness  of  action,  as 
when  in  the  last  scene  of  Hamlet  he  shot 
up  the  stage  and  stabbed  the  king  four 
times  before  you  could  wink,  all  provided 
a  physical  exhibition  which  attracted 
audiences  quite  independently  of  the 
play.  To  John  Coleman  and  T.  C.  King 
and  other  provincial  stars  with  whom  he 
has  been  sometimes  ignorantly  classed 
by  London  stage  historians  he  was  as 
Hyperion  to  a  very  thirdrate  satyr.  He 
was  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  and  as  impos- 
ing; but  he  was  the  only  actor  I  ever 
heard  come  before  the  curtain  at  the  end 
of  a  play  to  apologize  for  having  acted 
badly.  He  had  opened  on  Monday  night 
in  Hamlet  (he  was  at  his  best  in  Hamlet 
and  Richelieu)  after  a  very  rough  passage 
from  Holyhead.  Certainly  some  of  the 
usual  charm  was  lacking;  but  only  very 
sensitive  Barry  Sullivan  connoisseurs 
could  have  noticed  it.  With  an  unanswer- 
able dignity  he  informed  the  applauding 
Dublin  playgoers  that  he  had  done  justice 
neither  to  them  nor  to  himself,  and 
begged  their  indulgence.  They  were  awe- 
struck; and  then  their  applause  had  a  note 
of  bewilderment;  for  most  of  them  had 


788 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


thought  it  all  very  splendid. 

Yet  this  great  actor — for  such  of  his 
kind  and  in  his  prime  he  was — had  no 
notion  of  what  we  now  require  as  artistic 
production.  He  went  into  a  provincial 
theatre  as  into  a  rag  and  bottle  shop;  made 
them  drag  out  the  old  scenes  that  the 
people  of  the  town  had  seen  hundreds  of 
times  in  all  sorts  of  plays;  and,  by  sum- 
mary methods  that  involved  a  good  deal 
of  swearing  and  bullying,  drilled  the  stock 
company  in  a  day's  rehearsal  into  giving 
him  his  cues  and  playing  up  to  his  strokes 
of  stage  business  that  night.  At  first  he 
brought  with  him  nothing  but  his  cos- 
tumes and  swords.  Later  on,  he  travelled 
with  a  fairly  good  looking  young  leading 
lady  (possibly  in  consequence  of  an  ex- 
perience with  a  local  Ophelia  who  re- 
duced me  to  such  paroxysms  of  laughter 
that  I  narrowly  escaped  ejection  from  the 
theatre)  and  an  old  actor,  Cathcart,  who 
had  supported  Charles  Kean,  and  who, 
as  Richmond  or  Macduff,  got  the  worst 
of  all  the  stage  fights  except  the  final  fatal 
thrust  under  the  arm,  and  who  relieved 
the  star  of  the  worst  drudgery  of  rehearsal 
when  advancing  age  compelled  him  to 
husband  his  still  mighty  forces.  In  spite 
of  this  relief  and  of  his  haughty  sobriety 
and  irreproachable  private  life  Barry 
Sullivan  died  paralysed,  exhausted  by  the 
impossible  task  of  being  superhuman  for 
six  nights  in  every  week;  for,  clever  as  he 
was  technically,  he  revelled  in  his  work 
too  keenly  to  keep  within  the  limits  of 
that  passionless  science  of  acting  which 
enabled  Salvini  to  make  his  audiences 
imagine  him  a  volcano  in  eruption  when 
he  was  in  sober  fact  hardly  moving,  and 
Coquelin,  without  turning  a  hair,  to  get 
through  a  night's  work  that  would  have 
worn  most  of  our  actors  to  rags  or  driven 
them  to  stimulants  to  pull  them  through. 

Had  I  passed  my  boyhood  in  London 
I  should  have  seen  nothing  of  the  very 
important  side  of  stage  art  represented  by 
Barry  Sullivan's  acting.  He  had  appeared 


there  with  Helen  Faucit  as  Hamlet  at  the 
Haymarket  Theatre,  and  been  hailed  by 
The  Times  as  the  leading  legitimate  actor 
of  the  British  stage.  But  when  he  found, 
as  Irving  found  later,  that  this  meant 
being  skinned  alive  by  the  London  land- 
lords, he  shook  the  dust  of  London  off 
his  feet,  and,  first  in  Australia  and  then 
in  the  English  provinces  and  in  Ireland 
and  Scotland,  set  to  work  with  a  fixed  de- 
termination that,  however  scanty  the  audi- 
ence, whoever  once  saw  him  act  would 
come  again.  He  soon  secured  crowded 
houses  every  night,  and  died  leaving 
£100,000  at  about  the  age  at  which  Irving 
had  to  abandon  his  London  theatre  penni- 
less and  fall  back  on  America  and  the 
provinces.  Had  Barry  Sullivan  produced 
Shakespear's  plays  as  handsomely  as  Irv- 
ing did  at  the  Lyceum  they  would  not 
have  drawn  an  extra  farthing  (for  a  theatre 
can  be  no  more  than  full)  and  he  would 
have  had  to  spend  much  more  money  on 
them. 

I  certainly  learnt  nothing  from  Barry 
Sullivan's  exploits  of  how  far  the  grand 
style  in  acting  can  be  carried  by  women. 
Most  fortunately  for  me,  however,  a  visit 
was  paid  to  Dublin  by  Adelaide  Ristori, 
who  completed  my  education  in  this  re- 
spect, besides  convincing  me  that  an 
Italian  stock  company,  when  the  novelty 
of  its  foreign  conventions  wears  off,  can 
become  even  more  unbearably  stale  than 
an  English  one.  The  nearest  English  ap- 
proach to  a  tragic  actress  was  Ada  Cav- 
endish, whose  performance  as  Wilkie 
Collins's  New  Magdalen  made  an  extra- 
ordinary impression;  but  she  only  flashed 
across  the  sky  and  vanished,  leaving  no 
successor  until  Janet  Achurch  arrived  fif- 
teen years  later  and  inaugurated  the  Ibsen 
movement.  Both  of  them,  like  Edmund 
Kean,  Robson,  and  many  others,  called 
to  their  aid  powers  that  destroyed  them. 
Ellen  Terry  did  not  visit  Dublin,  and  was 
only  a  name  to  me  when  I  came  to  Lon- 
don in  1876;  but  everything  that  the  per- 
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fection  of  technical  accomplishment  could 
do  with  youth,  cleverness,  wit,  and  irre- 
sistible charm  in  drawing-room  drama 
was  demonstrated  by  Madge  Robertson, 
who  came  with  Buckstone  and  the  entire 
Haymarket  company  from  London,  and 
struck  the  first  shattering  blow  at  our 
poor  old  stock  company. 

The  stock  company  was  hard  enough 
to  bear  when  there  was  no  alternative; 
but  when  the  London  successes  began 
touring  through  the  provinces  and  the 
Irish  and  Scottish  capitals,  and  were,per- 
formed  there  not  as  now  by  secondrate 
companies  giving  a  mechanical  imitation 
of  the  original  London  production,  but 
by  the  London  cast  which  had  created  the 
success,  the  stock  companies  fell  dead  at 
their  impact.  To  say  that  they  perished 
unwept,  unhonored,  and  unsung  would 
be  to  give  only  the  faintest  idea  of  their 
death  and  damnation.  When  we  who  had 
seen  them  scrambling  anyhow  through 
all  sorts  of  plays  in  the  way  I  have  tried 
to  describe  first  saw  finished  acting,  care- 
ful production,  thorough  identification  of 
the  performers  with  parts  for  which  they 
had  been  carefully  selected  as  suitable, 
with  new  faces,  new  voices,  new  clothes, 
and  new  scenery,  a  return  to  the  stock 
company  was  impossible. 

And  now  I  come  to  the  link  between 
all  this  theatrical  history  and  the  present 
volume.  Among  these  London  successes 
which  brought  London  productions  un- 
changed to  Dublin  was  a  play  called  The 
Two  Roses,  by  Albery.  One  of  the  char- 
acters was  a  selfish  old  humbug  named 
Digby  Grant.  It  made  the  success  of  the 
piece  by  a  certain  egotistical  intensity, 
sinister  and  yet  dignified  in  its  indignity, 
which  was  not  in  the  play  but  in  the  actor: 
an  actor  with  a  tall  thin  figure,  which  if 
it  could  not  be  convicted  of  grotesqueness 
was  certainly  indescribably  peculiar,  and 
a  voice  which  was  dependent  so  much  on 
the  resonance  of  a  cavernous  nose  that  it 
was,  compared  to  the  powerful  and  musi- 


cal chest  voice  of  Barry  Sullivan,  a  highly 
cultivated  neigh.  His  name  was  Henry 
Irving.  I  instinctively  felt  that  a  new 
drama  inhered  in  this  man,  though  I  had 
then  no  conscious  notion  that  I  was  des- 
tined to  write  it;  and  I  perceive  now  that 
I  never  forgave  him  for  baffling  the  plans 
I  made  for  him  (always,  be  it  remembered, 
unconsciously).  His  stage  disguise  was  so 
perfect  that  I  did  not  even  know  that  he 
was  still  a  young  man:  indeed  the  one 
effect  he  never  could  produce  on  the  stage 
was  a  youthful  effect:  his  Romeo  was  no 
younger  than  his  Digby  Grant.  He  was 
utterly  unlike  anyone  else:  he  could  give 
importance  and  a  noble  melancholy  to  any 
sort  of  drivel  that  was  put  into  his  mouth; 
and  it  was  this  melancholy,  bound  up  with 
an  impish  humor,  which  forced  the  spec- 
tator to  single  him  out  as  a  leading  figure 
with  an  inevitability  that  I  never  saw 
again  in  any  other  actor  until  it  rose  from 
Irving's  grave  in  the  person  of  a  name- 
less cinema  actor  who  afterwards  became 
famous  as  Charlie  Chaplin.  Here,  I  felt,  is 
something  that  leaves  the  old  stage  and 
its  superstitions  and  staleness  completely 
behind,  and  inaugurates  a  new  epoch  in 
the  theatre. 

The  theatrical  system  to  which  the 
stock  company  belonged  decomposed  and 
broke  up;  and  when  I  came  to  London  it 
seemed  to  recede  into  a  remote  provincial 
past.  I  hastened  to  the  famous  little  theatre 
off  Tottenham  Court  Road,  where  the 
Scala  Theatre  now  stands,  to  see  the  Cup 
and  Saucer  drama  of  Robertson  handled 
by  the  Bancrofts.  The  play  I  hit  on  was 
Ours;  and  in  it  I  saw  Ellen  Terry  for  the 
first  time.  She  left  on  me  an  impression 
of  waywardness:  of  not  quite  fitting  into 
her  part  and  not  wanting  to;  and  she  gave 
no  indication  of  her  full  power,  for  which 
the  part  afforded  no  scope.  As  her  por- 
traits had  prepared  me  to  find  her  in- 
teresting and  singular  (I  have  never  been 
susceptible  to  mere  prettiness)  I  was  less 
struck  than  I  should  have  been  if  she  had 
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been  quite  new  to  me.  It  was  not  until  I 
saw  her  in  New  Men  and  Old  Acres, 
which  was  made  a  success  by  her  per- 
formance as  The  Two  Roses  had  been 
made  a  success  by  Irving's,  that  I  was 
completely  conquered  and  convinced  that 
here  was  the  woman  for  the  new  drama 
which  was  still  in  the  womb  of  Time, 
waiting  for  Ibsen  to  impregnate  it.  If  ever 
there  were  two  artists  apparently  marked 
out  by  Nature  to  make  a  clean  break  with 
an  outworn  past  and  create  a  new  stage 
world  they  were  Ellen  Terry  and  Henry 
Irving.  Nobody  can  really  understand  my 
correspondence  with  Ellen  Terry  twenty 
years  later  without  grasping  this  situation. 
What  actually  happened  was  an  anti- 
climax which  in  its  public  aspect  was  a 
glorious  success  for  both  of  them.  Irving 
fascinated  London  in  a  play  called  The 
Bells  under  an  oldfashioned  management. 
His  success  was  so  great  and  so  entirely 
personal  that  he  was  able  to  lift  the  theatre 
out  of  the  grip  of  his  manager  and  take  its 
professional  destiny  into  his  own  hands 
with  all  shackles  cast  off  from  his  art,  in 
the  position  as  head  of  the  English  stage 
which  he  held  almost  unchallenged  for 
thirty  years.  The  earliest  notable  use  he 
made  of  his  freedom  was  to  engage  Ellen 
Terry  as  his  leading  lady.  It  was  his  first 
and  last  enlightened  stroke  of  policy.  For 
he  immediately  turned  back  to  the  old 
Barry  Sullivan  repertory  of  mutilated 
Shakespear  and  Bulwer  Lytton,  to  which 
he  actually  added  The  Iron  Chest  of  the 
obsolete  Colman.  From  the  public  point 
of  view  he  never  looked  back:  from  my 
point  of  view  he  never  looked  forward. 
As  far  as  the  drama  was  concerned  he  was 
more  oldfashioned  than  the  oldest  of  his 
predecessors,  and  apparently  more  illiter- 
ate than  the  most  ignorant  of  them.  The 
taste  and  judgment  which  enabled  him  to 
achieve  so  much  beauty  and  dignity  in 
scenery  and  costume  and  to  rid  his  theatre 
of  all  the  old  vulgarities  when  he  had 
Ellen  Terry  to  reveal  such  possibilities  to 


him  did  not  extend  to  literature.  He 
seemed  the  most  pedantic  of  elocution- 
ists, because  his  peculiar  nasal  method 
of  securing  resonance  obliged  him  to 
pronounce  our  English  diphthongs  as 
vowels;  and  though  he  delivered  Shake- 
spear's  lines  (what  he  left  of  them)  like 
one  who  had  a  sense  of  their  music  he 
would  cut  a  purple  passage  even  out  of  his 
own  parts  quite  callously.  If  any  doubts 
remain  as  to  whether  an  actor  who  could 
look  so  profoundly  and  venerably  schol- 
arly did  not  know  the  difference  between 
Colman  and  Shakespear,  much  less  be- 
tween Shakespear's  poetry  and  Shake- 
spear's  verbiage,  a  glance  at  his  acting 
version  of  King  Lear  will  dispel  them.  His 
henchmen  Bram  Stoker  and  L.  F.  Austin 
wrote  his  letters  for  him;  for  he  did  not 
know  how  much  more  creditable  to  him 
were  his  own  simple  and  natural  com- 
positions than  their  displays  of  cleverness. 
He  took  no  interest  in  the  drama  as  such: 
a  play  was  to  him  a  length  of  stuff  neces- 
sary to  his  appearance  on  the  stage,  but 
so  entirely  subordinate  to  that  consum- 
mation that  it  could  be  cut  to  his  measure 
like  a  roll  of  cloth.  Of  the  theatre  at  large 
he  knew  almost  nothing;  for  he  never  left 
his  own  stage.  I  am  exaggerating  when  I 
say  that  he  regarded  an  author  as  a  person 
whose  business  it  was  to  provide  plays 
at  five  shillings  an  act,  and,  in  emergen- 
cies, to  write  the  fifth  act  whilst  the  fourth 
was  being  performed;  and  yet,  in  spite 
of  his  intercourse  with  Tennyson,  Traill, 
Wills,  and  Comyns  Carr,  I  believe  that 
this  caricature  of  his  attitude  gives  a  juster 
impression  of  it  than  any  statement  of  the 
sober  facts.  He  composed  his  acting  with 
extraordinary  industry  and  minuteness: 
his  Matthias  in  The  Bells  and  his  Charles  I 
were  wonderful  mosaics  of  bits  of  acting 
thought  out  touch  by  touch.  His  Macaire 
and  Louis  XI  will  hardly  be  surpassed: 
they  were  limit  achievements  in  their 
genre.  Even  in  his  Shakespearean  impos- 
tures (for  such  they  were)  there  were  un- 
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forgettable  moments.  But  he  composed 
his  parts  not  only  without  the  least  con- 
sideration for  the  play  as  a  whole,  or  even 
for  the  character  as  portrayed  by  the 
author  (he  always  worked  out  some  fancy 
of  his  own),  but  without  any  for  the  un- 
fortunate actors  whom  he  employed  to 
support  him.  A  great  deal  of  that  absence 
of  vulgarity  which  I  have  noted  as  char- 
acteristic of  his  management  was  secured 
by  the  simple  method  of  not  allowing 
his  company  to  act.  He  worked  hard  to 
make  them  do  what  he  wanted  for  his 
own  effects;  but  if  they  tried  to  make  inde- 
pendent effects  of  their  own,  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  spoil  them  by  tricks  of  stage 
management.  In  this  way  he  threw  on 
himself  the  enormous  burden  of  attracting 
the  public  single-handed.  He  achieved  the 
celebrated  feat  of  performing  Hamlet  with 
the  part  of  Hamlet  omitted  and  all  the 
other  parts  as  well,  substituting  for  it  and 
for  them  the  fascinating  figure  of  Henry 
Irving,  which  for  many  years  did  not  pall 
on  his  audience,  and  never  palled  on 
himself.  If  those  present  could  have 
remembered  Barry  Sullivan's  Hamlet  in 
the  eighteen-sixties  or  foreseen  Forbes- 
Robertson's  Hamlet  of  the  eighteen- 
nineties  some  of  them  might  have  said  that 
Irving's  Hamlet  was  neither  skilled  classic 
acting  nor  Shakespear's  Hamlet,  and  that 
compared  to  Sullivan  he  was  a  limp  duffer 
and  compared  to  Robertson  a  freak;  but 
most  of  them  would  have  paid  their 
money  none  the  less  to  enjoy  the  per- 
formance as  an  avatar  of  Henry  Irving. 

When  I  use  the  word  duffer  I  mean  that 
when  he  began  to  play  heroic  parts  he  had 
neither  the  physique  nor  the  technique 
needed  for  this  sort  of  work,  in  which  the 
actor  must  persuade  the  audience  that  he 
is  sustaining  bodily  and  vocal  exertions 
which  are,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  physically 
impossible.  When  Salvini  electrified  Lon- 
don with  his  Othello,  Irving  had  a  golden 
opportunity  of  finding  out  how  this  can 
be  done  by  a  study  of  the  Italian  actor's 


very  scientific  methods;  but  he  flatly  re- 
fused to  avail  himself  of  it,  whereat  Sal- 
vini was  somewhat  shocked.  International 
courtesy  apart,  Irving  was  probably  right 
in  classing  himself  with  the  unteachables 
who  have  to  find  and  go  their  own  way 
rather  than  with  the  apprehensive  geni- 
uses who  learn  from  everything  and 
everybody. 

I,  being  interested  in  the  technique  of 
acting,  and  having  learned  from  Barry 
Sullivan,  Ristori,  and  Salvini,  what  could 
be  done  in  the  grand  school,  was  very 
conscious  of  Irving's  technical  shortcom- 
ings, and  greatly  relieved  when,  on  his 
production  of  The  Lady  of  Lyons,  I 
found  that  he  had  at  last  learnt  the  limita- 
tions of  the  stage  and  of  human  faculty 
on  it.  Except  for  an  occasional  relapse 
into  whinnying,  he  was  maintaining  his 
dignity  and  allowing  the  imagination  of 
the  audience  to  do  its  proper  share  of  the 
work.  Later  on  I  saw  him  as  Macbeth,  his 
first  assumption  of  which  had  provoked 
something  like  a  storm  of  derision  from 
the  unconverted.  I  found  it  a  performance 
of  refined  beauty.  It  was  not  any  conceiv- 
able historical  Macbeth;  but  then  neither 
is  Shakespear's.  And  I  have  not  the  faint- 
est recollection  of  any  other  figure  in  the 
play,  from  which  I  infer  that  Ellen  Terry 
cannot  have  played  Lady  Macbeth  on  that 
occasion,  nor  of  any  particular  scene  ex- 
cept the  banquet  scene,  in  which  the  vio- 
lence of  Macbeth's  defiance  of  Banquo's 
ghost  was  rather  ridiculously  beyond  the 
actor's  resources;  but  still  his  perform- 
ance was  a  fine  piece  of  work  within 
its  limits.  Mr  Gordon  Craig's  idolatrous 
memoir  of  Irving,  though  its  judgments 
are  invalidated  by  the  misfortune  that  the 
author  had  no  external  standards  except 
those  set  him  by  Irving  himself,  gives  the 
most  vivid  extant  pen-portrait  of  him 
both  as  actor  and  man. 

To  me,  however,  Irving's  thirty  years 
at  the  Lyceum,  though  a  most  impos- 
ing episode  in  the  history  of  the  English 
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theatre,  were  an  exasperating  waste  of  the 
talent  of  the  two  artists  who  had  seemed 
to  me  peculiarly  fitted  to  lift  the  theatre 
out  of  its  old  ruts  and  head  it  towards  un- 
explored regions  of  drama.  With  Lyceum 
Shakespear  I  had  no  patience.  Shakespear, 
even  in  his  integrity,  could  not  satisfy  the 
hungry  minds  whose  spiritual  and  intel- 
lectual appetites  had  been  whetted  and 
even  created  by  Ibsen;  and  Shakespear  in 
his  integrity  was  then  unknown  in  the 
theatre,  and  remained  so  until  William 
Poel  and  Harley  Granville-Barker  redis- 
covered-and  revived  him.  The  shreds  and 
patches  which  Irving  and  his  predecessors 
tore  out  of  his  plays  and  tacked  crudely 
together  for  performances  which  were  in- 
terrupted four  or  five  times  by  intolerable 
intervals,  during  which  the  women  in  the 
audience  sat  in  silent  boredom  whilst  the 
men  wandered  about  the  corridors  and  re- 
freshment bars,  were  endurable  only  by 
people  who,  knowing  no  better,  thought 
they  were  assisting  at  a  very  firstrate 
solemnization,  and  were  helped  by  that 
illusion  to  persuade  themselves  that  they 
were  enjoying  the  best  that  a  great  insti- 
tution and  two  great  performers  could  do 
for  them.  I  knew  better.  Irving,  wasting 
his  possibilities  in  costly  Bardicide,  was 
wasting  Ellen  Terry's  as  well.  Her  only 
rival  as  a  Shakespearean  actress  was  the 
great  Ada  Crehan  (who  by  a  printer's 
error  became  famous  as  Ada  C.  Rehan); 
and  her  genius  too  was  being  wasted  by 
Augustin  Daly,  another  master-mutilator 
of  the  unfortunate  playwright  whom  he 
professed  to  adore.  But  as  Daly  did  not 
himself  act,  his  hackings  and  hewings 
were  very  largely  addressed  to  the  object 
of  taking  all  the  good  lines  out  of  the 
other  parts  and  adding  them  to  Ada 
Rehan's;  and  she  spoke  them  so  har- 
moniously that  when  listening  to  her  it 
was  impossible  to  care  much  about  any- 
thing but  the  mere  music  of  her  voice 
and  Shakespear's,  whereas  at  the  Lyceum 
Irving's  peculiarities  were  the  first  con- 


sideration. To  him  professionally  Ellen 
Terry  was  only  the  chief  ornament  of  his 
theatre.  Besides,  his  method  was  so  slow 
that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  act  with 
him.  She  had  to  stop  too  often  and  wait 
too  long  to  sustain  her  part  continuously 
when  he  was  on  the  stage. 

All  this  enraged  me.  I  can  keep  my 
temper  as  well  as  most  people;  for  my 
double  training  as  a  critic  of  highly  sensi- 
tive living  persons  and  a  propagandist  of 
seditious,  not  to  say  subversive,  political 
views,  kept  me  constantly  on  my  guard 
against  letting  my  temper  get  the  better 
of  me  or  my  manners  the  worse  of  me:  in 
short,  against  the  least  indulgence  of  per- 
sonal malice.  Besides,  I  am  tolerant  in 
matters  of  morals  which  provoke  most 
people  to  censoriousness;  for  to  me  a 
great  deal  of  current  morality  is  unsound 
and  mischievous.  But  when  questions  of 
art  are  concerned  I  am  really  malicious. 
Retrogressive  art  and  wasted  or  unworth- 
ily used  talent  (the  theatre  is  full  of  both) 
make  me  aware  that  I  am  capable  of  some- 
thing as  near  to  hatred  as  any  emotion 
can  be  that  has  no  taint  of  fear  in  it. 
This  correspondence  shews  how,  because 
Irving  would  not  put  his  peculiar  talent 
at  the  service  of  the  new  and  intensely 
interesting  development  of  the  drama 
which  had  begun  with  Ibsen,  and  because 
he  wasted  not  only  his  own  talent  but 
Ellen's,  I  destroyed  her  belief  in  him  and 
gave  shape  and  consciousness  to  her  sense 
of  having  her  possibilities  sterilized  by 
him.  Then  her  position  became  unbear- 
able; and  she  broke  loose  from  the  Ogre's 
castle,  as  I  called  it,  only  to  find  that  she 
had  waited  too  long  for  his  sake,  and  that 
her  withdrawal  was  rather  a  last  service 
to  him  than  a  first  to  herself. 

The  castle  did  not  long  survive  her  de- 
parture. Irving,  himself  poorer  and  the 
landlords  of  the  Lyceum  Theatre  richer 
than  when  he  entered  it,  went  to  the  pro- 
vinces to  exploit  his  great  reputation  and 
retrieve  his  fortunes  as  Barry  Sullivan  had 
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built  his  up.  When  he  died,  he  was  buried 
as  a  prince  of  the  theatre,  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  with  only  one  dissenting  voice, 
which  I,  by  good  luck,  succeeded  in  silen- 
cing. His  singleness  of  interest  and  pur- 
pose, his  industry,  his  imagination,  and  his 
intensity  had  triumphed  over  his  ignor- 
ance and  self-sought  isolation,  and  almost 
made  qualities  of  them,  forcing  his  audi- 
ences to  attribute  to  him  every  talent,  every 
dignity,  and  every  accomplishment.  Those 
who  understood  the  art  of  the  theatre 
and  knew  his  limitations  could  challenge 
him  on  every  point  except  one;  and  that 
one  was  his  eminence.  Even  to  call  him 
eminent  belittles  his  achievement:  he  was 
pre-eminent.  He  was  not  pre-eminent  in 
or  for  this,  that,  or  the  other  talent  or 
faculty:  his  pre-eminence  was  abstract  and 
positive:  a  quality  in  itself  and  in  himself 
so  powerful  that  it  carried  him  to  West- 
minster Abbey.  Unlike  Macready,  Forbes- 
Robertson,  and  many  of  the  best  actors, 
he  was  stagestruck,  and  cared  for  nothing 
but  acting:  a  craze  and  a  limitation  if  you 
will,  but  one  which  saved  him  from  being 
half  ashamed  of  his  profession,  as  Shake- 
spear  (the  actor  as  distinct  from  the  author) 
was,  and  thus  enabled  him  finally  to  ex- 
tort from  the  Government  for  his  art  the 
same  official  recognition  which  was  ac- 
corded as  a  matter  of  course  to  painting 
and  music. 

Ellen  Terry,  not  at  all  stagestruck,  was 
extremely  unlike  Irving.  She  had  had  her 
professional  technique  hammered  into  her 
in  her  childhood  by  Mrs  Charles  Kean, 
who  would  sit  in  the  gallery  and  see  to  it 
that  every  word  of  Ellen's  reached  her 
there.  Thus  she  had  skill  at  the  back  of 
her  beauty  and  charm.  Success  came  to 
her  without  the  asking.  She  never  had  to 
struggle,  like  Irving,  against  derision  and 
dislike.  The  few  and  insignificant  at- 
tempts that  were  made  to  caricature  her 
were  hopeless  misfires,  whereas  caricature 
alone  could  give  a  truthful  impression  of 
Irving.  The  posthumous  statue  of  him 


outside  the  National  Portrait  Gallery  in 
London,  though  possibly  quite  accurate 
in  its  measurements,  gives  no  notion  of 
what  he  was  like;  and  even  the  portrait 
by  Millais  is  only  Irving  carefully  drest 
up  to  be  as  unlike  himself  as  possible,  the 
ghostly  impression  of  his  Philip  II  by 
Whistler  being  more  suggestive  of  him 
than  either.  Artists  were  so  eager  to  do 
Ellen  Terry  justice,  and  found  it  so  diffi- 
cult, that  they  had  neither  the  time  nor  the 
desire  to  mock  her.  All  this  smoothing  of 
her  path  had  its  disadvantages.  She  was 
not  hardened  and  given  the  grim  but  in- 
valuable quality  of  tenacity  by  having  to 
struggle  with  an  implacable  resistance. 
Her  value  was  so  promptly  and  easily  ad- 
mitted that  she  did  not  realize  it  herself  at 
all  fully.  I  have  already  said  that  she  trifled 
with  her  career  by  leaving  the  stage  for 
years  to  devote  herself  to  Godwin,  an 
eminent  architect  in  full  practice  outside 
the  theatre.  Irving  would  not  have  left  the 
stage  for  a  night  to  spend  it  with  Helen 
of  Troy.  She  squandered  herself  on  all 
sorts  of  people  and  all  sorts  of  interests 
until  she  lost  the  habit  and  power  of 
mental  concentration  to  such  an  extent 
that  the  slightest  distraction  made  her  for- 
get her  lines  on  the  stage.  She  told  me 
once  that  her  memory  was  all  right,  but 
that  if  on  the  stage  she  saw  the  smallest 
thing  (she  instanced  a  matchbox)  that  had 
not  been  in  exactly  the  same  place  the 
night  before,  it  interested  her  so  much 
that  everything  else  at  once  went  out  of 
her  head.  Her  sister  Kate  told  me  im- 
patiently that  Ellen  could  learn  her  parts 
well  enough  if  she  chose,  but  preferred 
to  scatter  her  mind  before  the  girls  who 
crowded  up  to  her  to  adore  her.  She  was 
physically  restless:  when  I  reproached  her 
for  fidgeting  she  said  "Do  you  know,  I 
have  no  weight  on  the  stage:  unless  I  have 
heavy  robes  I  cant  keep  on  the  ground." 
She  literally  did  not  think  enough  of 
herself:  that  was  why  her  greatest  self- 
squandering  of  all,  her  devotion  of  her- 
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self  to  the  support  of  Irving  at  the  Lyceum 
Theatre,  did  not  until  it  was  too  late  pre- 
sent itself  to  her  otherwise  than  as  a  quite 
eligible  professional  opportunity. 

And  so,  in  the  end,  my  early  vision  of 
the  two  as  ideal  instruments  for  a  new 
drama  did  not  come  true. 

When  reading  the  letters  which  follow 
it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  long  and 
intimate  correspondence  can  occur  only 
between  people  who  never  meet  one  an- 
other. Swift's  journal  to  Stella  would  not 
have  been  written  if  they  had  met  every 
day  as  Ellen  Terry  and  Irving  did,  in- 
stead of  living  in  separate  islands.  Ellen 
and  I  lived  within  twenty  minutes  of  each 
other's  doorstep,  and  yet  lived  in  different 
worlds:  she  in  a  theatre  that  was  a  cen- 
tury behind  the  times,  and  I  in  a  political 
society  (the  Fabian)  a  century  ahead  of 
them.  We  were  both  too  busy  to  have 
any  personal  intercourse  except  with  the 
people  we  were  working  with.  Our  corre- 
spondence began  when  I  was  a  profes- 
sional critic  of  music  through  a  move  she 
made  to  help  a  young  musician  in  whom 
she  was  interested.  Now  critics,  like  den- 
tists, are  a  good  deal  occupied  in  hurting 
sensitive  people  in  sensitive  places;  and 
as  they  have  to  do  it  in  an  entertaining 
manner,  which  no  doubt  gives  them  an 
air  of  enjoying  it,  they  produce  an  im- 
pression of  Sadism.  And  so  I,  being  a 
critic,  and,  I  hope,  an  entertaining  one, 
had  been  classed  by  Ellen  Terry  as  an  un- 
amiable  person.  This  was  fortunate  for 
me,  because  instead  of  having  to  live  up 
to  an  exalted  estimate  of  my  merits  I  had 
only  to  be  commonly  civil  and  helpful  to 
produce  a  surprised  and  pleased  reaction 
in  my  favor.  Finding  her  delightful  as  a 
correspondent,  and  having  some  gifts  in 
that  way  myself,  I  improved  the  oppor- 
tunity to  such  purpose  that  we  presently 
became  occupied  with  one  another  in  a 
paper  courtship,  which  is  perhaps  the 
pleasantest,  as  it  is  the  most  enduring,  of 
all  courtships.  We  both  felt  instinctively 


that  a  meeting  might  spoil  it,  and  would 
certainly  alter  it  and  bring  it  into  conflict 
with  other  personal  relationships.  And  so 
I  hardly  ever  saw  her,  except  across  the 
footlights,  until  the  inevitable  moment  at 
last  arrived  when  we  had  to  meet  daily  at 
the  rehearsals  of  the  play  I  wrote  for  her: 
Captain  Brassbound's  Conversion.  By 
that  time  Irving  had  passed  out  of  her  life, 
and  indeed  out  of  his  own;  and  Ellen's 
heart  was  for  the  moment  vacant.  I  could 
not  help  speculating  as  to  the  possibility 
of  my  filling  the  vacancy.  But  Providence 
had  other  views.  At  our  first  serious  meet- 
ing in  the  rehearsal  room  at  the  Court 
Theatre,  Ellen  and  I  were  talking  together 
before  business  began  when  the  door 
opened,  and  a  young  American  actor, 
James  Carew,  who  had  been  engaged  to 
play  the  part  of  Captain  Hamlin  Kearney, 
came  in.  "Who  is  that?"  said  Ellen,  look- 
ing at  him  with  quick  interest.  "That's 
the  American  captain"  I  answered.  With- 
out an  instant's  hesitation  she  sailed  across 
the  room;  put  Mr  Carew  in  her  pocket  (so 
to  speak);  and  married  him.  The  lucky 
captive  naturally  made  no  resistance;  and 
some  of  the  letters  in  this  volume  shew 
how  far  the  marriage  was  successful, 
though  I  cannot  believe  that  James  had 
any  choice  of  his  own  in  the  matter.  I  was 
awestruck;  for  I  had  not  believed  it  pos- 
sible for  even  the  most  wonderful  of 
women  to  choose  her  man  at  a  single 
glance  and  bear  him  off  before  he  had 
time  to  realize  who  she  was.  Shooting  a 
lion  at  sight  is  child's  play  in  comparison, 
because  it  does  not  matter  which  lion  it 
happens  to  be:  if  you  do  not  kill  it,  it  may 
kill  you;  so — bang!  But  it  matters  very 
much  which  man  it  is  when  marriage  is  in 
question;  and  so  swift  a  decision  by  a 
huntress  who,  far  from  being  promiscu- 
ous in  her  attachments,  was  highly  fastidi- 
ous, made  me  marvel  and  say  to  myself 
"There,  but  for  the  grace  of  God,  goes 
Bernard  Shaw." 

After  the  play  was  disposed  of  our 
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meetings  were  few,  and  all  accidental.  One 
of  these  chance  meetings  was  on  a  sum- 
mer day  in  the  country  near  Elstree, 
where  I  came  upon  a  crowd  of  people  at 
work  on  a  cinema  film.  Ellen  Terry  was 
there,  acting  the  heroine.  She  was  aston- 
ishingly beautiful.  She  had  passed  through 
that  middle  phase,  so  trying  to  handsome 
women,  of  matronly  amplitude,  and  was 
again  tall  and  slender,  with  a  new  delicacy 
and  intensity  in  her  saddened  expression. 
She  was  always  a  little  shy  in  speaking  to 
me;  for  talking,  hampered  by  material  cir- 
cumstances, is  awkward  and  unsatisfac- 
tory after  the  perfect  freedom  of  writing 
between  people  who  can  write.  She  asked 
me  why  I  did  not  give  her  some  work  in 
the  theatre.  "I  do  not  expect  leading 
parts"  she  said:  "I  am  too  old.  I  am  quite 
willing  to  play  a  charwoman.  I  should  like 
to  play  a  charwoman."  "What  would  be- 
come of  the  play?"  I  said.  "Imagine  a 


scene  in  which  the  part  of  a  canal  barge 
was  played  by  a  battleship !  What  would 
happen  to  my  play,  or  to  anyone  else's, 
if  whenever  the  charwoman  appeared  the 
audience  forgot  the  hero  and  heroine,  and 
could  think  of  nothing  but  the  wonderful 
things  the  charwoman  was  going  to  say 
and  do?1'  It  was  unanswerable;  and  we 
both,  I  think,  felt  rather  inclined  to  cry. 

She  became  a  legend  in  her  old  age; 
but  of  that  I  have  nothing  to  say;  for  we 
did  not  meet,  and,  except  for  a  few  broken 
letters,  did  not  write;  and  she  never  was 
old  to  me. 

Let  those  who  may  complain  that  it  was 
all  on  paper  remember  that  only  on  paper 
has  humanity  yet  achieved  glory,  beauty, 
truth,  knowledge,  virtue,  and  abiding 
love. 

AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE 
26th  June  1929 
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I  hasten  to  protest  at  the  outset  that  I 
have  no  personal  knowledge  of  the  in- 
corrigible Supertramp  who  wrote  this 
amazing  book.  If  he  is  to  be  encouraged 
and  approved,  then  British  morality  is  a 
mockery,  British  respectability  an  im- 
posture, and  British  industry  a  vice.  Per- 
haps they  are:  I  have  always  kept  an  open 
mind  on  the  subject;  but  still  one  may  ask 
some  better  ground  for  pitching  them 
out  of  window  than  the  caprice  of  a 
tramp. 

I  hope  these  expressions  will  not  excite 
unreasonable  expectations  of  a  thrilling 
realistic  romance,  or  a  scandalous  chron- 
icle, to  follow.  Mr  Davies*  autobiography 
is  not  a  bit  sensational:  it  might  be  the 
Post  Office  Directory  for  the  matter  of 
that.  A  less  simple  minded  supertramp 
would  not  have  thought  it  worth  writing 
at  all;  for  it  mentions  nothing  that  might 
not  have  happened  to  any  of  us.  As  to 
scandal,  I,  though  a  most  respectable 
author,  have  never  written  half  so  proper 
a  book.  These  pudent  pages  are  unstained 
with  the  frightful  language,  the  debased 
dialect,  of  the  fictitious  proletarians  of  Mr 
RudyardKiplingand  other  genteel  writers. 
In  them  the  patrons  of  the  casual  ward 
and  the  dosshouse  argue  with  the  de- 
corum of  Socrates,  and  narrate  in  the  style 
of  Tacitus.  They  have  that  pleasant  com- 
bination of  childish  freshness  with  scrupu- 
lous literary  conscientiousness  only  pos- 
sible to  people  for  whom  speech,  spoken 
or  written,  but  especially  written,  is  still  a 
feat  to  be  admired  and  shewn  off  for  its 
own  sake.  Not  for  the  life  of  me  could  I 
capture  that  boyish  charm  and  combine 
it  with  the  savoir  vivre  of  an  experienced 
man  of  the  world,  much  less  of  an  ex- 
perienced tramp.  The  innocence  of  the 
author's  manner  and  the  perfection  of  his 


delicacy  is  such,  that  you  might  read  his 
book  aloud  in  an  almshouse  without 
shocking  the  squeamishness  of  old  age. 
As  for  the  young,  nothing  shocks  the 
young.  The  immorality  of  the  matter  is 
stupendous;  but  it  is  purely  an  industrial 
immorality.  As  to  the  sort  of  immorality 
that  is  most  dreaded  by  schoolmistresses 
and  duennas,  there  is  not  a  word  in  the 
book  to  suggest  that  tramps  know  even 
what  it  means.  On  the  contrary,  I  can 
quite  believe  that  the  author  would  die  of 
shame  if  he  were  asked  to  write  such 
books  as  Adam  Bede  or  David  Copper- 
field. 

The  manuscript  came  into  my  hands 
under  the  following  circumstances.  In  the 
year  1905  I  received  by  post  a  volume  of 
poems  by  one  William  H.  Davies,  whose 
address  was  The  Farm  House,  Kenning- 
ton,  S.E.  I  was  surprised  to  learn  that  there 
was  still  a  farmhouse  left  in  Kennington; 
for  I  did  not  then  suspect  that  the  Farm- 
house, like  the  Shepherdess  Walks  and 
Nightingale  Lanes  and  Whetstone  Parks 
of  Bethnal  Green  and  Holborn,  is  so 
called  nowadays  in  irony,  and  is,  in  fact, 
a  dosshouse,  or  hostelry  where  single  men 
can  have  a  night's  lodging  for,  at  most, 
sixpence. 

I  was  not  surprised  at  getting  the 
poems.  I  get  a  gift  of  minor  poetry  once 
a  week  or  so;  and  yet,  hardened  as  I  am 
to  it,  I  still,  knowing  how  much  these 
little  books  mean  to  their  authors,  can 
seldom  throw  them  aside  without  a 
twinge  of  compunction  which  I  allay  by 
a  glance  at  one  of  the  pages  in  the  faint 
but  inextinguishable  hope  of  finding 
something  valuable  there.  Sometimes  a 
letter  accompanies  the  book;  and  then  I 
get  a  rapid  impression,  from  the  hand- 
writing and  notepaper  as  well  as  from  the 
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binding  and  type  in  the  book,  or  even 
from  the  reputation  of  the  publisher,  of 
the  class  and  type  of  the  author.  Thus  I 
guess  Cambridge  or  Oxford  or  Maida 
Vale  or  West  Kensington  or  Exeter  or  the 
lakes  or  the  east  coast;  or  a  Newdigate 
prizeman,  a  romantic  Jew,  a  maiden  lady, 
a  shy  country  parson  or  whom  not,  what 
not,  where  not.  When  Mr  Davies'  book 
came  to  hand  my  imagination  failed  me. 
I  could  not  place  him.  There  were  no 
author's  compliments,  no  publisher's 
compliments,  indeed  no  publisher  in  the 
ordinary  channel  of  the  trade  in  minor 
poetry.  The  author,  as  far  as  I  could  guess, 
had  walked  into  a  printer's  or  stationer's 
shop;  handed  in  his  manuscript;  and 
ordered  his  book  as  he  might  have  ordered 
a  pair  of  boots.  It  was  marked  "price  half 
a  crown,"  An  accompanying  letter  asked 
me  very  civilly  if  I  required  a  half-crown 
book  of  verses;  and  if  so,  would  I  please 
send  the  author  the  half  crown:  if  not, 
would  I  return  the  book.  This  was  at- 
tractively simple  and  sensible.  Further, 
the  handwriting  was  remarkably  delicate 
and  individual:  the  sort  of  handwriting 
one  might  expect  from  Shelley  or  George 
Meredith.  I  opened  the  book,  and  was 
more  puzzled  than  ever;  for  before  I  had 
read  three  lines  I  perceived  that  the  author 
was  a  real  poet.  His  work  was  not  in  the 
least  strenuous  or  modern:  there  was  in 
it  no  sign  that  he  had  ever  read  any- 
thing later  than  Cowper  or  Crabbe,  not 
even  Byron,  Shelley  or  Keats,  much  less 
Morris,  Swinburne,  Tennyson,  or  Henley 
and  Kipling.  There  was  indeed  no  sign  of 
his  ever  having  read  anything  otherwise 
than  as  a  child  reads.  The  result  was  a  free- 
dom from  literary  vulgarity  which  was 
like  a  draught  of  clear  water  in  a  desert. 
Here,  I  saw,  was  a  genuine  innocent, 
writing  odds  and  ends  of  verse  about  odds 
and  ends  of  things,  living  quite  out  of  the 
world  in  which  such  things  are  usually 
done,  and  knowing  no  better  (or  rather 
no  worse)  than  to  get  his  book  made  by 


the  appropriate  craftsman  and  hawk  it 
round  like  any  other  ware. 

Evidently,  then,  a  poor  man.  It  horri- 
fied me  to  think  of  a  poor  man  spending 
his  savings  in  printing  something  that  no- 
body buys:  poetry,  to  wit.  I  thought  of 
Browning  threatening  to  leave  the  country 
when  the  Surveyor  of  Taxes  fantastically 
assessed  him  for  an  imaginary  income 
derived  from  his  poems.  I  thought  of 
Morris,  who,  even  after  The  Earthly  Para- 
dise, estimated  his  income  as  a  poet  at  a 
hundred  a  year.  I  saw  that  this  man  might 
well  be  simple  enough  to  suppose  that  he 
could  go  into  the  verse  business  and  make 
a  living  at  it  as  one  makes  a  living  by 
auctioneering  or  shopkeeping.  So  instead 
of  throwing  the  book  away  as  I  have 
thrown  so  many,  I  wrote  him  a  letter  tell- 
ing him  that  he  could  not  live  by  poetry. 
Also,  I  bought  some  spare  copies,  and 
told  him  to  send  them  to  such  critics  and 
verse  fanciers  as  he  knew  of,  wondering 
whether  they  would  recognize  a  poet 
when  they  met  one. 

And  they  actually  did.  I  presently  saw 
in  a  London  newspaper  an  enthusiastic 
notice  of  the  poems,  and  an  account  of  an 
interview  with  the  author,  from  which  I 
learnt  that  he  was  a  tramp;  that  "the  farm 
house"  was  a  dosshouse;  and  that  he  was 
cut  off  from  ordinary  industrial  pursuits 
by  two  circumstances:  first,  that  he  had 
mislaid  one  of  his  feet  somewhere  on  his 
trampings,  and  now  had  to  make  shift  as 
best  he  could  with  the  other;  second,  that 
he  was  a  man  of  independent  means — a 
rentier — in  short,  a  gentleman. 

The  exact  amount  of  his  independent 
income  was  ten  shillings  a  week.  Finding 
this  too  much  for  his  needs,  he  devoted 
twenty  per  cent  of  it  to  pensioning  neces- 
sitous friends  in  his  native  place;  saved  a 
further  percentage  to  print  verses  with; 
and  lived  modestly  on  the  remainder.  My 
purchase  of  eight  copies  of  the  book 
enabled  him,  I  gathered,  to  discard  all 
economy  for  about  three  months.  It  also 
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moved  him  to  offer  me  the  privilege  (for 
such  I  quite  sincerely  deem  it)  of  reading 
his  autobiography  in  manuscript.  The 
following  pages  will  enable  the  world  at 
large  to  read  it  in  print. 

All  I  have  to  say  by  way  of  recom- 
mendation of  the  book  is  that  I  have  read 
it  through  from  beginning  to  end,  and 
would  have  read  more  of  it  had  there  been 
any  more  to  read.  It  is  a  placid  narrative, 
unexciting  in  matter  and  unvarnished  in 
manner,  of  the  commonplaces  of  a  tramp's 
life.  It  is  of  a  very  curious  quality.  Were 
not  the  author  an  approved  poet  of  re- 
markable sensibility  and  delicacy  I  should 
put  down  the  extraordinary  quietness  of 
his  narrative  to  a  monstrous  callousness. 
Even  as  it  is,  I  ask  myself  with  some  in- 
dignation whether  a  man  should  lose  a 
limb  with  no  more  to-do  than  a  lobster 
loses  a  claw  or  a  lizard  his  tail,  as  if  he 
could  grow  a  new  one  at  his  next  halting 
place!  If  such  a  thing  happened  to  me, 
I  should  begin  the  chapter  describing  it 
with  "I  now  come  to  the  event  which 
altered  the  whole  course  of  my  life,  and 
blighted,  etc.  etc."  In  Mr  Davies'  pages 
the  thing  happens  as  unexpectedly  as  it 
did  in  real  life,  and  with  an  effect  on  the 
reader  as  appalling  as  if  he  were  an  actual 
spectator.  Fortunately  it  only  happened 
once:  half  a  dozen  such  shocks  would 
make  any  book  unbearable  by  a  sensitive 
soul. 

I  do  not  know  whether  I  should  de- 
scribe our  supertramp  as  a  lucky  man  or 
an  unlucky  one.  In  making  him  a  poet, 
Fortune  gave  him  her  supremest  gift;  but 
such  high  gifts  are  hardly  personal  assets: 
they  are  often  terrible  destinies  and  crush- 
ing burdens.  Also,  he  chanced  upon  an 
independent  income:  enough  to  give  him 
reasonable  courage,  and  not  enough  to 
bring  him  under  the  hoof  of  suburban 
convention,  lure  him  into  a  premature 
marriage,  or  deliver  him  into  the  hands  of 
the  doctors.  Still,  not  quite  enough  to 
keep  his  teeth  in  proper  repair  and  his  feet 


dry  in  all  weathers. 

Some  flat  bad  luck  he  has  had.  I  sup- 
pose every  imaginative  boy  is  a  criminal, 
stealing  and  destroying  for  the  sake  of 
being  great  in  the  sense  in  which  great- 
ness is  presented  to  him  in  the  romance 
of  history.  But  very  few  get  caught.  Mr 
Davies  unfortunately  was  seized  by  the 
police;  haled  before  the  magistrate;  and 
made  to  expiate  by  stripes  the  bygone 
crimes  of  myself  and  some  millions  of 
other  respectable  citizens.  That  was  hard 
luck,  certainly.  It  gives  me  a  feeling  of 
moral  superiority  to  him;  for  I  never  fell 
into  the  hands  of  the  police — at  least  they 
did  not  go  on  with  the  case  (one  of  in- 
cendiarism), because  the  gentleman  whose 
property  I  burnt  had  a  strong  sense  of 
humor  and  a  kindly  nature,  and  let  me  off 
when  I  made  him  a  precocious  speech — 
the  first  I  ever  delivered — on  the  thought- 
lessness of  youth.  It  is  remarkable  what  a 
difference  it  makes,  this  matter  of  the 
police;  though  it  is  obviously  quite  beside 
the  ethical  question.  Mr  Davies  tells  us, 
with  his  inimitable  quiet  modesty,  that  he 
begged,  stole,  and  drank.  Now  I  have 
begged  and  stolen;  and  if  I  never  drank, 
that  was  only  an  application  of  the  prin- 
ciple of  division  of  labor  to  the  Shaw  clan; 
for  several  members  of  it  drank  enough 
for  ten.  But  I  have  always  managed  to 
keep  out  of  the  casual  ward  and  the  police 
court;  and  this  gives  me  an  ineffable  sense 
of  superior  respectability  when  I  read  the 
deplorable  confessions  of  Mr  Davies, 
who  is  a  true  poet  in  his  disregard  for 
appearances,  and  is  quite  at  home  in  tramp 
wards. 

Another  effect  of  this  book  on  me  is  to 
make  me  realize  what  a  slave  of  conven- 
tion I  have  been  all  my  life.  When  I  think 
of  the  way  I  worked  tamely  for  my  living 
during  all  those  years  when  Mr  Davies,  a 
free  knight  of  the  highway,  lived  like  a 
pet  bird  on  titbits,  I  feel  that  I  have  been 
duped  out  of  my  natural  liberty.  Why 
had  I  not  the  luck,  at  the  outset  of  my 
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career,  to  meet  that  tramp  who  came  to 
Mr  Davies,  like  Evangelist  to  Christian, 
on  the  first  day  of  his  American  pilgrim's 
progress,  and  saved  him  on  the  very  brink 
of  looking  for  a  job,  by  bidding  him  to 
take  no  thought  for  the  morrow;  to  ask 
and  it  should  be  given  to  him;  to  knock 
and  it  should  be  opened  to  him;  and  to 
free  himself  from  the  middle-class  assump- 
tion that  only  through  taking  a  ticket  can 
one  take  a  train.  Let  every  youth  into 
whose  hands  this  book  falls  ponder  its 
lesson  well,  and,  when  next  his  parents 
and  guardians  attempt  to  drive  him  into 
some  inhuman  imprisonment  and  drud- 
gery under  the  pretext  that  he  should  earn 
his  own  living,  think  of  the  hospitable 
countrysides  of  America,  with  their  farm- 
houses overflowing  with  milk  and  honey 
for  the  tramp,  and  their  offers  of  adoption 
for  every  day  laborer  with  a  dash  of 
poetry  in  him. 

And  then,  how  much  did  I  know  about 
hotels  until  I  read  this  book !  I  have  often 
wondered  how  the  poor  travel;  for  it  is 
plain  that  the  Ritzes  and  Metropoles,  and 
even  the  hotels  noted  by  Baedeker  as 
"unpretending/'  are  not  for  them.  Where 
does  the  man  with  sixpence  in  his  pocket 
stay?  Mr  Davies  knows.  Read  and  learn. 

It  is  to  be  noted  that  Mr  Davies  is  no 
propagandist  of  the  illusions  of  the  middle- 
class  tramp  fancier.  You  never  suspect 
him  of  having  read  Lavengro,  or  got  his 
notions  of  nomads  from  Mr  Theodore 
Watts  Dunton.  He  does  not  tell  you  that 
there  is  honor  among  tramps:  on  the  con- 
trary, he  makes  it  clear  that  only  by  being 
too  destitute  to  be  worth  robbing  and 
murdering  can  a  tramp  insure  himself 
against  being  robbed  and  murdered  by 
his  comrade  of  the  road.  The  tramp  is 
fastidious  and  accomplished,  audacious 


and  self-possessed;  but  he  is  free  from 
divine  exploitation:  he  has  no  orbit:  he 
has  the  endless  trouble  of  doing  what  he 
likes  with  himself,  and  the  endless  dis- 
countenance of  being  passed  by  as  useless 
by  the  Life  Force  that  finds  superselfish 
work  for  other  men.  That,  I  suppose,  is 
why  Mr  Davies  tramps  no  more,  but 
writes  verses  and  saves  money  to  print 
them  out  of  eight  shillings  a  week.  And 
this,  too,  at  a  moment  when  the  loss  of 
a  limb  has  placed  within  his  reach  such 
success  in  begging  as  he  had  never  before 
dared  to  dream  of! 

Mr  Davies  is  now  a  poet  of  established 
reputation.  He  no  longer  prints  his  verses 
and  hawks  them:  he  is  regularly  published 
and  reviewed.  Whether  he  finds  the 
change  a  lucrative  one  I  venture  to  doubt. 
That  the  verses  in  The  Soul's  Destroyer 
and  in  his  New  Poems  will  live  is  beyond 
question;  but  whether  Mr  Davies  can  live 
if  anything  happens  to  his  eight  shillings 
a  week  (unless  he  takes  to  the  road  again) 
is  another  matter.  That  is  perhaps  why  he 
has  advised  himself  to  write  and  print  his 
autobiography,  and  try  his  luck  with  it  as 
Man  of  Letters  in  a  more  general  sense. 
Though  it  is  only  in  verse  that  he  writes 
exquisitely,  yet  this  book,  which  is  printed 
as  it  was  written,  without  any  academic 
corrections  from  the  point  of  view  of  the 
Perfect  Commercial  Letter  Writer,  is 
worth  reading  by  literary  experts  for  its 
style  alone.  And  since  his  manner  is  so 
quiet,  it  has  been  thought  well  by  his 
friends  and  his  publishers  to  send  a 
trumpeter  before  him  the  more  effectually 
to  call  attention  to  him  before  he  begins. 
I  have  volunteered  for  that  job  for  the 
sake  of  his  poems.  Having  now  done  it 
after  my  well-known  manner,  I  retire  and 
leave  the  stage  to  him. 
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The  re-publication  of  this  open  letter 
to  Mr  Benjamin  Tucker  places  me,  not 
for  the  first  time,  in  the  difficulty  of  the 
journalist  whose  work  survives  the  day 
on  which  it  was  written.  What  the  jour- 
nalist writes  about  is  what  everybody  is 
thinking  about  (or  ought  to  be  thinking 
about)  at  the  moment  of  writing.  To 
revive  his  utterances  when  everybody  is 
thinking  about  something  else;  when  the 
tide  of  public  thought  and  imagination 
has  turned;  when  the  front  of  die  stage  is 
filled  with  new  actors;  when  many  lusty 
crowers  have  either  survived  their  vogue 
or  perished  with  it;  when  the  little  men 
you  patronized  have  become  great,  and 
the  great  men  you  attacked  have  been 
sanctified  and  pardoned  by  popular  senti- 
ment in  the  tomb:  all  these  inevitables 
test  the  quality  of  your  journalism  very 
severely.  Nevertheless,  journalism  can 
claim  to  be  the  highest  form  of  literature; 
for  all  the  highest  literature  is  journalism. 
The  writer  who  aims  at  producing  the 
platitudes  which  are  "not  for  an  age,  but 
for  all  time"  has  his  reward  in  being 
unreadable  in  all  ages;  whilst  Plato  and 
Aristophanes  trying  to  knock  some  sense 
into  the  Athens  of  their  day,  Shake- 
spear  peopling  that  same  Athens  with 
Elizabethan  mechanics  and  Warwickshire 
hunts,  Ibsen  photographing  the  local 
doctors  and  vestrymen  of  a  Norwegian 
parish,  Carpaccio  painting  the  life  of  St 
Ursula  exactly  as  if  she  were  a  lady  living 
in  the  next  street  to  him,  are  still  alive  and 
at  home  everywhere  among  the  dust  and 
ashes  of  many  thousands  of  academic, 
punctilious,  most  archaeologically  correct 
men  of  letters  and  art  who  spent  their 
lives  haughtily  avoiding  the  journalist's 
vulgar  obsession  with  the  ephemeral.  I 
also  am  a  journalist,  proud  of  it,  deliber- 


ately cutting  out  of  my  works  all  that  is 
not  journalism,  convinced  that  nothing 
that  is  not  journalism  will  live  long  as 
literature,  or  be  of  any  use  whilst  it  does 
live.  I  deal  with  all  periods;  but  I  never 
study  any  period  but  the  present,  which 
I  have  not  yet  mastered  and  never  shall; 
and  as  a  dramatist  I  have  no  clue  to  any 
historical  or  other  personage  save  that 
part  of  him  which  is  also  myself,  and 
which  may  be  nine  tenths  of  him  or 
ninety-nine  hundredths,  as  the  case  may 
be  (if,  indeed,  I  do  not  transcend  the 
creature),  but  which,  anyhow,  is  all  that 
can  ever  come  within  my  knowledge  of 
his  soul.  The  man  who  writes  about  him- 
self and  his  own  time  is  the  only  man  who 
writes  about  all  people  and  about  all  time. 
The  other  sort  of  man,  who  believes  that 
he  and  his  period  are  so  distinct  from  all 
other  men  and  periods  that  it  would  be 
immodest  and  irrelevant  to  allude  to 
them  or  assume  that  they  could  illustrate 
anything  but  his  own  private  circum- 
stances, is  the  most  infatuated  of  all  the 
egotists,  and  consequently  the  most  un- 
readable and  negligible  of  all  the  authors. 
And  so,  let  others  cultivate  what  they  call 
literature:  journalism  for  me! 

The  following  remnant  of  the  journal- 
ism of  1895  will,  I  hope,  bear  out  these 
preliminary  remarks,  which  are  none  the 
less  valid  because  they  are  dragged  in  here 
to  dismount  the  critics  who  ride  the  high 
horse  of  Letters  at  me.  It  was  undertaken 
under  the  following  circumstances.  In 
1893  Doctor  Max  Nordau,  one  of  those 
remarkable  cosmopolitan  Jews  who  go 
forth  against  modern  civilization  as  David 
went  against  the  Philistines  or  Charles 
Martel  against  the  Saracens,  smiting  it  hip 
and  thigh  without  any  sense  of  common 
humanity  with  it,  trumped  up  an  indict- 
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ment  of  its  men  of  genius  as  depraved 
lunatics,  and  pled  it  (in  German)  befoic 
the  bar  of  Euiope  under  the  title  Entar- 
tung.  It  was  soon  translated  for  England 
and  America  as  Degeneration.  Like  all 
rigorous  and  thorough-going  sallies  of 
special  pleading,  it  had  its  value;  for  the 
wav  to  get  at  the  merits  of  a  case  is  not 
to  listen  to  the  fool  who  imagines  himself 
impartial,  but  to  get  it  argued  with  reck- 
less bias  for  and  against.  To  understand 
a  saint,  you  must  hear  the  devil's  advo- 
cate; and  the  same  is  true  of  the  artist. 
Nordau  had  briefed  himself  as  devil's 
advocate  against  the  great  artistic  reputa- 
tions of  the  XIX  century;  and  he  did  his 
duty  as  well  as  it  could  be  done  at  the 
price,  incidentally  saying  many  more  true 
and  important  things  than  most  of  the 
counsel  on  the  other  side  were  capable  of. 
Indeed  counsel  on  the  other  side  mostly 
threw  up  their  briefs  in  consternation,  and 
began  to  protest  that  they  entirely  agreed 
with  Dr  Nordau,  and  that  though  they 
had  perhaps  dallied  a  little  with  Rossetti, 
Wagner,  Ibsen,  Tolstoy,  Nietzsche,  and 
the  rest  of  the  degenerates  before  their 
true  character  had  been  exposed,  yet  they 
had  never  really  approved  of  them.  Even 
those  who  stood  to  their  guns  had  not 
sufficient  variety  of  culture  to  contradict 
the  cosmopolitan  doctor  on  more  than 
one  or  two  points,  being  often  not  cham- 
pions of  Art  at  large,  but  merely  jealous 
fanciers  of  some  particular  artist.  Thus 
the  Wagnerians  were  ready  to  give  up 
Ibsen;  the  Ibsenites  were  equally  sus- 
picious of  Wagner;  the  Tolstoyans  gave 
up  both;  the  Nietzscheans  were  only  too 
glad  to  see  Tolstoy  catching  it;  and  the 
connoisseurs  of  Impressionism  in  paint- 
ing, though  fairly  impartial  in  rftusic  and 
literature,  could  not  handle  the  technics 
of  the  case  for  the  defence.  Yet  Dr 
Nordau  knew  so  little,  and  his  technical 
handling  of  painting  and  music  was  so 
like  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver's  nautical 
observations,  that  I,  being  familiar  with 


all  the  arts,  and  as  accustomed  as  any  Jew 
u>  the  revolutionary  cosmopolitan  cli- 
mate, looked  on  at  his  triumph  much  as 
Napoleon  looked  on  at  the  massacre  of 
the  Swiss,  thinking  how  easy  it  would  be 
to  change  the  rout  into  the  cheapest  of 
victories.  However,  none  of  our  silly 
editors  had  the  gumption  to  offer  me  the 
command;  so,  like  Napoleon,  1  went 
home  and  left  them  to  be  cut  to  pieces. 

But  Destiny  will  not  allow  her  offers 
to  be  completely  overlooked.  In  the 
Easter  of  1895,  when  Nordau  was  master 
of  the  field,  and  the  newspaper  cham- 
pions of  modern  Literature  and  Art  were 
on  their  knees  before  him,  weeping  and 
protesting  their  innocence,  I  was  staying 
in  the  wooden  hotel  on  Beachy  Head, 
with  a  select  party  of  Fabians,  politi- 
cians, and  philosophers,  diligently  try- 
ing to  ride  a  bicycle  for  the  first  time 
in  my  life.  My  efforts  set  the  coastguards 
laughing  as  no  audience  had  ever  laughed 
at  my  plays.  I  made  myself  ridiculous 
with  such  success  that  I  felt  quite  ready 
to  laugh  at  somebody  else.  Just  then  there 
arrived  a  proposal  from  Mr  Benjamin 
Tucker,  philosophic  Anarchist,  and  Ed- 
itor of  an  American  paper  called  Liberty, 
which,  as  it  was  written  valiantly  up  to 
its  title,  was  having  a  desperate  struggle 
for  existence  in  a  country  where  every 
citizen  is  free  to  suppress  liberty,  and 
usually  does  so  in  such  moments  as  he 
cares  to  spare  from  the  pursuit  of  money. 
Mr  Tucker,  seeing  that  nobody  had 
answered  Dr  Nordau,  and  perceiving 
with  the  penetration  of  an  unterrified 
common  sense  that  a  doctor  who  had 
written  manifest  nonsense  must  be 
answerable  technically  by  anybody  who 
could  handle  his  weapons,  was  of  opinion 
that  I  was  the  man  to  do  it.  Accordingly, 
said  Mr  Tucker,  I  invite  you,  Shaw,  to 
ascertain  the  highest  price  that  has  ever 
been  paid  to  any  man,  even  to  Gladstone, 
for  a  magazine  article;  and  I  will  pay  you 
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that  price  for  a  review  of  Degeneration  in 
the  columns  of  Liberty. 

This  was  really  great  editing.  Mr 
Tucker  got  his  review,  as  he  deserved, 
and  sent  a  copy  of  the  number  of  Liberty 
containing  it  (now  a  collector's  treasure) 
to  every  paper  in  the  United  States.  There 
was  a  brisk  and  quick  sale  of  copies  in 
London  among  the  cognoscenti.  And 
Degeneration  was  never  heard  of  again. 
It  is  open  to  the  envious  to  contend  that 
this  was  a  mere  coincidence — that  the 
Degeneration  boom  was  exhausted  at 
that  moment;  but  I  naturally  prefer  to 
believe  that  Mr  Tucker  and  I  slew  it.  I 
may  add  that  the  slaughter  incidentally 
ruined  Mr  Tucker,  as  a  circulation  among 
cognoscenti  does  not  repay  the  cost  of  a 
free  distribution  to  the  Philistines;  but 
Mr  Tucker  was  always  ruining  himself 
for  Liberty  and  always  retrieving  the 
situation  by  his  business  ability.  I  saw 
him  this  year  in  London,  as  prosperous 
looking  a  man  as  I  could  desire  to  dine 
with,  thirsting  for  fresh  struggles  with  the 
courts  and  public  departments  of  the 
United  States. 

I  have  left  the  essay  substantially  as  it 
first  appeared,  the  main  alteration  being 
an  expansion  of  the  section  dealing  with 
the  importance  of  that  mass  of  law  which 
lies  completely  outside  morals  and  re- 
ligion, and  is  really  pure  convention:  the 
point  being,  not  that  the  course  prescribed 
by  such  law  is  ethically  right,  or  indeed 
better  in  any  sense  than  its  direct  opposite 
(as  in  the  rule  of  the  road,  for  example), 
but  that  it  is  absolutely  necessary  for 
economy  and  smoothness  of  social  action 
that  everybody  should  do  the  same  thing 
and  be  able  to  count  on  everybody  else 
doing  it.  I  have  appropriated  this  from 
Mr  Aylmer  Maude's  criticism  of  Tol- 
stoyan  Anarchism,  on  which  I  am  unable 
to  improve. 

I  have  also,  with  the  squeamishness  of 
advancing  years,  softened  one  or  two 


expressions  which  now  shock  me  as  un- 
civil to  Dr  Nordau.  In  doing  so  I  am  not 
offering  him  the  insult  of  an  attempt  to 
spare  his  feelings:  I  am  simply  trying  to 
mend  my  own  manners. 

Finally,  let  me  say  that  though  I  think 
this  essay  of  mine  did  dispose  of  Dr 
Nordau's  special  pleadings,  neither  the 
pleadings  nor  the  criticism  dispose  of  the 
main  question  as  to  how  far  genius  is  a 
morbid  symptom.  I  should  rather  like 
Dr  Nordau  to  try  again;  for  I  do  not  see 
how  any  observant  student  of  genius 
from  the  life  can  deny  that  the  Arts  have 
their  criminals  and  lunatics  as  well  as 
their  sane  and  honest  men  (they  are  more 
or  less  the  same  men  too,  just  as  our 
ordinary  criminals  are  in  the  dock  by  the 
accident  of  a  single  transaction  and  not 
by  a  difference  in  nature  between  them 
and  the  judge  and  jury),  and  that  the 
gratuitous  delusion  that  the  great  poet 
and  artist  can  do  no  wrong  is  much  more 
mischievous  than  the  necessary  conven- 
tion that  the  King  can  do  no  wrong  and 
that  the  Pope  is  infallible. 

In  my  play  called  The  Doctor's  Dil- 
emma I  have  recognized  this  by  dramatiz- 
ing a  rascally  genius,  with  the  disquieting 
result  that  several  highly  intelligent  and 
sensitive  persons  have  passionately  de- 
fended him,  on  the  ground,  apparently, 
that  high  artistic  faculty  and  an  ardent 
artistic  imagination  entitle  a  man  to  be 
recklessly  dishonest  about  money  and 
recklessly  selfish  about  women,  just  as 
kingship  in  an  African  tribe  entitles  a 
man  to  kill  whom  he  pleases  on  the  most 
trifling  provocation.  I  know  no  harder 
practicalvquestion  than  how  much  selfish- 
ness one  ought  to  stand  from  a  gifted 
person  for  the  sake  of  his  gifts  or  on  the 
chance  of  his  being  right  in  the  long  run. 
The  Superman  will  certainly  come  like  a 
thief  in  the  night,  and  be  shot  at  accord- 
ingly; but  we  cannot  leave  our  property 
wholly  undefended  on  that  account.  On 
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the  other  hand,  we  cannot  ask  the  Super- 
man simply  to  add  a  higher  set  of  virtues 
to  current  respectable  morals;  for  he  is 
undoubtedly  going  to  empty  a  good  deal 
of  respectable  morality  out  like  so  much 
dirty  water,  and  replace  it  by  new  and 
strange  customs,  shedding  old  obliga- 
tions arid  accepting  new  and  heavier  ones. 
Every  step  of  his  progress  must  horrify 
conventional  people;  and  if  it  were  pos- 
sible for  even  the  most  superior  man  to 
march  ahead  all  the  time,  every  pioneer 
of  the  march  towards  the  Superman  would 
be  crucified.  Fortunately  what  actually 
happens  is  that  your  geniuses  are  for  the 
most  part  keeping  step  and  marking  time 
with  the  rest,  an  occasional  stumble  for- 
ward being  the  utmost  they  can  accom- 
plish, often  visibly  against  their  own 
notions  of  propriety.  The  greatest  pos- 
sible difference  in  conduct  between  a 
genius  and  his  contemporaries  is  so  small 
that  it  is  always  difficult  to  persuade  the 
people  who  are  in  daily  contact  with  the 
gifted  one  that  he  is  anybody  in  particular: 
all  the  instances  to  the  contrary  (Gorki 
scandalizing  New  York,  for  example) 
being  cases  in  which  the  genius  is  in  con- 
flict, not  with  contemporary  feeling  in  his 
own  class,  but  with  some  institution 
which  is  far  behind  the  times,  like  the 
institution  of  marriage  in  Russia  (to  put 
it  no  nearer  home).  In  really  contem- 
porary situations,  your  genius  is  ever  I 
part  genius  and  99  parts  Tory. 


Still,  especially  when  we  turn  from 
conduct  to  the  expression  of  opinion — 
from  what  the  man  of  genius  dares  do  to 
what  he  dares  advocate — it  is  necessary 
for  the  welfare  of  society  that  genius 
should  be  privileged  to  utter  sedition,  to 
blaspheme,  to  outrage  good  taste,  to 
corrupt  the  youthful  mind,  and,  gener- 
ally, to  scandalize  one's  uncles.  But  such 
licence  is  accordable  only  on  the  assump- 
tion that  men  of  genius  are  saner,  sounder, 
farther  sighted  and  deeper  fathoming  than 
the  uncles;  and  it  is  idle  to  demand 
unlimited  toleration  of  apparently  out- 
rageous conduct  on  the  plea  that  the 
offender  is  a  genius,  even  if  by  the  abnor- 
mal development  of  some  specific  talent 
he  may  be  highly  skilled  as  an  artist. 
Andrea  del  Sarto  was  a  better  draughts- 
man and  fresco  painter  than  Raphael;  but 
he  was  a  swindler  all  the  same;  and  no 
honorable  artist  would  plead  on  his  be- 
half that  misappropriating  trust  money 
is  one  of  the  superiorities  of  that  very 
loosely  defined  diathesis  which  we  call 
the  artistic  temperament.  If  Dr  Nordau 
would  make  a  serious  attempt  to  shew  us 
exactly  where  we  are  in  this  matter  by 
ascertaining  the  real  stigmata  of  genius; 
so  that  we  may  know  whom  to  crucify, 
and  whom  to  put  above  the  law,  he  would 
place  the  civilization  he  attacks  under  an 
obligation  which  would  wipe  out  the 
marks  of  all  the  wounds  (mostly  thor- 
oughly deserved)  he  has  dealt  it. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


2D2 


XLIII 
PYGMALION 


1912 


A  PROFESSOR  OF  PHONETICS 

As  will  be  seen  later  on,  Pygmalion 
needs,  not  a  preface,  but  a  sequel,  which 
I  have  supplied  in  its  due  place. 

The  English  have  no  respect  for  their 
language,  and  will  not  teach  their  children 
to  speak  it.  They  spell  it  so  abominably 
that  no  man  can  teach  himself  what  it 
sounds  like.  It  is  impossible  for  an  Eng- 
lishman to  open  his  mouth  without  mak- 
ing some  other  Englishman  hate  or  despise 
him.  German  and  Spanish  are  accessible 
to  foreigners:  English  is  not  accessible 
even  to  Englishmen.  The  reformer  Eng- 
land needs  today  is  an  energetic  phonetic 
enthusiast:  that  is  why  I  have  made  such 
a  one  the  hero  of  a  popular  play.  There 
have  been  heroes  of  that  kind  crying  in 
the  wilderness  for  many  years  past.  When 
I  became  interested  in  the  subject  towards 
the  end  of  the  eigh teen-seventies,  the 
illustrious  Alexander  Melville  Bell,  the 
inventor  of  Visible  Speech,  had  emigrated 
to  Canada,  where  his  son  invented  the 
telephone;  but  Alexander  J.  Ellis  was  still 
a  London  patriarch,  with  an  impressive 
head  always  covered  by  a  velvet  skull  cap, 
for  which  he  would  apologize  to  public 
meetings  in  a  very  courtly  manner.  He 
and  Tito  Pagliardini,  another  phonetic 
veteran,  were  men  whom  it  was  impos- 
sible to  dislike.  Henry  Sweet,  then  a  young 
man,  lacked  their  sweetness  of  character: 
he  was  about  as  conciliatory  to  conven- 
tional mortals  as  Ibsen  or  Samuel  Butler. 
His  great  ability  as  a  phonetician  (he  was, 
I  think,  the  best  of  them  all  at  his  job) 
wrould  have  entitled  him  to  high  official 
recognition,  and  perhaps  enabled  him  to 
popularize  his  subject,  but  for  his  Satanic 
contempt  for  all  academic  dignitaries  and 
persons  in  general  who  thought  more  of 
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Greek  than  of  phonetics.  Once,  in  the 
days  when  the  Imperial  Institute  rose  in 
South  Kensington,  and  Joseph  Chamber- 
lain was  booming  the  Empire,  I  induced 
the  editor  of  a  leading  monthly  review  to 
commission  an  article  from  Sweet  on  the 
imperial  importance  of  his  subject.  When 
it  arrived,  it  contained  nothing  but  a 
savagely  derisive  attack  on  a  professor  of 
language  and  literature  whose  chair  Sweet 
regarded  as  proper  to  a  phonetic  expert 
only.  The  article,  being  libellous,  had  to 
be  returned  as  impossible;  and  I  had  to 
renounce  my  dream  of  dragging  its  author 
into  the  limelight.  When  I  met  him  after- 
wards, for  the  first  time  for  many  years, 
I  found  to  my  astonishment  that  he,  who 
had  been  a  quite  tolerably  presentable 
young  man,  had  actually  managed  by 
sheer  scorn  to  alter  his  personal  appear- 
ance until  he  had  become  a  sort  of  walk- 
ing repudiation  of  Oxford  and  all  its  tradi- 
tions. It  must  have  been  largely  in  his 
own  despite  that  he  was  squeezed  into 
something  called  a  Readership  of  phon- 
etics there.  The  future  of  phonetics  rests 
probably  with  his  pupils,  who  all  swore 
by  him;  but  nothing  could  bring  the 
man  himself  into  any  sort  of  compliance 
with  the  university  to  which  he  neverthe- 
less clung  by  divine  right  in  an  intensely 
Oxonian  way.  I  daresay  his  papers,  if 
he  has  left  any,  include  some  satires  that 
maybe  published  without  too  destructive 
results  fifty  years  hence.  He  was,  I  believe, 
not  in  the  least  an  illnatured  man:  very 
much  the  opposite,  I  should  say;  but  he 
would  not  suffer  fools  gladly. 

Those  who  knew  him  will  recognize 
in  my  third  act  the  allusion  to  the  patent 
shorthand  in  which  he  used  to  write  post- 
cards, and  which  may  be  acquired  from 
a  four  and  sixpenny  manual  published  by 
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the  Clarendon  Press.  The  postcards  which 
Mrs  Higgins  describes  are  such  as  I  have 
received  from  Sweet.  I  would  decipher  a 
sound  which  a  cockney  would  represent 
by  {err,  and  a  Frenchman  by  seu,  and  then 
write  demanding  with  some  heat  what  on 
earth  it  meant.  Sweet,  with  boundless  con- 
tempt for  my  stupidity,  would  reply  that 
it  not  only  meant  but  obviously  was  the 
word  Result,  as  no  other  word  containing 
that  sound,  and  capable  of  making  sense 
with  the  context,  existed  in  any  language 
spoken  on  earth.  That  less  expert  mortals 
should  require  fuller  indications  was  be- 
yond Sweet's  patience.  Therefore,  though 
the  whole  point  of  his  *  Current  Short- 
hand' is  that  it  can  express  every  sound 
in  the  language  perfectly,  vowels  as  well 
as  consonants,  and  that  your  hand  has  to 
make  no  stroke  except  the  easy  and  cur- 
rent ones  with  which  you  write  m,  n, 
and  u,  1,  p,  and  q,  scribbling  them  at 
whatever  angle  comes  easiest  to  you,  his 
unfortunate  determination  to  make  this 
remarkable  and  quite  legible  script  serve 
also  as  a  shorthand  reduced  it  in  his  own 
practice  to  the  most  inscrutable  of  crypto- 
grams. His  true  objective  was  the  pro- 
vision of  a  full,  accurate,  legible  script  for 
our  noble  but  ill-dressed  language;  but 
he  was  led  past  that  by  his  contempt  for 
the  popular  Pitman  system  of  shorthand, 
which  he  called  the  Pitfall  system.  The 
triumph  of  Pitman  was  a  triumph  of  busi- 
ness organization:  there  was  a  weekly 
paper  to  persuade  you  to  learn  Pitman: 
there  were  cheap  textbooks  and  exercise 
books  and  transcripts  of  speeches  for  you 
to  copy,  and  schools  where  experienced 
teachers  coached  you  up  to  the  necessary 
proficiency.  Sweet  could  not  organize  his 
market  in  that  fashion.  He  might  as  well 
have  been  the  Sybil  who  tore  up  the 
leaves  of  prophecy  that  nobody  would 
attend  to.  The  four  and  sixpenny  manual, 
mostly  in  his  lithographed  handwriting, 
that  was  never  vulgarly  advertized,  may 
perhaps  some  day  be  taken  up  by  a  syndi- 


cate and  pushed  upon  the  public  as  The 
Times  pushed  the  Encyclopaedia  Britan- 
nica;  but  until  then  it  will  certainly  not 
prevail  against  Pitman.  I  have  bought 
three  copies  of  it  during  my  lifetime;  and 
I  am  informed  by  the  publishers  that  its 
cloistered  existence  is  still  a  steady  and 
healthy  one.  I  actually  learned  the  system 
two  several  times;  and  yet  the  shorthand 
in  which  I  am  writing  these  lines  is  Pit- 
man's. And  the  reason  is,  that  my  secre- 
tary cannot  transcribe  Sweet,  having  been 
perforce  taught  in  the  schools  of  Pitman. 
Therefore,  Sweet  railed  at  Pitman  as 
vainly  as  Thersites  railed  at  Ajax:  his  rail- 
lery, however  it  may  have  eased  his  soul, 
gave  no  popular  vogue  to  Current  Short- 
hand. 

Pygmalion  Higgins  is  not  a  portrait  of 
Sweet,  to  whom  the  adventure  of  Eliza 
Doolittle  would  have  been  impossible; 
still,  as  will  be  seen,  there  are  touches 
of  Sweet  in  the  play.  With  Higgins's 
physique  and  temperament  Sweet  might 
have  set  the  Thames  on  fire.  As  it  was, 
he  impressed  himcelf  professionally  on 
Europe  to  an  extent  that  made  his  com- 
parative personal  obscurity,  and  the  failure 
of  Oxford  to  do  justice  to  his  eminence, 
a  puzzle  to  foreign  specialists  in  his  sub- 
ject. I  do  not  blame  Oxford,  because  I 
think  Oxford  is  quite  right  in  demanding 
a  certain  social  amenity  from  its  nurslings 
(heaven  knows  it  is  not  exorbitant  in  its 
requirements!);  for  although  I  well  know 
how  hard  it  is  for  a  man  of  genius  with  a 
seriously  underrated  subject  to  maintain 
serene  and  kindly  relations  with  the  men 
who  underrate  it,  and  who  keep  all  the 
best  places  for  less  important  subjects 
which  they  profess  without  originality 
and  sometimes  without  much  capacity  for 
them,  still,  if  he  overwhelms  them  with 
wrath  and  disdain,  he  cannot  expect  them 
to  heap  honors  on  him. 

Of  the  later  generations  of  phoneticians 
I  know  little.  Among  them  towers  the 
Poet  Laureate  [Robert  Bridges],  to  whom 
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perhaps  Higgins  may  owe  his  Miltonic 
sympathies,  though  here  again  I  must 
disclaim  all  portraiture.  But  if  the  play 
makes  the  public  aware  that  there  are 
such  people  as  phoneticians,  and  that 
they  are  among  the  most  important  people 
in  England  at  present,  it  will  serve  its  turn. 

I  wish  to  boast  that  Pygmalion  has 
been  an  extremely  successful  play  all  over 
Europe  and  North  America  as  well  as  at 
home.  It  is  so  intensely  and  deliberately 
didactic,  and  its  subject  is  esteemed  so 
dry,  that  I  delight  in  throwing  it  at  the 
heads  of  the  wiseacres  who  repeat  the 
parrot  cry  that  art  should  never  be  di- 
dactic. It  goes  to  prove  my  contention  that 
art  should  never  be  anything  else. 

Finally,  and  for  the  encouragement  of 
people  troubled  with  accents  that  cut 
them  off  from  all  high  employment,  I  may 


add  that  the  change  wrought  by  Professor 
Higgins  in  the  flower-girl  is  neither  im- 
possible nor  uncommon.  The  modern 
concierge's  daughter  who  fulfils  her  am- 
bition by  playing  the  Queen  of  Spain  in 
Ruy  Bias  at  the  Theatre  Fran$ais  is  only 
one  of  many  thousands  of  men  and 
women  who  have  sloughed  off  their 
native  dialects  and  acquired  a  new  tongue. 
But  the  thing  has  to  be  done  scientifically, 
or  the  last  state  of  the  aspirant  may  be 
worse  than  the  first.  An  honest  and  natural 
slum  dialect  is  more  tolerable  than  the 
attempt  of  a  phonetically  untaught  person 
to  imitate  the  vulgar  dialect  of  the  golf 
club;  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  in  spite 
of  the  efforts  of  our  Royal  Academy  of 
Dramatic  Art,  there  is  still  too  much  sham 
golfing  English  on  our  stage,  and  too  little 
of  die  noble  English  of  Forbes  Robertson. 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY  FOR 
GREAT  CATHERINE 

Exception  has  been  taken  to  the  title 
of  this  seeming  tomfoolery  on  the  ground 
that  the  Catherine  it  represents  is  not 
Great  Catherine,  but  the  Catherine  whose 
gallantries  provide  some  of  the  lightest 
pages  of  modern  history.  Great  Cather- 
ine, it  is  said,  was  the  Catherine  whose 
diplomacy,  whose  campaigns  and  con- 
quests, whose  plans  of  Liberal  reform, 
whose  correspondence  with  Grimm  and 
Voltaire  enabled  her  to  cut  such  a  magni- 
ficent figure  in  the  XVIII  century.  In 
reply,  I  can  only  confess  that  Catherine's 
diplomacy  and  her  conquests  do  not  in- 
terest me.  It  is  clear  to  me  that  neither 
she  nor  the  statesmen  with  whom  she 
played  this  mischievous  kind  of  political 
chess  had  any  notion  of  the  real  history 
of  their  own  times,  or  of  the  real  forces 
that  were  moulding  Europe.  The  French 
Revolution,  which  made  such  short  work 
of  Catherine's  Voltairean  principles,  sur- 
prised and  scandalized  her  as  much  as  it 
surprised  and  scandalized  any  provincial 
governess  in  the  French  chateaux. 

The  main  difference  between  her  and 
our  modern  Liberal  Governments  was 
that  whereas  she  talked  and  wrote  quite 
intelligently  about  Liberal  principles  be- 
fore she  was  frightened  into  making  such 
talking  and  writing  a  flogging  matter,  our 
Liberal  ministers  take  the  name  of  Liber- 
alism in  vain  without  knowing  or  caring 
enough  about  its  meaning  even  to  talk 
and  scribble  about  it,  and  pass  their  flog- 
ging Bills,  and  institute  their  prosecutions 
for  sedition  and  blasphemy  and  so  forth, 
without  the  faintest  suspicion  that  such 
proceedings  need  any  apology  from  the 
Liberal  point  of  view. 


It  was  quite  easy  for  Patiomkin  to 
humbug  Catherine  as  to  the  condition  of 
Russia  by  conducting  her  through  sham 
cities  run  up  for  the  occasion  by  scenic 
artists;  but  in  the  little  world  of  European 
court  intrigue  and  dynastic  diplomacy 
which  was  the  only  world  she  knew  she 
was  more  than  a  match  for  him  and  for 
all  the  rest  of  her  contemporaries.  In  such 
intrigue  and  diplomacy,  however,  there 
was  no  romance,  no  scientific  political  in- 
terest, nothing  that  a  sane  mind  can  now 
retain  even  if  it  can  be  persuaded  to  waste 
time  in  reading  it  up.  But  Catherine  as  a 
woman,  with  plenty  of  character  and  (as 
we  should  say)  no  morals,  still  fascinates 
and  amuses  us  as  she  fascinated  and 
amused  her  contemporaries.  They  were 
great  sentimental  comedians,  these  Peters, 
Elizabeths,  and  Catherines  who  played 
their  Tsarships  as  eccentric  character 
parts,  and  produced  scene  after  scene  of 
furious  harlequinade  with  the  monarch  as 
clown,  and  of  tragic  relief  in  the  torture 
chamber  with  the  monarch  as  pantomime 
demon  committing  real  atrocities,  not  for- 
getting the  indispensable  love  interest  on 
an  enormous  and  utterly  indecorous  scale. 
Catherine  kept  this  vast  Guignol  Theatre 
open  for  nearly  half  a  century,  not  as  a 
Russian,  but  as  a  highly  domesticated 
German  lady  whose  household  routine 
was  not  at  all  so  unlike  that  of  Queen 
Victoria  as  might  be  expected  from  the 
difference  in  their  notions  of  propriety  in 
sexual  relations. 

In  short,  if  Byron  leaves  you  with  an 
impression  that  he  said  very  little  about 
Catherine,  and  that  little  not  what  was 
best  worth  saying,  I  beg  to  correct  your 
impression  by  assuring  you  that  what 
Byron  said  was  all  there  really  is  to  say 
that  is  worth  saying.  His  Catherine  is 
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my  Catherine  and  everybody's  Catherine. 
The  young  man  who  gains  her  favor  is  a 
Spanish  nobleman  in  his  version.  I  have 
made  him  an  English  country  gentleman, 
who  gets  out  of  his  rather  dangerous 
scrape  by  simplicity,  sincerity,  and  the 
courage  of  these  qualities.  By  this  I  have 
given  some  offence  to  the  many  Britons 
who  see  themselves  as  heroes:  what  they 
mean  by  heroes  being  theatrical  snobs  of 
superhuman  pretensions  which,  though 
quite  groundless,  are  admitted  with  awe 
by  the  rest  of  the  human  race.  They  say  I 
think  an  Englishman  a  fool.  When  I  do, 
they  have  themselves  to  thank. 

I  must  not,  however,  pretend  that  his- 
torical portraiture  was  the  motive  of  a 
play  that  will  leave  the  reader  as  ignorant 
of  Russian  history  as  he  may  be  now  be- 
fore he  has  turned  the  page.  Nor  is  the 
sketch  of  Catherine  complete  even  idio- 
syncratically,  leaving  her  politics  out  of 
the  question.  For  example,  she  wrote 
bushels  of  plays.  I  confess  I  have  not  yet 
read  any  of  them.  The  truth  is,  this  play 
grew  out  of  the  relations  which  inevit- 
ably exist  in  the  theatre  between  authors 
and  actors.  If  the  actors  have  sometimes 
to  use  their  skill  as  the  author's  puppets 
rather  than  in  full  self-expression,  the 
author  has  sometimes  to  use  his  skill  as 
the  actors'  tailor,  fitting  them  with  parts 
written  to  display  the  virtuosity  of  the 
performer  rather  than  to  solve  problems 
of  life,  character,  or  history.  Feats  of  this 
kind  may  tickle  an  author's  technical  van- 
ity; but  he  is  bound  on  such  occasions  to 
admit  that  the  performer  for  whom  he 
writes  is  "the  onlie  begetter"  of  his  work, 
which  must  be  regarded  critically  as  an 
addition  to  the  debt  dramatic  literature 
owes  to  the  art  of  acting  and  its  expon- 
ents. Those  who  have  seen  Miss  Gertrude 
Kingston  play  the  part  of  Catherine  will 
have  no  difficulty  in  believing  that  it  was 
her  talent  rather  than  mine  that  brought 
the  play  into  existence.  I  once  recom- 
mended Miss  Kingston  professionally  to 


play  queens.  Now  in  the  modern  drama 
there  were  no  queens  for  her  to  play;  and 
as  to  the  older  literature  of  our  stage,  did 
it  not  provoke  the  veteran  actress  in  Sir 
Arthur  Pinero's  Trelawny  of  the  Wells 
to  declare  that,  as  parts,  queens  are  not 
worth  a  tinker's  oath?  Miss  Kingston's 
comment  on  my  suggestion,  though  more 
elegantly  worded,  was  to  the  same  effect; 
and  it  ended  in  my  having  to  make  good 
my  advice  by  writing  Great  Catherine. 
History  provided  no  other  queen  capable 
of  standing  up  to  our  joint  talents. 

In  composing  such  bravura  pieces,  the 
author  limits  himself  only  by  the  range 
of  the  virtuoso,  which  by  definition  far 
transcends  the  modesty  of  nature.  If  my 
Russians  seem  more  Muscovite  than  any 
Russian,  and  my  English  people  more  in- 
sular than  any  Briton,  I  will  not  plead,  as 
I  honestly  might,  that  the  fiction  has  yet 
to  be  written  that  can  exaggerate  the  real- 
ity of  such  subjects;  that  the  apparently 
outrageous  Patiomkin  is  but  a  timidly 
bowdlerized  ghost  of  the  original;  and 
that  Captain  Edstaston  is  no  more  than  a 
miniatftre  that  might  hang  appropriately 
on  the  walls  of  nineteen  out  of  twenty 
English  country  houses  to  this  day.  An 
artistic  presentment  must  not  condescend 
to  justify  itself  by  a  comparison  with 
crude  nature;  and  I  prefer  to  admit  that 
in  this  kind  my  dramatis  persona  are,  as 
they  should  be,  of  the  stage  stagey,  chal- 
lenging the  actor  to  act  up  to  them  or  be- 
yond them,  if  he  can.  The  more  heroic 
the  overcharging,  the  better  for  the  per- 
formance. 

In  dragging  the  reader  thus  for  a  mo- 
ment behind  the  scenes,  I  am  departing 
from  a  rule  which  I  have  hitherto  imposed 
on  myself  so  rigidly  that  I  never  permit 
myself,  even  in  a  stage  direction,  to  let 
slip  a  word  that  could  bludgeon  the  im- 
agination of  the  reader  by  reminding  him 
of  the  boards  and  the  footlights  and  the 
sky  borders  and  the  rest  of  the  theatrical 
scaffolding,  for  which  nevertheless  I  have 
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to  plan  as  carefully  as  if  I  were  the  head 
carpenter  as  well  as  the  author.  But  even 
at  the  risk  of  talking  shop,  an  honest  play- 
wright should  take  at  least  one  opportun- 
ity of  acknowledging  that  his  art  is  not 
only  limited  by  the  art  of  the  actor,  but 
often  stimulated  and  developed  by  it. 
No  sane  and  skilled  author  writes  plays 
that  present  impossibilities  to  the  actor  or 
to  the  stage  engineer.  If,  as  occasionally 
happens,  he  asks  them  to  do  things  that 
they  have  never  done  before  and  cannot 
conceive  as  presentable  or  possible  (as 
Wagner  and  Thomas  Hardy  have  done, 
for  example),  it  is  always  found  that  the 
difficulties  are  not  really  insuperable,  the 
author  having  foreseen  unsuspected  pos- 
sibilities both  in  the  actor  and  in  the  audi- 
ence, whose  will-to-make-believe  can  per- 
form the  quaintest  miracles.  Thus  may 
authors  advance  the  arts  of  acting  and  of 
staging  plays.  But  the  actor  also  may  en- 
large the  scope  of  the  drama  by  display- 
ing powers  not  previously  discovered  by 
the  author.  If  the  best  available  actors  are 
only  Horatios,  the  authors  will  have  to 
leave  Hamlet  out,  and  be  content  with 
Horatios  for  heroes.  Some  of  the  differ- 
ence between  Shakespear's  Orlandos  and 
Bassanios  and  Bertrams  and  his  Hamlets 
and  Macbeths  must  have  been  due  not 
only  to  his  development  as  a  dramatic 
poet,  but  to  the  development  of  Burbage 
as  an  actor.  Playwrights  do  not  write  for 
ideal  actors  when  their  livelihood  is  at 
stake:  if  they  did,  they  would  write  parts 
for  heroes  with  twenty  arms  like  an  Indian 
god.  Indeed  the  actor  often  influences  the 
author  too  much;  for  I  can  remember  a 
time  (I  am  not  implying  that  it  is  yet 
wholly  past)  when  the  art  of  writing  a 
fashionable  play  had  become  very  largely 
the  art  of  writing  it  "round"  the  personal- 
ities of  a  group  of  fashionable  performers 
of  whom  Burbage  would  certainly  have 
said  that  their  parts  needed  no  acting. 
Everything  has  its  abuse  as  well  as  its  use. 
It  is  also  to  be  considered  that  great 


plays  live  longer  than  great  actors,  though 
little  plays  do  not  live  nearly  so  long  as 
the  worst  of  their  exponents.  The  conse- 
quence is  that  the  great  actor,  instead  of 
putting  pressure  on  contemporary  authors 
to  supply  him  with  heroic  parts,  falls  back 
on  the  Shakespearean  repertory,  and  takes 
what  he  needs  from  a  dead  hand.  In  the 
nineteenth  century,  the  careers  of  Kean, 
Macready,  Barry  Sullivan,  and  Irving 
ought  to  have  produced  a  group  of  heroic 
plays  comparable  in  intensity  to  those 
of  ^Eschylus,  Sophocles,  and  Euripides; 
but  nothing  of  die  kind  happened:  these 
actors  played  the  works  of  dead  authors,  or, 
very  occasionally,  of  live  poets  who  were 
hardly  regular  professional  playwrights. 
Sheridan  Knowles,  Bulwer  Lytton,  Wills, 
and  Tennyson  produced  a  few  glaringly 
artificial  high  horses  for  the  great  actors 
of  their  time;  but  the  playwrights  proper, 
who  really  kept  the  theatre  going,  and 
were  kept  going  by  the  theatre,  did  not 
cater  for  the  great  actors:  they  could  not 
afford  to  compete  with  a  bard  who  was 
not  of  an  age  but  for  all  time,  and  who 
had,  moreover,  the  overwhelming  attrac- 
tion for  the  actor-managers  of  not  charg- 
ing author's  fees.  The  result  was  that  the 
playwrights  and  the  great  actors  ceased 
to  think  of  themselves  as  having  any  con- 
cern with  one  another:  Tom  Robertson, 
Ibsen,  Pinero,  and  Barrie  might  as  well 
have  belonged  to  a  different  solar  system 
as  far  as  Irving  was  concerned;  and  the 
same  was  true  of  their  respective  prede- 
cessors. 

Thus  was  established  an  evil  tradition; 
but  I  at  least  can  plead  that  it  does  not 
always  hold  good.  If  Forbes  Robertson 
had  not  been  there  to  play  Caesar,  I 
should  not  have  written  Caesar  and  Cleo- 
patra. If  Ellen  Terry  had  never  been  born, 
Captain  Brassbound's  conversion  would 
never  have  been  effected.  The  Devil's 
Disciple,  with  which  I  won  my  cordon 
bleu  in  America  as  a  potboiler,  would 
have  had  a  different  sort  of  hero  if  Richard 
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Mansfield  had  been  a  different  sort  of 
actor,  though  the  actual  commission  to 
write  it  came  from  an  English  actor, 
William  Terriss,  who  was  assassinated 
before  he  recovered  from  die  dismay  into 
which  the  result  of  his  rash  proposal 
threw  him.  For  it  must  be  said  that  the 
actor  or  actress  who  inspires  or  commis- 
sions a  play  as  often  as  not  regards  it  as  a 
Frankenstein's  monster,  and  will  none  of 
it.  That  does  not  make  him  or  her  any  the 
less  parental  in  the  fecundity  of  the  play- 
wright. 

To  an  author  who  has  any  feeling  of 
his  business  there  is  a  keen  and  whimsical 
joy  in  divining  and  revealing  a  side  of 
an  actor's  genius  overlooked  before,  and 
unsuspected  even  by  the  actor  himself. 
When  I  snatched  Mr  Louis  Calvert  from 
Shakespear,  and  made  him  wear  a  frock 
coat  and  silk  hat  on  the  stage  for  perhaps 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  I  do  not  think  he 
expected  in  the  least  that  his  performance 
would  enable  me  to  boast  of  his  Tom 
Broadbent  as  a  genuine  stage  classic.  Mrs 
Patrick  Campbell  was  famous  before  I 
wrote  for  her,  but  not  for  playing  illiter- 
ate cockney  flowermaidens.  And  in  the 
case  which  is  provoking  me  to  all  these 
impertinences,  I  am  quite  sure  that  Miss 
Gertrude  Kingston,  who  first  made  her 
reputation  as  an  impersonator  of  the  most 


delightfully  feather-headed  and  inconse- 
quent ingenues,  thought  me  more  than 
usually  mad  when  I  persuaded  her  to  play 
the  Helen  of  Euripides,  and  then  launched 
her  on  a  queenly  career  as  Catherine  of 
Russia. 

It  is  not  the  whole  truth  that  if  we  take 
care  of  the  actors  the  plays  will  take  care 
of  themselves;  nor  is  it  any  truer  that  if 
we  take  care  of  the  plays  the  actors  will 
take  care  of  themselves.  There  is  both 
give  and  take  in  the  business.  I  have  seen 
plays  written  for  actors  that  made  me  ex- 
daim,  "How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to 
do  ill  deeds  makes  deeds  ill  done!"  But 
Burbage  may  have  flourished  the  prompt 
copy  of  Hamlet  under  Shakespear's  nose 
at  the  tenth  rehearsal  and  cried,  "How  oft 
the  sight  of  means  to  do  great  deeds 
makes  playwrights  great!"  I  say  the  tenth 
because  I  am  convinced  that  at  the  first 
he  denounced  his  part  as  a  rotten  one; 
thought  the  ghost's  speech  ridiculously 
long;  and  wanted  to  play  the  king.  Any- 
how, whether  he  had  the  wit  to  utter  it  or 
not,  the  boast  would  have  been  a  valid 
one.  The  best  conclusion  is  that  every 
actor  should  say,  "If  I  create  the  hero  in 
myself,  God  will  send  an  author  to  write 
his  part."  For  in  the  long  run  the  actors 
will  get  the  authors,  and  the  authors  the 
actors,  they  deserve. 
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FABIAN  ESSAYS 
TWENTY  YEARS  LATER 

(Preface  to  the  1908  Reprint) 

Since  1889  the  Socialist  movement  has 
been  completely  transformed  throughout 
Europe;  and  the  result  of  the  transforma- 
tion may  fairly  be  described  as  Fabian 
Socialism.  In  the  eighteen-eighties,  when 
Socialism  revived  in  England  for  the  first 
time  since  the  suppression  of  the  Paris 
Commune  in  1871,  it  was  not  at  first 
realized  that  what  had  really  been  sup- 
pressed for  good  and  all  was  the  romantic 
revolutionary  Liberalism  and  Radicalism 
of  1848,  to  which  the  Socialists  had  at- 
tached themselves  as  a  matter  of  course, 
partly  because  they  were  themselves  ro- 
mantic and  revolutionary,  and  partly  be- 
cause both  Liberals  and  Socialists  had  a 
common  object  in  Democracy. 

Besides  this  common  object  the  two 
had  a  common  conception  of  method  in 
revolution.  They  were  both  catastrophic. 
Liberalism  had  conquered  autocracy  and 
bureaucracy  by  that  method  in  England 
and  France,  and  then  left  industry  to  make 
what  it  could  of  the  new  political  condi- 
tions by  the  unregulated  action  of  com- 
petition between  individuals.  Briefly,  the 
Liberal  plan  was  to  cut  off  the  King's 
head,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Nature,  which 
was  supposed  to  gravitate  towards  eco- 
nomic harmonies  when  not  restrained  by 
tyrannical  governments.  The  Socialists 
were  very  far  ahead  of  the  Liberals  in 
their  appreciation  of  the  preponderant 
importance  of  industry,  even  going  so  far 
as  to  maintain,  with  Buckle  and  Marx, 
that  all  social  institutions  whatever  were 
imposed  by  economic  conditions,  and 
that  there  was  fundamentally  only  one 


tyranny:  the  tyranny  of  Capital.  Yet  even 
the  Socialists  had  so  far  formed  their  poli- 
tical habits  in  the  Liberal  school  that  they 
were  quite  disposed  to  believe  that  if  you 
cut  off  the  head  of  King  Capital,  you 
might  expect  to  see  things  come  right 
more  or  less  spontaneously. 

No  doubt  this  general  statement  shews 
the  Revolutionaries  of  1848-71  as  simpler 
than  they  appear  on  their  own  records. 
Proudhon  was  full  of  proposals:  one  of 
them,  the  minimum  wage,  turns  out  to  be 
of  the  very  first  importance  now  that  Mr 
and  Mrs  Sidney  Webb  have  put  the  case 
for  it  on  an  invincible  basis  of  industrial 
fact  and  economic  theory.  Lassalle  really 
knew  something  of  the  nature  of  law,  the 
practice  of  Government,  and  the  mind  of 
the  governing  classes.  Marx,  though  cer- 
tainly a  bit  of  a  Liberal  fatalist  (did  he  not 
say  that  force  is  the  midwife  of  progress 
without  reminding  us  that  force  is  equally 
the  midwife  of  chaos,  and  chaos  the  mid- 
wife of  martial  law?),  was  at  all  events  no 
believer  in  laissez-faire.  Socialism  involves 
the  introduction  of  design,  contrivance, 
and  co-ordination,  by  a  nation  conscious- 
ly seeking  its  own  collective  welfare,  into 
the  present  industrial  scramble  for  pri- 
vate gain;  and  as  it  is  clear  that  this  can- 
not be  a  spontaneous  result  of  a  violent 
overthrow  of  the  existing  order,  and  as 
the  Socialists  of  1848-71  were  not  blind, 
it  would  be  impossible  to  substantiate  a 
claim  for  Fabian  Essays  as  the  first  text- 
book of  Socialism  in  which  catastro- 
phism  is  repudiated  as  a  method  of 
Socialism. 

Therefore  we  must  not  say  that  the 
Revolutionists  and  Internationalists  of 
1848-71  believed  in  a  dramatic  overthrow 
of  the  capital  system  in  a  single  convul- 
sion, followed  by  the  establishment  of  a 
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new  heaven,  a  new  earth,  and  a  new  hu- 
manity. They  were  visionaries,  no  doubt; 
all  political  idealists  are;  but  they  were 
quite  as  practical  as  the  Conservatives  and 
Liberals  who  now  believe  that  the  tri- 
umph of  their  party  will  secure  the  happi- 
ness and  peace  of  the  country.  All  the 
same,  it  was  almost  impossible  to  induce 
them  to  speak  or  think  of  the  Socialist 
State  of  the  future  in  terms  of  the  existing 
human  material  for  it.  They  talked  of 
Communes,  and,  more  vaguely  and  less 
willingly,  of  central  departments  to  co- 
ordinate the  activities  of  the  Communes; 
but  if  you  ventured  to  point  out  that 
these  apparently  strange  and  romantic  in- 
ventions were  simply  city  corporations 
under  the  Local  Government  Board,  they 
vehemently  repudiated  such  a  construc- 
tion, and  accused  you  of  reading  the  con- 
ditions of  the  present  system  into  Social- 
ism. They  had  all  the  old  Liberal  mistrust 
of  governments  and  bureaucracy  and  all 
the  old  tendency  of  bourgeois  revolution- 
ists to  idolize  the  working  class.  They 
had  no  suspicion  of  the  extent  to  which 
the  very  existence  of  society  depends  on 
the  skilled  work  of  administrators  and 
experts,  or  how  much  wisdom  and 
strength  of  character  is  required  for  their 
control  by  popular  representatives.  They 
actually  believed  that  when  their  efforts 
throughout  Europe  had  demonstrated 
the  economics  of  Socialism  to  the  prole- 
tariats of  the  great  capitals,  the  cry  "Pro- 
letarians of  all  lands;  unite,"  would  be 
responded  to;  and  that  Capitalism  would 
fall  before  an  International  Federation  of 
the  working  classes  of  Europe,  not  in  the 
sense  in  which  some  future  historian  will 
summarize  two  or  th  ree  centuries  (in  which 
sense  they  may  prove  right  enough), 
but  as  an  immediate  practical  plan  of  ac- 
tion likely  to  be  carried  through  in  twenty 
years  by  Socialist  societies  holding  com- 
pletely and  disdainfully  aloof  from  ordi- 
nary politics.  In  short,  they  were  romantic 
amateurs,  and,  as  such,  were  enormously 


encouraged  and  flattered  when  Marx  and 
Engels  insisted  on  the  "scientific"  char- 
acter of  their  movement  in  contrast  to 
the  "Utopian"  Socialism  of  Owen,  Fou- 
rier, St  Simon,  and  the  men  of  the  1820- 
1848  phase.  When  the  events  of  1871  in 
Paris  tested  them  practically,  their  hope- 
less public  incapacity  forced  their  oppo- 
nents to  exterminate  them  in  the  most 
appalling  massacre  of  modern  times — all 
the  more  ghastly  because  it  was  a  mas- 
sacre of  the  innocents. 

Public  opinion  in  Europe  was  recon- 
ciled to  the  massacre  by  the  usual  process 
of  slandering  the  victims.  Now  had  Eu- 
rope been  politically  educated  no  slanders 
would  have  been  necessary;  for  even  had 
it  been  humanly  possible  that  all  the 
Federals  mown  down  with  mitrailleuses 
in  Paris  were  incendiaries  and  assassins, 
it  would  still  have  been  questionable 
whether  indiscriminate  massacre  is  the 
right  way  to  deal  with  incendiaries  and 
assassins.  But  there  can  be  no  question  as 
to  what  must  be  done  with  totally  incom- 
petent governors.  The  one  thing  that  is 
politically  certain  nowadays  is  that  if  a 
body  of  men  upset  the  existing  govern- 
ment of  a  modern  State  without  sufficient 
knowledge  and  capacity  to  continue  the 
necessary  and  honest  part  of  its  work, 
and  if,  being  unable  to  do  that  work  them- 
selves, they  will  not  let  anyone  else  do  it 
either,  their  extermination  becomes  a  mat- 
ter of  immediate  necessity.  It  will  avail 
them  nothing  that  they  aim  higher  than 
their  fathers  did;  that  their  intentions  are 
good,  their  action  personally  disinter- 
ested, and  their  opponents  selfish  and  ve- 
nal routineers  who  would  themselves  be 
equally  at  a  Joss  if  they  had  to  create  a 
new  order  instead  of  merely  pulling  the 
wires  of  an  old  one.  Anyone  who  looks 
at  the  portraits  of  the  members  of  the 
Paris  Commune  can  see  at  a  glance  that 
they  compared  very  favorably  in  all  the 
external  signs  of  amiability  and  refine- 
ment with  any  governing  body  then  or 
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now  in  power  in  Europe.  But  they  could 
not  manage  the  business  they  took  upon 
themselves;  and  Thiers  could.  Marx's 
demonstration  that  they  were  heroes  and 
martyrs  and  that  Thiers  and  his  allies  were 
rascals  did  not  help  in  the  least,  though 
it  was  undeniably  the  ablest  document  in 
the  conflict  of  moral  claptrap  that  ob- 
scured the  real  issues — so  able  indeed  as 
a  piece  of  literature,  that  more  than  thirty 
years  after  its  publication  it  struck  down 
the  Marquis  de  Gallifet  as  if  it  had  ap- 
peared in  the  Temps  or  Debats  of  the  day 
before.  It  was  amiable  of  the  Federals  to 
be  so  much  less  capable  of  exterminating 
Thiers  than  he  was  of  exterminating  them; 
but  sentimental  amiability  is  not  by  itself 
a  qualification  for  administering  great 
modern  States. 

Now  the  Fabian  Society,  born  in  1884, 
and  reaching  the  age  of  discretion  in  less 
than  two  years,  had  no  mind  to  be  ex- 
terminated. Martyrdom  was  described  by 
one  of  us  as  "the  only  way  in  which  a 
man  can  become  famous  without  ability." 
Further,  we  had  no  illusions  as  to  the 
treatment  we  should  receive  if,  like  the 
Paris  Federals,  we  terrified  the  property 
classes  before  they  were  disabled  by  a 
long  series  of  minor  engagements.  In 
Paris  in  1871,  ordinary  sane  people  hid 
themselves  in  their  houses  for  weeks  un- 
der the  impression  that  the  streets  were 
not  safe:  they  did  not  venture  out  until 
they  ran  a  serious  risk  of  being  shot  at 
sight  by  their  own  partisans  in  the  orgy 
of  murder  and  cruelty  that  followed  the 
discovery  that  the  Commune  could  fight 
only  as  a  rat  fights  in  a  corner.  Human 
nature  has  not  changed  since  then.  In  1906 
a  Fabian  essayist  stood  one  May  morning 
in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  and  found  himself 
almost  the  only  soul  in  the  west  end  of 
Paris  who  dared  appear  there.  The  cul- 
tured inhabitants  of  that  select  quarter 
were  hiding  in  their  houses  as  before, 
with  their  larders  full  of  hams  and  their 
baths  full  of  live  fish  to  provision  them 


for  a  siege.  There  was  much  less  danger 
of  a  revolution  that  day  than  there  is  of 
Primrose  Hill  becoming  an  active  volcano 
at  six  o'clock  this  evening;  and  the  pur- 
pose of  the  Government  and  its  party 
newspapers  in  manufacturing  the  scare 
to  frighten  the  bourgeoisie  into  support- 
ing them  at  the  general  election  just  then 
beginning  was  obvious,  one  would  have 
thought,  to  the  dimmest  political  perspi- 
cacity. In  the  evening  that  same  essayist, 
in  the  Place  de  la  Revolution,  saw  a 
crowd  of  sightseers  assembled  to  witness 
the  promised  insurrection,  and  the  troops 
and  the  police  assembled  to  save  society 
from  it.  It  was  very  like  Trafalgar  Square 
in  1887,  when  the  same  violent  farce  was 
enacted  in  London.  Occasionally  the 
troops  rode  down  some  of  the  sightseers 
and  the  police  arrested  some  of  them. 
Enough  persons  lost  their  temper  to  make 
a  few  feeble  attempts  at  riot,  and  to  sup- 
ply arrests  for  the  morning  papers.  Next 
day  Society,  saved,  came  out  of  its  hiding 
places;  sold  the  fish  from  its  baths  and 
the  hams  from  its  larders  at  a  sacrifice  (the 
weather  being  very  hot  and  the  hams  in 
questionable  condition);  and  voted  grate- 
fully for  the  government  that  had  fright- 
ened it  out  of  its  senses  with  an  imaginary 
revolution  and  a  ridiculous  "complot." 
England  laughed  at  the  Parisians  (though 
plenty  of  English  visitors  had  left  Paris  to 
avoid  the  threatened  Reign  of  Terror); 
yet  in  the  very  next  month  our  own  prop- 
ertied classes  in  Cairo,  terrified  by  the 
Nationalist  movement  in  Egypt,  fell  into 
a  paroxysm  of  cowardice  and  cruelty,  and 
committed  the  Denshawai  atrocity,  com- 
pared to  which  the  massacre  of  Glencoe 
was  a  trifle.  The  credulity  which  allows 
itself  to  be  persuaded  by  reiteration  of  the 
pious  word  Progress  that  we  live  in  a 
gentler  age  than  our  fathers,  and  that  the 
worst  extremities  of  terror  and  vengeance 
are  less  to  be  apprehended  from  our  newly 
enriched  automobilist  classes  than  they 
were  from  the  aristocracies  of  the  older 
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orders,  is  not  a  Fabian  characteristic.  The 
Fabian  knows  that  property  does  not  hesi- 
tate to  shoot,  and  that  now,  as  always, 
the  unsuccessful  revolutionist  may  expect 
calumny,  perjury,  cruelty,  judicial  and 
military  massacre  without  mercy.  And 
the  Fabian  does  not  intend  to  get  thus 
handled  if  he  can  help  it.  If  there  is  to  be 
any  shooting,  he  intends  to  be  at  the 
State  end  of  the  gun.  And  he  knows  that 
it  will  take  him  a  good  many  years  to  get 
there.  Still,  he  thinks  he  sees  his  way — 
or  rather  the  rest  of  his  way;  for  he  is 
already  well  on  the  road. 

It  was  in  1885  that  the  Fabian  Society, 
amid  the  jeers  of  the  catastrophists,  turned 
its  back  on  the  barricades  and  made  up 
its  mind  to  turn  heroic  defeat  into  prosaic 
success.  We  set  ourselves  two  definite 
tasks:  first,  to  provide  a  parliamentary 
program  for  a  Prime  Minister  converted 
to  Socialism  as  Peel  was  converted  to 
Free  Trade;  and  second,  to  make  it  as 
easy  and  matter-of-course  for  the  ordin- 
ary respectable  Englishman  to  be  a  Social- 
ist as  to  be  a  Liberal  or  a  Conservative. 

These  tasks  we  have  accomplished,  to 
the  great  disgust  of  our  more  romantic 
comrades.  Nobody  now  conceives  Social- 
ism as  a  destructive  insurrection  ending, 
if  successful,  in  millennial  absurdities. 
Membership  of  the  Fabian  Society,  though 
it  involves  an  express  avowal  of  Social- 
ism, excites  no  more  comment  than  mem- 
bership of  the  Society  of  Friends,  or  even 
of  the  Church  of  England.  Incidentally, 
Labor  has  been  organized  as  a  separate 
political  interest  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, with  the  result  that  in  the  very 
next  Budget  it  was  confessed  for  the  first 
time  that  there  are  unearned  as  well  as 
earned  incomes  in  the  country:  an  admis- 
sion which,  if  not  a  surrender  of  the  Ca- 
pitalist citadel  to  Socialism,  is  at  all  events 
letting  down  the  drawbridge;  for  Social- 
ism, on  its  aggressive  side,  is,  and  always 
has  been,  an  attack  on  idleness.  The  reso- 
lution to  make  an  end  of  private  property 


is  gathering  force  every  day:  people  are 
beginning  to  learn  the  difference  between 
a  man's  property  in  his  walking  stick, 
which  is  strictly  limited  by  the  public 
condition  that  he  shall  not  use  it  to  break 
his  neighbor's  head  or  extort  money 
with  menaces,  and  those  private  rights  of 
property  which  enable  the  idle  to  levy  an 
enormous  tribute,  amounting  at  present 
to  no  less  than  £630,000,000  a  year,  on 
the  earnings  of  the  rest  of  the  community. 
The  old  attempt  to  confuse  the  issue  by 
asserting  that  the  existence  of  the  family, 
religion,  marriage,  etc.,  etc.,  are  inextri- 
cably bound  up  with  the  toleration  of 
senseless  social  theft  no  longer  imposes 
on  anyone:  after  a  whole  year  of  unex- 
ampled exploitation  of  this  particular  va- 
riety of  obscene  vituperation  by  the  most 
widely  read  cheap  newspapers  in  London, 
no  Socialist  is  a  penny  the  worse  for  it. 
The  only  really  effective  weapon  of  the 
press  against  Socialism  is  silence.  Even 
Bishops  cannot  get  reported  when  they 
advocate  Socialism  and  tear  to  pieces  the 
old  pretence  that  political  economy, 
science,  and  religion  are  in  favor  of  our 
existing  industrial  system.  Socialist  speak- 
ers now  find  audiences  so  readily  that, 
even  with  comparatively  high  charges  for 
admission,  large  halls  can  be  filled  to 
hear  them  without  resorting  to  the  usual 
channels  of  advertisement.  Their  speeches 
are  crammed  with  facts  and  figures  and 
irresistible  appeals  to  the  daily  experience 
and  money  troubles  of  the  unfortunate 
ratepayers  and  rentpayers  who  are  too 
harassed  by  money  worries  to  care  about 
official  party  politics;  but  not  a  word  of 
these  is  allowed  to  leak  through  to  the 
public  through  the  ordinary  channels  of 
newspaper  reporting.  However,  the  con- 
spiracy of  silence  has  its  uses  to  us.  We 
have  converted  the  people  who  have  ac- 
tually heard  us.  The  others,  having  no 
news  of  our  operations,  have  left  us  un- 
molested until  our  movement  has  secured 
its  grip  of  the  public.  Now  that  the  alarm 
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has  at  last  been  given,  nobody,  it  seems, 
is  left  in  the  camp  of  our  enemies  except 
the  ignorant,  the  politically  imbecile,  the 
corruptly  interested,  and  the  retinue  of 
broken,  drunken,  reckless  mercenaries 
who  are  always  ready  to  undertake  a  cam- 
paign of  slander  against  the  opponents  of 
any  vested  interest  which  has  a  bountiful 
secret  service  fund.  This  may  seem  a 
strong  thing  to  say;  but  it  is  impossible 
not  to  be  struck  by  the  feebleness  and 
baseness  of  the  opposition  to  Socialism 
today  as  compared  with  the  opposition  of 
twenty  years  ago.  In  the  days  when  Her- 
bert Spencer's  brightest  pupils,  from  Mrs 
Sidney  Webb  to  Grant  Allen,  turned  from 
him  to  the  Socialism  in  which  he  could 
see  nothing  but  "the  coming  slavery," 
we  could  respect  him  whilst  confuting 
him.  Today  we  neither  respect  our  oppo- 
nents nor  confute  them.  We  simply,  like 
Mrs  Stetson  Gillman's  prejudice  slayer, 
"walk  through  them  as  if  they  were  not 
there/' 

Still,  we  do  not  affect  to  underrate  the 
huge  public  danger  of  a  press  which  is 
necessarily  in  the  hands  of  the  very 
people  whose  idleness  and  extravagance 
keep  the  nation  poor  and  miserable  in 
spite  of  its  immense  resources.  It  costs 
quarter  of  a  million  to  start  a  London 
daily  paper  with  any  chance  of  success; 
and  every  man  who  writes  for  it  risks  his 
livelihood  every  time  he  pens  a  word  that 
threatens  the  incomes  of  the  proprietors 
and  their  class.  The  quantity  of  snobbish 
and  anti-social  public  opinion  thus  manu- 
factured is  formidable;  and  a  new  sort  of 
crime — the  incitement  by  newspapers  of 
mobs  to  outrage  and  even  murder — 
hitherto  tried  only  on  religious  impostors, 
is  beginning  to  be  applied  to  politics.  The 
result  is  likely  to  be  another  illustration 
of  the  impossibility  of  combining  indi- 
vidual freedom  with  economic  slavery. 
We  have  had  to  throw  freedom  of  con- 
tract to  the  winds  to  save  the  working 
classes  from  extermination  as  a  result  of 


"free"  contracts  between  penniless  fathers 
of  starving  families  and  rich  employers. 
Freedom  of  the  press  is  hardly  less  illu- 
sory when  the  press  belongs  to  the  slave 
owners  of  the  nation,  and  not  a  single 
journalist  is  really  free.  We  think  it  well 
therefore  at  this  moment  to  warn  our 
readers  not  to  measure  the  extent  of  our 
operations  or  our  influence,  much  less 
the  strength  of  our  case,  by  what  they 
read  of  us  in  the  papers.  The  taste  for 
spending  one's  life  in  drudgery  and 
never-ending  pecuniary  anxiety  solely  in 
order  that  certain  idle  and  possibly  vicious 
people  may  fleece  you  for  their  own 
amusement,  is  not  so  widespread  as  the 
papers  would  have  us  think.  Even  that 
timidest  of  Conservatives,  the  middle 
class  man  with  less  than  £500  a  year 
(sometimes  less  than  £100)  is  beginning 
to  ask  himself  why  his  son  should  go, 
half-educated,  to  a  clerks'  desk  at  fifteen, 
to  enable  another  man's  son  to  go  to  a 
university  and  complete  an  education  of 
which,  as  a  hereditary  idler,  he  does  not 
intend  to  make  use.  To  tell  him  that  such 
self-questioning  is  a  grave  symptom  of 
Free  Love  and  Atheism  may  terrify  him; 
but  it  does  not  convince.  And  the  evolu- 
tion of  Socialism  from  the  Red  sceptre 
on  the  barricade,  with  community  of 
wives  (all  petroleuses\  and  Compulsory 
Atheism,  to  the  Fabian  Society  and  the 
Christian  Social  Union,  constitutional, 
respectable,  even  official,  eminent,  and 
titled,  is  every  day  allaying  his  dread  of 
it  and  increasing  his  scepticism  as  to  the 
inevitability  of  the  ever  more  and  more 
dreaded  knock  of  the  ground  landlord's 
agent  and  the  rate  collector. 

Now,  as  everyone  knows,  the  course 
of  evolution,  in  Socialism  or  anything 
else,  does  not  involve  the  transformation 
of  the  earlier  forms  into  the  later.  The 
earlier  forms  persist  side  by  side  with  the 
later  until  they  are  either  deliberately  ex- 
terminated by  them  or  put  out  of  coun- 
tenance so  completely  that  they  lose  the 
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heart  to  get  born.  This  is  what  has  hap- 
pened in  the  evolution  of  Fabian  Social- 
ism. Fabian  Socialism  has  not  extermin- 
ated the  earlier  types;  and  though  it  has 
put  them  so  much  out  of  countenance  that 
they  no  longer  breed  freely,  still  there 
they  are  still,  preaching,  collecting  sub- 
scriptions, and  repulsing  from  Socialism 
many  worthy  citizens  who  are  quite  pre- 
pared to  go  as  far,  and  farther,  than  the 
Fabian  Society.  Occasionally  they  man- 
age even  to  contest  a  parliamentary  seat 
in  the  name  of  Socialism,  and  to  reassure 
the  Capitalist  parties  by  coming  out  at 
the  foot  of  the  poll  with  fewer  votes  than 
one  would  have  thought  possible  for  any 
human  candidate,  were  he  even  a  flat- 
earth-man,  in  these  days  when  everyone 
can  find  a  following  of  some  sort.  More 
often,  however,  they  settle  down  into 
politically  negligible  sects,  with  a  place 
of  weekly  meeting  in  which  they  preach 
to  one  another  every  week,  except  in  the 
summer  months,  when  they  carry  the  red 
flag  into  the  open  air  and  denounce  society 
as  it  passes  or  loiters  to  listen.  Now  far  be 
it  from  us  to  repudiate  these  comrades. 
If  a  man  has  been  brought  to  conviction 
of  sin  by  the  Countess  of  Huntingdon's 
Connection,  and  subsequently  enters  the 
Church  and  becomes  an  Archbishop,  he 
will  always  have  sufficient  tenderness  for 
the  Connection  to  refrain  from  attacking 
it,  and  to  remember  that  many  of  its 
members  are  better  Christians  and  better 
men  than  the  more  worldly-wise  pillars 
of  the  Church.  The  principal  leaders  of 
the  Fabian  movement  are  in  the  same 
position  with  regard  to  many  little  socie- 
ties locally  known  as  "the  Socialists." 
We  know  that  their  worship  of  Marx  (of 
whose  works  they  are  for  the  most  part 
ignorant,  and  of  whose  views  they  are 
intellectually  incapable)  and  their  repeti- 
tion of  shibboleths  about  the  Class  War 
and  the  socialization  of  all  the  means  of 
production,  distribution,  and  exchange 
have  no  more  application  to  practical 


politics  than  the  Calvinistic  covenants 
which  so  worried  Cromwell  when  he, 
too,  tried  to  reconcile  his  sectarian  creed 
with  the  practical  exigencies  of  govern- 
ment and  administration.  We  know  also, 
and  are  compelled  on  occasion  to  say 
bluntly  out,  that  these  little  sects  are  ig- 
norant and  incapable  in  public  affairs; 
that  in  many  cases  their  assumption  of  an 
extreme  position  is  an  excuse  for  doing 
nothing  under  cover  of  demanding  the 
impossible;  and  that  their  inability  to 
initiate  any  practical  action  when  they 
do  by  chance  get  represented  on  public 
bodies  often  leads  to  their  simply  voting 
steadily  for  our  opponents  by  way  of 
protest  against  what  they  consider  the 
compromising  opportunism  of  the  Fa- 
bians. There  are  moments  when  they 
become  so  intolerable  a  nuisance  to  the 
main  body  of  the  movement  that  we  are 
sorely  tempted  to  excommunicate  them 
formally,  and  warn  the  public  that  they 
represent  nobody  but  their  silly  selves. 
But  such  a  declaration,  though  it  would 
be  perfectly  true  as  far  as  political  and 
administrative  action  is  concerned,  would 
be  misleading  on  the  whole.  In  England, 
everyone  begins  by  being  absurdly  ignor- 
ant of  public  life  and  inept  at  public  ac- 
tion. Just  as  the  Conservative  and  Liberal 
Parties  are  recruited  at  Primrose  League 
meetings  and  Liberal  and  Radical  demon- 
strations at  which  hardly  one  word  of 
sense  or  truth  is  uttered,  but  at  which 
nevertheless  the  novice  finds  himself  in  a 
sympathetic  atmosphere,  so  even  the  Fa- 
bian Society  consists  largely  of  Socialists 
who  sowed  their  wild  oats  in  one  or  other 
of  these  little  sects  of  Impossibilists. 
Therefore  we  not  only  suffer  them  as 
gladly  as  human  nature  allows,  but  give 
them  what  help  and  countenance  we  can 
when  we  can  do  so  without  specifically 
endorsing  their  blunders.  Fortunately  the 
immense  additions  which  have  been  made 
to  the  machinery  of  democracy  in  Eng- 
land in  the  last  twenty  years,  from  the 
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County  Councils  of  1888  to  the  education 
authorities  of  1902,  have  acted  as  schools 
of  public  life  to  thousands  of  men  of  small 
means  who  in  the  old  days  must  have  re- 
mained Impossibilists  from  want  of  pub- 
lic experience.  One  hour  on  a  responsible 
committee  of  a  local  authority  which  has 
to  provide  for  some  public  want  and 
spend  some  public  money,  were  it  but 
half-a-crown,  will  cure  any  sensible  man 
of  Impossibilism  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 
And  such  cures  are  taking  place  every 
day,  and  converting  futile  enthusiasts 
into  useful  Fabians. 

A  word  as  to  this  book.  It  is  not  a 
new  edition  of  Fabian  Essays.  They  are 
reprinted  exactly  as  they  appeared  in 
1889,  nothing  being  changed  but  the 
price.  No  other  course  was  possible. 
When  the  essays  were  written,  the  Essay- 
ists were  in  their  thirties:  they  are  now 
in  their  fifties,  except  the  one,  William 
Clarke,  who  is  in  his  grave.  We  were  then 
regarded  as  young  desperadoes  who  had 
sacrificed  their  chances  in  life  by  commit- 
ting themselves  publicly  to  Socialism:  we 
are  now  quoted  as  illustrations  of  the  new 
theory  that  Socialists,  like  Quakers,  pros- 
per in  this  world.  It  is  a  dangerous  theory; 
for  Socialism,  like  all  religions  and  all 
isms,  can  turn  weak  heads  as  well  as  in- 
spire and  employ  strong  ones;  but  we,  at 
all  events,  have  been  fortunate  enough  to 
have  had  our  claim  to  public  attention 
admitted  in  the  nineteen  years  which  have 
elapsed  since  our  youthful  escapade  as 
Fabian  Essayists. 

It  goes  without  saying  that  in  our  pres- 
ent position,  and  with  the  experience  we 
have  gained,  we  should  produce  a  very 
different  book  if  the  work  were  to  be 
done  anew.  We  should  not  waste  our 
time  in  killing  dead  horses,  however  vig- 
orously they  were  kicking  in  1889.  We 
should  certainly  be  much  more  careful 
not  to  give  countenance  to  the  notion 
that  the  unemployed  can  be  set  to  work 
to  inaugurate  Socialism;  though  it  re- 


mains true  that  the  problem  of  the  un- 
employed, from  the  moment  when  we 
cease  to  abandon  them  callously  to  their 
misery  or  soothe  our  consciences  fool- 
ishly by  buying  them  off  with  alms,  will 
force  us  to  organize  them,  provide  for 
them,  and  train  them;  but  the  very  first 
condition  of  success  in  this  will  be  the 
abandonment  of  the  old  idea  that  the 
unemployed  tailor  can  be  set  to  make 
clothes  for  the  unemployed  bootmaker 
and  the  unemployed  bootmaker  to  make 
boots  for  the  unemployed  tailor,  the  real 
difficulty  being,  not  a  scarcity  of  clothes 
and  boots,  but  a  stupid  misdistribution  of 
the  money  to  buy  them.  We  should  also 
probably  lay  more  stress  on  human  voli- 
tion and  less  on  economic  pressure  and 
historic  evolution  as  making  for  Social- 
ism. We  should,  in  short,  give  the  dry 
practice  of  our  solutions  of  social  prob- 
lems instead  of  the  inspiration  and  theory 
of  them.  But  we  should  also  produce  a 
volume  which,  though  it  might  appeal 
more  than  the  present  one  to  administra- 
tive experts,  to  bankers,  lawyers,  and 
constructive  statesmen,  would  have  much 
less  charm  for  the  young,  and  for  the  or- 
dinary citizen  who  is  in  these  matters  an 
amateur. 

Besides,  the  difference  between  the 
view  of  the  young  and  the  elderly  is  not 
necessarily  a  difference  between  wrong 
and  right.  The  Tennysonian  process  of 
making  stepping  stones  of  our  dead  selves 
to  higher  things  is  pious  in  intention,  but 
it  sometimes  leads  downstairs  instead  of 
up.  When  Herbert  Spencer  in  his  later 
days  expunged  from  his  Social  Statics  the 
irresistible  arguments  for  Land  Nation- 
alization by  which  he  anticipated  Henry 
George,  we  could  not  admit  that  the  old 
Spencer  had  any  right  to  do  this  violence 
to  the  young  Spencer,  or  was  less  bound 
either  to  confute  his  position  or  admit  it 
than  if  the  two  had  been  strangers  to  one 
another.  Having  had  this  lesson,  we  do 
not  feel  free  to  alter  even  those  passages 
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which  no  longer  represent  our  latest  con- 
clusions. Fortunately,  in  the  main  we 
have  nothing  to  withdraw,  nothing  to 
regret,  nothing  to  apologize  for,  and 
much  to  be  proud  of.  So  we  leave  our 
book  as  it  first  came  into  the  world, 
merely  writing  "Errors  Excepted"  as 
solicitors  do:  that  is,  with  the  firm  con- 
viction that  the  errors,  if  they  exist  at  all, 
do  not  greatly  matter. 

2ist  May  1908. 

FABIAN  ESSAYS 

FORTY  YEARS  LATER 

WHAT  THEY  OVERLOOKED 

(Preface  to  the  1931  Reprint) 

This  set  of  essays  is  apparently  inex- 
tinguishable. When  it  had  very  unexpec- 
tedly attained  the  age  of  twenty  years,  I, 
the  original  editor,  had  to  provide  it  with 
a  fresh  preface.  Ten  years  passed;  and  it 
was  still  in  steady  demand.  Sidney  Webb 
(now  Lord  Passfield)  had  to  provide  a 
preface  for  its  thirtieth  anniversary.  That, 
we  supposed,  must  see  it  through;  but  no: 
its  fortieth  birthday  is  now  reached  and 
passed;  and  I,  somewhat  surprised  to  find 
myself  alive,  am  called  on  to  write  my 
third  preface  to  it. 

I  will  not  pretend  that  this  longevity  is 
a  matter  for  jubilation.  Everything  that  is 
contained  in  the  essays  should  by  this 
time  have  become  part  of  the  common 
education  of  every  citizen.  But  our  com- 
mon education  is  centuries  out  of  date; 
and  generations  of  Britons  still  crowd  in 
on  us  with  a  laboriously  inculcated  stock 
of  ideas  of  which  half  belong  to  the 
courts  of  the  Plantagenets  and  the  other 
half  to  the  coffee  houses  under  Queen 
Anne.  This  huge  mass  of  obsolescence 
rolls  back  like  the  stone  of  Sisyphus  on 
every  attempt  to  advance  thought  and 
weed  out  ignorance.  We  the  Fabian  essay- 
ists, who  made  such  an  attempt,  and 
brought  many  of  the  Intelligentsia  of  our 


own  generation  up  to  date  in  economic 
sociology,  are  facing  a  new  generation 
with  Queen  Anne  and  Henry  VI  still  in 
possession,  and  the  stage  of  Socialist 
thought  which  we  have  ourselves  out- 
grown still  so  far  ahead  of  our  youngest 
contemporaries  that  not  only  our  essays 
but  Henry  George's  ten-years-older  Pro- 
gress and  Poverty  are  still  selling  steadily. 

Yet  there  is  an  air  of  amazing  advance 
in  our  political  circumstances.  As  I  write, 
a  Fabian  Socialist  is  Prime  Minister  of 
Britain.  Two  of  our  essayists  are  in  the 
House  of  Lords:  one  of  them  a  Cabinet 
minister  and  the  other  an  ex-Cabinet 
minister.  Parliament  swarms  with  Fa- 
bians and  members  of  Socialist  Societies 
for  which  the  Fabian  Society  is  not  ex- 
treme enough.  Fabianism  is  now  often 
spoken  of  as  an  out-moded  economic 
pedantry  to  which  a  few  dotards  cling 
under  the  impression  that  they  are  still 
young  pioneers.  Socialist  Cabinets,  So- 
cialist Presidents,  Socialist  Dictators  are 
all  over  Europe  piecing  together  the  ruins 
of  the  empires.  The  largest  country  with 
a  settled  government  in  Europe  is  now  a 
Communist  country  in  which  persons 
with  the  Queen  Anne-Plan tagenet  men- 
tality find  it  harder  to  live  than  Jesuits 
did  in  England  under  Elizabeth.  Even  in 
the  British  Isles,  where  the  pupils  of  King 
Henry  the  Sixth's  school  are  still  in  the 
ascendant,  annual  confiscation  of  the  in- 
comes of  the  capitalists  on  a  scale  rising 
to  fifty  per  cent,  and  periodical  raids  on 
their  capital  on  a  similar  scale  by  death 
duties,  with  immediate  redistribution 
among  the  proletariat  of  much  of  it  not 
only  in  kind  but  in  hard  cash,  is  taken  as 
a  matter  of  course. 

Our  airs  of  democratic  advance  are 
equally  imposing.  When  the  first  Fabian 
essays  were  new  the  continent  of  Europe 
could  shew  only  two  republics  (or  three, 
if  we  count  the  toy  republic  of  San  Ma- 
rino) as  against  four  empires  and  eleven 
kingdoms.  Today  the  four  empires  have 
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disappeared  and  been  replaced  by  re- 
publics. There  are  still  twelve  kingdoms 
left,  including  Iceland  and  Albania;  but 
there  are  sixteen  republics  outnumbering 
them  in  population  by  1 1  to  4.  Over  300 
millions  of  people  have  passed  from 
monarchical  to  republican  rule.  Divine 
right  is  never  mentioned:  the  sovereignty 
of  the  people  is  admitted  everywhere, 
either  by  adult  suffrage  or  by  express 
declaration  in  the  new  constitutions.  On 
paper  at  least  Democracy  is  in  the  saddle 
and  rides  mankind. 

If  all  this  change  were  part  of  a  de- 
veloping Socialism  it  would  be  a  matter 
for  rejoicing.  But  being  as  it  is  an  attempt 
to  gain  the  benefits  of  Socialism  under 
Capitalism  and  at  its  expense:  a  policy 
which  has  for  its  real  slogan  "What  a 
thief  stole  steal  thou  from  the  thief," 
there  is  more  threat  of  bankruptcy  in  it 
than  promise  of  the  millennium.  When, 
as  at  present,  the  work  of  organizing 
civilization  outgrows  the  scope  and  capa- 
city of  private  adventurers  and  their  per- 
sonal interests,  the  first  symptom  of 
excessive  strain  is  an  abnormal  increase  of 
unemployment  accompanied  by  recon- 
structions and  amalgamations  of  com- 
mercial businesses,  and  appeals  by  them 
for  State  help:  all  of  them  desperate 
efforts  to  make  private  enterprise  meet 
social  needs  which  are  more  and  more 
transcending  its  possibilities.  When  the 
number  of  unemployed  runs  into  mil- 
lions, and  they  consist  to  a  considerable 
extent  of  demobilized  soldiers  who  have 
learned  in  a  war  of  unprecedented  fright- 
fulness  to  hold  human  life  cheap,  the  un- 
employed become,  in  fact,  an  army  living 
on  the  country. 

In  such  straits,  which  have  occurred 
before  in  the  history  of  previous  civiliza- 
tions, Capitalism  always  tries  to  buy  off 
those  whom  it  cannot  employ  and  no 
longer  dares  leave  to  starve.  Unemploy- 
ment thus  becomes  a  recognized  means 
of  livelihood  for  the  proletariat.  As  I 


write,  there  are  young  men  in  the  prime 
of  early  manhood  who  have  never 
worked,  and  proletarian  children  who 
have  never  seen  their  parents  work.  If 
two  or  three  unemployed  share  the  same 
house  they  can  live  "on  the  dole"  quite 
comfortably  according  to  their  own  stan- 
dards of  comfort  by  blackmailing  Capi- 
talism until  it  consents  to  share  its  social 
plunder  with  them.  If  the  combinations 
of  two  or  three  become  combinations  of 
two  or  three  hundreds  or  even  thousands, 
as  they  will  if  the  dole  system  attains  a 
reputation  for  permanence,  the  Ritz  Hos- 
tels of  the  unemployed  will  put  to  shame 
the  humble  dwellings  of  those  for  whom 
the  Labor  Exchanges  can  still  find  jobs. 
Members  of  seasonal  trades  now  draw  the 
dole  through  the  off-season  for  which  the 
on-season  formerly  provided.  This  state 
of  things  is  clearly  the  "bread  and  cir- 
cuses" of  the  ancient  Roman  proletariat 
over  again;  and  the  parallel  will  soon  be 
more  exact;  for  since  our  police  have 
urged  die  opening  of  the  cinemas  on 
Sunday  because  they  keep  the  streets 
empty  and  orderly,  State-provided  cine- 
mas are  quite  likely  to  be  instituted  as  a 
means  of  preventing  riots  of  the  unem- 
ployed. That  must  end  as  the  Roman 
Empire  ended,  in  bankruptcy. 

It  is  not  sufficiently  realized,  and  is  not 
made  clear  in  these  essays,  that  the  Capi- 
talist system  is  quite  as  Utopian,  quite  as 
artificial,  quite  as  much  a  paper  system 
founded  on  essays  and  treatises  by  clever 
idealist  writers,  as  Socialism.  Its  elabor- 
ately worked  out  theory  was  that  the  sol- 
ution of  the  great  problem  of  how  to 
keep  our  huge  population  alive  in  re- 
sponse to  their  necessary  first  prayer 
"Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread"  is  to 
make  the  material  sources  of  production 
private  property,  enforce  all  voluntary 
contracts  made  under  this  condition,  keep 
the  peace  between  citizen  and  citizen, 
and  leave  the  rest  to  the  operation  of  in- 
dividual self-interest.  This,  it  was  claimed, 
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would  guarantee  to  every  worker  a  sub- 
sistence wage  whilst  providing  a  rich 
leisured  class  with  the  means  of  uphold- 
ing culture,  and  saturating  them  with 
money  enough  to  enable  them  to  save 
and  invest  capital  without  personal  priva- 
tion. 

The  theory  worked  wonderfully  in  the 
sphere  of  production  and  trade.  It  built 
up  our  factory  system,  our  power  ma- 
chinery, our  means  of  transport  and  com- 
munication, which  have  made  the  world 
a  new  world  in  which  the  iron  Duke  of 
Wellington  would  be  as  lost  as  Julius 
Caesar.  It  has  produced  financial  combin- 
ations which  could  buy  up  the  England 
of  Queen  Anne  as  easily  as  Queen  Anne 
could  have  bought  up  a  shipyard.  It  keeps 
us  amused  and  hopeful  and  credulous  by 
miracle  after  miracle  just  as  the  Churches 
and  creeds  used  to,  except  that  the  miracles 
are  more  authentic  and  can  be  performed 
by  every  cottager  who  can  afford  a  pound 
for  a  wireless  set,  or  a  couple  of  pennies 
to  drop  into  the  slot  in  a  telephone  kiosk. 
And  it  has  increased  the  possibilities  of 
private  income  to  a  point  at  which  kings 
are  now  relatively  poor  men. 

Unfortunately  these  unprecedented 
achievements  in  production  and  finance 
have  been  accompanied  by  a  failure  in 
distribution  so  grotesquely  inequitable 
and  socially  disastrous  that  its  continu- 
ance is  out  of  the  question.  Desperate 
attempts  are  being  made  everywhere  by 
redistributive  taxation,  State  regulation  of 
wages,  and  factory  legislation,  to  remedy 
or  at  least  palliate  it,  within  the  limits  of 
the  Capitalist  system.  But  redistributive 
taxation  within  Capitalist  limits  means 
dole  for  idleness  instead  of  wages  for  pro- 
ductive work;  and  regulation  of  wages 
and  factories  does  not  help  the  unem- 
ployed. 

Distribution,  it  must  be  remembered, 
is  not  only  distribution  of  material  pro- 
duct, but  of  work  and  leisure.  If  modern 
methods  of  production  enable  a  single 


machine  tender  to  turn  out  more  product 
in  a  day  than  an  eighteenth-century  work- 
er in  the  same  trade,  without  a  machine, 
turned  out  in  a  year,  there  is  a  gain  in 
leisure,  realizable  by  a  reduction  in  work- 
ing hours,  of  300  per  cent  or  thereabouts. 
If  this  and  all  cognate  gains  in  leisure 
were  equally  distributed  the  result  would 
be  a  steady  reduction  in  the  hours  of 
labor  and  a  steady  increase  in  the  hours  of 
individual  liberty.  But  there  is  an  alterna- 
tive to  this.  It  is  just  possible  to  keep  the 
workers  working  as  long  as  before,  or 
longer,  and  to  increase  the  number  or  the 
luxury,  or  both,  of  the  leisured  rich.  Now 
this  is  precisely  what  the  Capitalist  sys- 
tem does,  and  even  aims  at  doing.  And  in 
its  present  stage,  when  it  is  adding  an 
army  of  unemployed  to  the  leisured  rich, 
and  thus  burning  the  candle  at  both  ends, 
the  reform  of  distribution  has  become  a 
matter  of  life  and  death  to  civilization. 

No  other  remedy  than  the  transforma- 
tion of  Capitalistic  society  into  Socialistic 
society  has  so  far  been  able  to  stand  ex- 
amination. The  Fabian  Society,  founded 
to  advocate  that  transformation,  and  to 
work  out  its  political  implications,  is  as 
much  needed  as  ever. 

The  distinctive  mark  of  the  Fabian 
Society  among  the  rival  bodies  of  Social- 
ists with  which  it  came  in  conflict  in  its 
early  days,  was  its  resolute  constitutional- 
ism. When  the  greatest  Socialist  of  that 
day,  the  poet  and  craftsman  William 
Morris,  told  the  workers  that  there  was 
no  hope  for  them  save  in  revolution,  we 
said  that  if  that  were  true  there  was  no 
hope  at  all  for  them,  and  urged  them  to 
save  themselves  through  parliament,  the 
municipalities,  and  the  franchise.  With- 
out, perhaps,  quite  converting  Morris,  we 
convinced  him  that  things  would  prob- 
ably go  our  way.  It  is  not  so  certain  today 
as  it  seemed  in  the  eighties  that  Morris 
was  not  right.  A  European  convulsion,  of 
such  extraordinary  and  sanguinary  vio- 
lence that  all  revolutions  of  which  we 
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have  any  record  seem  trifles  in  compari- 
son, has  changed  the  world  more  in  four 
years  than  Fabian  constitutional  action 
seem  likely  to  do  in  four  hundred.  A 
staggering  shock  to  constitutionalism  has 
come  from  the  settlement  of  the  Irish 
question  by  crude  force.  Thirty  years  of 
constitutional  agitation  and  parliament- 
ary work  had  ended  in  the  passing  of  a 
Home  Rule  Act.  The  Act  was  repudiated 
by  its  opponents,  who  armed  themselves 
to  resist  it,  and  were  seconded  by  a  threat 
of  mutiny  from  several  army  officers  on 
service  in  Ireland.  The  Prime  Minister 
assured  the  rebels  that  they  would  not  be 
coerced;  and  their  importation  of  arms 
was  winked  at  by  the  authorities  whilst 
similar  operations  by  the  Irish  National- 
ists were  attacked  by  the  forces  of  the 
Crown.  Finally  the  Act  was  suspended: 
and  the  Irish  question  was  settled  by  a 
savage  campaign  of  incendiarism  and 
murder  of  which  the  Irish,  having  the 
common  people  on  their  side,  gave  the 
English  garrison  the  worse,  thus  produ- 
cing a  situation  in  which  England  had 
either  to  concede  self-government  to 
Ireland  or  engage  in  a  sanguinary  recon- 
quest  which  public  opinion  would  not 
support  either  in  England  or  America. 
This  very  sensational  object  lesson,  com- 
ing on  top  of  the  demonstration  by  the 
war  that  a  British  Government,  when 
stimulated  by  a  bayonet  at  its  throat  (a 
German  one  in  this  instance;  but  English 
steel  is  equally  effective),  could  perform 
with  precipitous  celerity  and  the  most 
satisfactory  success  all  the  feats  of  national 
organization  it  had  declared  impossible 
and  Utopian  when  they  were  pressed  on 
it  by  nothing  sharper  than  the  arguments 
of  the  Fabians  and  the  votes  of  the  Social- 
ists in  this  country,  greatly  weakened 
the  position  of  Constitutionalists  and 
strengthened  that  of  Militarist  Terrorists 
in  all  parties  and  countries. 

Besides,  there  was  the  Russian  revo- 
lution of  1917.  The  attempt  at  Liberal 


constitutional  parliamentarism  which  fol- 
lowed had  almost  instantly  broken  down 
and  been  swept  away  and  replaced  by  a 
ruthless  dictatorship  of  men  of  action 
who  were  also  doctrinaire  Marxians. 
These  were  very  soon  convinced  by 
their  opponents  that  the  establishment  of 
Socialism  must  be  effected  not  by  discus- 
sion and  vote,  but  by  those  who  actively 
desired  it  killing  those  who  actively  ob- 
jected to  it.  Which  they  accordingly  pro- 
ceeded to  do,  and  be  done  by,  with  ter- 
rific energy.  And,  far  from  alienating 
popular  sympathy,  they  found  the  coun- 
try rising  to  this  sort  of  leadership  with 
such  enthusiasm  that  the  Bolsheviks,  be- 
ginning in  an  apparently  hopeless  con- 
dition of  military  inferiority  as  a  mob 
with  a  casual  equipment  of  pistols  op- 
posed by  disciplined  troops  with  full 
munitions  provided  largely  by  British 
money,  succeeded  in  raising  a  Red  Army 
which  achieved  the  impossible  by  com- 
pletely reversing  the  situation  and  driving 
the  reactionary  White  armies  out  of  the 
field  in  irretrievable  defeat. 

At  the  same  time  Signor  Mussolini, 
banking  on  his  belief  that  the  people,  out 
of  all  patience  with  the  delays,  obstruc- 
tions, evasions,  and  hypocrisies  of  end- 
lessly talkingfaineant  Parliaments,wanted 
not  liberty  (which  he  described  boldly  as 
a  putrefying  corpse)  but  hard  work,  hard 
discipline,  and  positive  and  rapid  State 
activity:  in  short,  real  government,  threw 
Constitutionalism  to  the  winds,  and  be- 
came at  once  an  acknowledged  and  irre- 
sistible dictator.  Similar  coups  J*  £tat 
followed  in  Spain,  in  Jugo-Slavia,  in 
Poland,  and  in  Hungary,  all  proving  that 
the  old  Liberal  parliamentary  systems, 
which  had  grown  up  in  opposition  to 
monarchical  autocracy,  and  had  brought 
to  perfection  the  art  of  paralyzing  State 
enterprise  under  cover  of  preserving  pop- 
ular liberties,  were  falling  into  disillu- 
sioned contempt,  and  could  be  suspended 
or  abolished  without  finding  a  single 
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effective  defender.  The  transfer  of  over 
three  hundred  million  people  from  mon- 
archical to  republican  rule  resulted  in  a 
transfer  of  nearly  two  hundred  and  sixty 
millions  from  constitutional  parliamen- 
tary rule  to  dictatorial  despotism  after  a 
brief  test  by  Trial  and  Error.  Nobody 
wanted  despotism  as  such;  but  the  alter- 
native would  not  work. 

But  dictatorships,  like  proclamations 
of  martial  law,  are  emergency  measures; 
and  they  are  subject  to  the  standard  ob- 
jection to  martial  law  that  it  is  no  law  at 
all.  When  a  nation's  affairs  drift  into  a 
hopeless  mess  some  strongminded  person 
seizes  it  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck  and  bul- 
lies it  into  order  when  it  has  suffered  so 
much  from  disorder  that  it  is  only  too 
glad  to  be  taken  in  hand  and  drilled,  how- 
ever autocratically.  The  effort  usually  ex- 
hausts the  dictator;  but  even  when  it  does 
not  he  finds  that  he  cannot  be  everywhere 
and  superintend  the  doing  of  everything 
like  the  chief  of  a  small  tribe:  he  must 
have  a  Constitution.  It  may  be  an  elec- 
toral constitution  or  a  dictatorial  consti- 
tution with  delegate  dictators  all  over  the 
place;  but  a  constitution  there  must  be; 
for  autocratic  one-man  government  of  a 
modern  State  is  physically  impossible. 
What  is  more,  it  must  be  a  positive  con- 
stitution and  not  a  negative  one.  That  is, 
its  object  must  be  to  enable  the  Govern- 
ment to  control  and  even  undertake  every 
kind  of  business  effectively  and  rapidly, 
and  not,  like  our  present  British  consti- 
tution, to  obstruct,  disable,  and  defeat 
every  effort  of  the  Government  to  go 
beyond  police  work,  military  defence, 
and  diplomacy. 

And  here  precisely  is  the  rock  which 
threatens  to  wreck  the  constitutionalism 
of  the  old  Fabians.  They  have  lived  to 
see  their  political  plans  carried  out  with 
a  success  beyond  all  their  reasonable 
hopes.  The  parliamentary  Labor  Party 
for  which  they  bargained  has  been 
formed,  and  has  already  held  office  twice. 


The  Treasury  Bench  has  been  filled  with 
Socialists.  Yet  as  far  as  Socialism  is  con- 
cerned it  might  as  well  have  been  filled 
by  Conservative  bankers  and  baronets. 
No  industry  has  been  nationalized;  and 
the  unemployed  are  bought  off  by  doles 
in  the  disastrous  old  Roman  fashion.  The 
party  System,  under  which  "it  is  the 
business  of  the  Opposition  to  oppose/* 
still  obstructs  so  effectively  that  bills  to 
which  nobody  objects,  and  which  could 
be  disposed  of  in  half  an  hour,  take  up  as 
many  months  as  really  contentious  meas- 
ures. Fundamental  changes  are  impos- 
sible: only  the  tinkerings  necessary  to 
prevent  the  State  machine  from  jamming 
and  stopping  are  introduced  and  pushed 
through  by  mere  force  of  circumstances* 
Labor  Governments,  like  other  govern- 
ments, end  in  disappointment  and  reac- 
tion with  their  millennial  promises  un- 
fulfilled; whilst  the  revolutionary  Left 
and  the  Fascist  Right  are  supplied  with 
daily  evidence  as  to  the  futility  of  parlia- 
mentary action  at  home,  and  the  swift 
effectiveness  of  hard  knocks  abroad. 

Such  being  the  very  dangerous  situa- 
tion, the  Fabian  Society  finds  itself  con- 
fronted with  a  task  not  contemplated  in 
these  essays.  It  must  devise  new  instru- 
ments of  government,  designed,  not  to 
check  governmental  activity  and  neutral- 
ize the  royal  prerogative  like  our  present 
instruments,  but  to  organize  and  make 
effective  the  sovereignty  of  the  commu- 
nity, and  limit  the  usurped  prerogative  of 
private  plutocratic  interests.  Until  this  is 
done  all  talk  of  reaching  Socialism  along 
constitutional  paths  is  idle.  The  present 
paths  simply  do  not  lead  there.  They 
lead  nowhere;  and  when  people  find  them- 
selves there  they  resort  either  to  revolu- 
tion or  dictatorship. 

Under  such  circumstances  our  old  Plan 
of  Campaign  for  Labor,  which  has  now 
been  carried  out  only  to  land  us  in  a  no- 
thoroughfare,  must  be  replaced  by  a  new 
plan  for  the  political  reconstitution 
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of  British  society,  eligible  also  as  a 
model  for  the  reconstruction  of  all 
modern  societies.  Sidney  and  Beatrice 
Webb  came  to  the  rescue  in  1920  with 
their  volume  entitled  A  Constitution  for 
the  Socialist  Commonwealth  of  Great 
Britain;  but  unfortunately  they  came  too 
soon  (the  penalty  of  foresight);  for  the 
great  industrial  crash  that  followed  the 
illusory  boom  after  the  war  did  not  occur 
until  a  year  later;  and  a  whole  decade 
passed  before  it  began  to  dawn  on  the 
commercial  and  political  world  that  any- 
thing worse  was  in  question  than  the 
usual  ephemeral  moment  of  depression, 
to  be  followed  by  the  usual  revival  of 
trade.  Nor,  in  1920,  had  the  dictatorships 
come,  nor  any  apprehensions  of  them, 
except  in  Russia,  which  did  not  count  in 
England,  as  the  Government  and  the 
Press  insanely  persisted  in  treating  the 
Russian  Revolution — a  most  beneficent 
event  in  spite  of  the  incidental  horrors 
which  attend  all  too  long  delayed  revolu- 
tions— as  a  mere  outburst  of  national 
crime  which  would  presently  be  policed 
out  of  existence  as  the  French  Revolu- 
tion, concerning  which  we  made  the  same 
silly  mistake,  was  supposed  to  have  been 
policed  on  the  field  of  Waterloo.  At  all 
events  the  Webb  proposals  made  no  per- 
ceptible impression  on  public  opinion. 
The  emergency  was  not  grasped.  The 
parliamentary  leaders  of  the  Labor  Party, 
though  baffled  in  their  legislative  plans, 
and  worried  by  the  murmurs  of  women 
impatient  for  practicality  and  back  bench- 
ers rebelling  against  the  waste  of  their 
time  as  mere  chorus  men  (especially  those 
who  had  served  their  apprenticeship  to 
public  work  as  municipal  councillors), 
had  no  leisure  for  constitution  making. 
At  last  the  Fabian  Society,  pressed  by 
Beatrice  Webb,  devoted  one  of  its  annual 
series  of  public  lectures  at  Kingsway  Hall 
to  the  subject  in  1930,  her  own  contri- 
bution being  published  by  the  Society  as 
A  Reform  Bill  for  1932.  It  is  proposed 


to  follow  this  by  a  second  set  of  Fabian 
Essays  on  the  constitutional  machinery 
required  for  Socialism. 

To  that  volume  readers  must  be  re- 
ferred for  a  detailed  statement  and  ex- 
planation of  the  necessary  changes.  Two 
main  features  may  be  cursorily  indicated 
here.  First,  The  Party  System  must  be 
scrapped  ruthlessly.  This  ingenious  device 
for  disabling  Parliament  is  very  little 
understood.  To  most  people,  even  to  pro- 
fessional politicians,  the  words  Party  Sys- 
tem mean  nothing  more  than  the  inevit- 
able division  of  any  representative  body 
into  a  conservative  side  and  a  progressive 
side,  competing  with  one  another  for  the 
direction  of  public  affairs.  As  this  tend- 
ency is  an  effect  of  human  nature,  and  as 
one  of  our  superstitions  is  that  human 
nature  cannot  be  changed  (although 
changeability  is  one  of  the  recognized 
qualities  of  human  nature)  proposals  to 
drop  The  Party  System  are  usually  dis- 
missed without  examination  as  Utopian 
attempts  to  get  rid  of  political  parties.  It 
must  therefore  be  explained  that  The 
Party  System,  forced  on  William  III  at 
the  end  of  the  seventeenth  century  to 
secure  the  support  of  Parliament  for  his 
war  against  Louis  XIV;  vigorously  re- 
pudiated by  Queen  Anne;  but  finally  es- 
tablished during  the  eighteenth  century 
as  our  normal  constitutional  method  of 
parliamentary  Government,  means  sim- 
ply the  practice  of  selecting  the  members 
of  the  Government  from  one  party  only, 
that  party  being  the  one  which  com- 
mands a  majority  of  votes  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  with  its  inevitable  corol- 
lary that  an  adverse  vote  of  the  House 
on  any  Government  measure  obliges  the 
Government  to  resign  and  "appeal  to  the 
country"  by  a  general  election. 

The  effect  of  this  system  is  that  meas- 
ures brought  before  the  House  by  the 
Government  are  never  voted  on  their 
merits  but  solely  on  the  question  whether 
the  Government  shall  remain  in  office  or 
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not,  and  whether  all  the  members  of 
the  House  shall  be  put  to  the  expense 
and  trouble  of  an  immediate  election 
at  which  their  seats  will  be  at  stake. 
Cross-voting  by  members  of  indepen- 
dent character  according  to  their  con- 
viction, information,  or  caprice,  which 
made  it  impossible  for  William  III  to 
foresee  from  session  to  session  whether 
the  House  of  Commons  would  vote 
him  supplies  for  his  continental  warfare, 
is  eliminated:  indeed  such  characters 
are  eliminated  from  parliament,  as  only 
candidates  with  a  party  label,  pledged  to 
vote  for  their  party  right  or  wrong,  have 
more  than  the  slenderest  chance  of  being 
elected.  Experience  soon  proved  what 
Queen  Anne's  blunt  common  sense  fore- 
saw: that  the  System  strengthens  the 
hands  of  the  Prime  Minister  and  his 
Cabinet  as  much  as  it  was  at  first  in- 
tended to  strengthen  the  hands  of  the 
King,  though  at  the  cost  of  spoiling  the 
quality  of  the  Government  by  restricting 
the  King's  choice  of  capable  ministers; 
reducing  their  supporters  to  the  rank 
of  operatic  choristers;  and  making  all 
Governments  factious  and  lop-sided. 

This  system  was  never  introduced  in 
the  municipalities.  In  them  the  corpora- 
tion or  council  is  elected  for  a  fixed 
period  during  which  there  can  be  no 
appeal  to  the  electorate.  Business  is 
conducted,  not  by  a  single  Cabinet 
drawn  from  one  party  only,  but  by  a 
string  of  committees  on  which  all  parties 
are  represented,  each  dealing  with  its 
own  special  branch  of  public  work. 
These  committees,  working  indepen- 
dently, submit  their  measures  to  the 
general  body  of  members,  who  vote  on 
them  quite  freely,  as  nothing  whatever 
is  at  stake  except  the  measure  itself,  a 
rejection  of  it  involving  neither  change 
of  government  nor  general  election.  Ob- 
struction, or  opposition  for  the  sake  of 
opposition,  which  means  an  absolutely 
uncritical  insincere  opposition  and  thus 


destroys  the  whole  value  of  opposition 
in  parliament,  cannot  occur:  the  con- 
flict between  the  conservative  and  pro- 
gressive temperaments  is  natural  and 
honest:  the  Conservative  is  not,  as  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  repeatedly  obliged 
to  vote  against  advances  of  which  he 
approves  nor  the  Progressive  for  changes 
which  he  believes  to  be  mistakes.  The 
practical  result  is  that  the  municipalities 
get  through  their  work  without  excessive 
attendance  at  the  Town  Hall,  whilst  the 
House  of  Commons,  sitting  all  day  and 
sometimes  all  night,  is  hopelessly  un- 
able to  keep  abreast  of  its  business,  and 
finds  that  its  overworked  ministers  have 
no  control  of  the  departments  they  are 
nominally  responsible  for,  and  often  no 
real  knowledge  of  the  work  done  by 
them,  the  effective  Government  being 
really  the  bureaucracy  or  permanent 
Civil  Service,  which  is  unaffected  by 
the  Party  System. 

Hence  the  demand  for  the  abolition  of 
The  Party  System  and  a  return  to  the  older 
municipal  system  for  all  governing  bodies. 

The  second  main  change  needed  is 
an  adequate  division  of  labor  and  special- 
ization of  function  among  our  rulers. 
At  present  Cabinets  of  about  twenty 
persons  (complained  of  as  being  too 
numerous)  assisted  by  a  couple  of  dozen 
under  secretaries,  are  expected  to  deal 
with  a  body  of  work  which  ranges  from 
the  widest  and  weightiest  problems  of 
world  policy,  finance,  and  constitutional 
legislation  to  the  most  trumpery  details 
ot  the  farmyard  and  the  workshop. 
What  is  called  devolution,  or  the  delega- 
tion of  the  less  comprehensive  work  to 
the  urban  and  district  local  authorities, 
is  baffled  by  the  retention  of  our  old 
local  boundaries,  which  have  been  long 
since  obliterated  by  the  growth  of  villages 
into  towns  and  the  coalescence  of  towns 
into  vast  urban  districts,  accompanied  by 
a  development  of  inter-communication 
by  motor  traffic,  air  traffic,  telephone, 
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and  wireless  which  reduces  even  the 
"regional"  proposals  of  twenty  years  ago 
to  absurdity.  It  is  not  now  a  question  of 
regional  councils  but  of  additional  cen- 
tral parliaments,  with  "home  rule"  for 
England  and  Scotland. 

These  constitutional  reforms  are,  in 
relation  to  the  ultimate  aims  of  the 
Fabian  Society,  only  means,  not  ends. 
That  is  why  they  have  been  excluded 
from  this  volume  and  made  the  subject 
of  a  new  and  more  ephemeral  series  of 
Fabian  Essays.  Readers  of  the  older 
series  must  be  content  for  the  moment 
with  this  hint  that  the  ocean  of  Socialism 
cannot  be  poured  into  the  pint  pot  of  a 
nineteenth  century  parliament,  and  that 


a  persistent  attempt  to  do  it  must  in- 
evitably result,  as  it  has  already  resulted 
for  the  majority  of  the  European  conti- 
nental population,  in  personal  dictator- 
ships which,  though  they  may  save  the 
situation  for  the  moment,  are  as  mortal 
as  the  men  they  have  raised  to  power  or 
shot  out  of  it,  and  must,  if  civilization  is 
to  be  preserved,  be  succeeded  by  effec- 
tive modern  constitutions  and  govern- 
ments which  really  govern  instead  of 
helplessly  taking  their  orders,  as  ours 
do,  from  unofficial,  irresponsible,  and 
practically  secret  dictatorships  of  private 
industrialists  and  financiers. 

1930. 
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THE  QUINTESSENCE  OF  IBSENISM 

1891 


PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST 
EDITION 


In  the  spring  of  1890,  the  Fabian 
Society,  finding  itself  at  a  loss  for  a 
course  of  lectures  to  occupy  its  summer 
meetings,  was  compelled  to  make  shift 
with  a  series  of  papers  put  forward  under 
the  general  heading  of  Socialism  in 
Contemporary  Literature.  The  Fabian 
Essayists,  strongly  pressed  to  do  "some- 
thing or  other,"  for  the  most  part  shook 
their  heads;  but  in  the  end  Sydney 
Olivier  consented  to  "take  Zola";  I 
consented  to  "take  Ibsen";  and  Hubert 
Bland  undertook  to  read  all  the  Socialist 
novels  of  the  day,  an  enterprise  the 
desperate  failure  of  which  resulted  in 
the  most  amusing  paper  of  the  series. 
William  Morris,  asked  to  read  a  paper  on 
himself,  flatly  declined,  but  gave  us  one 
on  Gothic  Architecture.  Stepniak  also 
came  to  the  rescue  with  a  lecture  on 
modern  Russian  fiction;  and  so  the 
Society  tided  over  the  summer  without 
having  to  close  its  doors,  but  also  with- 
out having  added  anything  whatever 
to  the  general  stock  of  information  on 
Socialism  in  Contemporary  Literature. 
After  this  I  cannot  claim  that  my  paper 
on  Ibsen,  which  was  duly  read  at  the 
St  James's  Restaurant  on  the  i8th  July 
1890,  under  the  presidency  of  Mrs  Annie 
Besant,  and  which  was  the  first  form  of 
this  little  book,  is  an  original  work  in  the 
sense  of  being  the  result  of  a  spontaneous 
internal  impulse  on  my  part.  Having 
purposely  couched  it  in  the  most  pro- 
vocative terms  (of  which  traces  may  be 
found  by  the  curious  in  its  present  state), 


I  did  not  attach  much  importance  to  the 
somewhat  lively  debate  that  arose  upon 
it;  and  I  had  laid  it  aside  as  a  pUce 
d'occasion  which  had  served  its  turn, 
when  the  production  of  Rosmersholm 
at  the  Vaudeville  Theatre  by  Florence 
Farr,  the  inauguration  of  the  Independent 
Theatre  by  Mr  J.  T.  Grein  with  a  per- 
formance of  Ghosts,  and  the  sensation 
created  by  the  experiment  of  Elizabeth 
Robins  and  Marion  Lea  with  Hedda 
Gabler,  started  a  frantic  newspaper 
controversy,  in  which  I  could  see  no  sign 
of  any  of  the  disputants  having  ever 
been  forced  by  circumstances,  as  I  had, 
to  make  up  his  mind  definitely  as  to 
what  Ibsen's  plays  meant,  and  to  defend 
his  view  face  to  face  with  some  of  the 
keenest  debaters  in  London.  I  allow  due 
weight  to  the  fact  that  Ibsen  himself  has 
not  enjoyed  this  Fabian  advantage;  but 
I  have  also  shewn  that  the  existence  of  a 
discoverable  and  perfectly  definite  thesis 
in  a  poet's  work  by  no  means  depends  on 
the  completeness  of  his  own  intellectual 
consciousness  of  it.  At  any  rate,  the 
controversialists,  whether  in  the  abusive 
stage,  or  the  apologetic  stage,  or  the 
hero-worshipping  stage,  by  no  means 
made  clear  what  they  were  abusing,  or 
apologizing  for,  or  going  into  ecstasies 
about;  and  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
my  explanation  might  as  well  be  placed 
in  the  field  until  a  better  could  be  found. 
With  this  account  of  the  origin  of  the 
book,  and  a  reminder  that  it  is  not  a 
critical  essay  on  the  poetic  beauties  of 
Ibsen,  but  simply  an  exposition  of 
Ibsenism,  I  offer  it  to  my  readers  to 
make  what  they  can  of. 


LONDON,  June  1891. 
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PREFACE:  1913 


In  the  pages  which  follow  I  have  made 
no  attempt  to  tamper  with  the  work  of 
the  bygone  man  of  thirty-five  who  wrote 
them.  I  have  never  admitted  the  right  of 
an  elderly  author  to  alter  the  work  of  a 
young  author,  even  when  the  young 
author  happens  to  be  his  former  self. 
In  the  case  of  a  work  which  is  a  mere 
exhibition  of  skill  in  conventional  art, 
there  may  be  some  excuse  for  the  delusion 
that  the  longer  the  artist  works  on  it  the 
nearer  he  will  bring  it  to  perfection. 
Yet  even  the  victims  of  this  delusion 
must  see  that  there  is  an  age  limit  to  the 
process,  and  that  though  a  man  of  forty- 
five  may  improve  the  workmanship  of 
a  man  of  thirty-five,  it  does  not  follow 
that  a  man  of  fifty-five  can  do  the  same. 

When  we  come  to  creative  art,  to  the 
living  word  of  a  man  delivering  a  mes- 
sage to  his  own  time,  it  is  clear  that  any 
attempt  to  alter  this  later  on  is  simply 
fraud  and  forgery.  As  I  read  the  old 
Quintessence  of  Ibsenism  I  may  find 
things  that  I  see  now  at  a  different  angle, 
or  correlate  with  so  many  things  then 
unnoted  by  me  that  they  take  on  a 
different  aspect.  But  though  this  may  be 
a  reason  for  writing  another  book,  it  is 
not  a  reason  for  altering  an  existing  one. 
What  I  have  written  I  have  written,  said 
Pilate,  thinking  (rightly,  as  it  turned  out) 
that  his  blunder  might  prove  truer  than 
its  revision  by  the  elders;  and  what  he 
said  after  a  lapse  of  twenty-one  seconds  I 
may  very  well  say  after  a  lapse  of  twenty- 
one  years. 

However,  I  should  not  hesitate  to 
criticize  my  earlier  work  if  I  thought  it 
likely  to  do  any  mischief  that  criticism 
can  avert.  But  on  reading  it  through  I 
have  no  doubt  that  it  is  as  much  needed 
in  its  old  form  as  ever  it  was.  Now  that 
Ibsen  is  no  longer  frantically  abused,  and 
is  safe  in  the  Pantheon,  his  message  is 
in  worse  danger  of  being  forgotten  or 


ignored  than  when  he  was  in  the  pillory. 
Nobody  now  dreams  of  calling  me  a 
"muck  ferretting  dog"  because  I  think 
Ibsen  a  great  teacher.  I  will  not  go  so  far 
as  to  say  I  wish  they  did;  but  I  do  say 
that  the  most  effective  way  of  shutting 
our  minds  against  a  great  man's  ideas  is 
to  take  them  for  granted  and  admit  he 
was  great  and  have  done  with  him.  It 
really  matters  very  little  whether  Ibsen 
was  a  great  man  or  not:  what  does  matter 
is  his  message  and  the  need  of  it. 

That  people  are  still  interested  in  the 
message  is  proved  by  the  history  of  this 
book.  It  has  long  been  out  of  print  in 
England;  but  it  has  never  been  out  of 
demand.  In  spite  of  the  smuggling  of 
unauthorized  American  editions,  which 
I  have  winked  at  because  the  absence  of 
an  English  reprint  was  my  own  fault  (if 
it  be  a  fault  not  to  be  able  to  do  more 
than  a  dozen  things  at  a  time),  the  average 
price  of  copies  of  the  original  edition 
stood  at  twenty-four  shillings  some  years 
ago,  and  is  no  doubt  higher  now.  But  it 
was  not  possible  to  reprint  it  without 
additions.  When  it  was  issued  in  1891 
Ibsen  was  still  alive,  and  had  not  yet 
produced  The  Master  Builder,  or  Little 
Eyolf,  or  John  Gabriel  Borkman,  or 
When  We  Dead  Awaken.  Without  an 
account  of  these  four  final  masterpieces, 
a  book  entitled  The  Quintessence  of 
Ibsenism  would  have  been  a  fraud  on  its 
purchasers;  and  it  was  the  difficulty  of 
finding  time  to  write  the  additional  chap- 
ters on  these  plays,  and  review  Ibsen's 
position  from  the  point  of  view  reached 
when  his  work  ended  with  his  death  and 
his  canonization  as  an  admitted  grand 
master  of  European  literature,  that  has 
prevented  me  for  twenty  years  from 
complying  with  the  demand  for  a  second 
edition.  Also,  perhaps,  some  relics  of 
my  old,  or  rather  my  young  conscience, 
which  revolted  against  hasty  work.  Now 
that  my  own  stream  is  nearer  the  sea, 
I  am  more  inclined  to  encourage  my- 
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self  in  haste  and  recklessness  by  remind- 
ing myself  that  le  mieux  est  Vennemi  du 
bien^  and  that  I  had  better  cobble  up  a 
new  edition  as  best  I  can  than  not  supply 
it  at  all. 

•  I  have  taken  all  possible  precautions  to 
keep  the  reader's  mind  free  from  verbal 
confusion  in  following  Ibsen's  attack  on 
ideals  and  idealism,  a  confusion  that 
might  have  been  avoided  could  his  plays, 
without  losing  the  naturalness  of  their 
dialogue,  have  been  translated  into  the 
language  of  the  English  Bible.  It  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that  the  works  of  Ibsen 
furnish  one  of  the  best  modern  keys  to 
the  prophecies  of  Scripture.  Read  the 
prophets,  major  and  minor,  from  Isaiah 
to  Malachi,  without  such  a  key,  and  you 
will  be  puzzled  and  bored  by  the  al- 
most continuous  protest  against  and  de- 
nunciation of  idolatry  and  prostitution. 
Simpletons  read  all  this  passionate  invec- 
tive with  sleepy  unconcern,  concluding 
thoughtlessly  that  idolatry  means  pray- 
ing to  stocks  and  stones  instead  of  to 
brass  lectern  eagles  and  the  new  reredos 
presented  by  the  local  distiller  in  search 
of  a  title;  and  as  to  prostitution,  they 
think  of  it  as  "the  social  evil,"  and  regret 
that  the  translators  of  the  Bible  used  a 
much  blunter  word.  But  nobody  who 
has  ever  heard  real  live  men  talking 
about  graven  images  and  traders  in  sex 
can  for  a  moment  suppose  them  to  be 
the  things  the  prophets  denounced  so 
earnestly.  For  idols  and  idolatry  read 
ideals  and  idealism;  for  the  prostitution 
of  Piccadilly  Circus  read  not  only  the 
prostitution  of  the  journalist,  the  political 
lawyer,  the  parson  selling  his  soul  to  the 
squire,  the  ambitious  politician  selling 
his  soul  for  office,  but  the  much  more 
intimate  and  widespread  idolatries  and 
prostitutions  of  the  private  snob,  the 
domestic  tyrant  and  voluptuary,  and  the 
industrial  adventurer.  At  once  the  pro- 
phetic warnings  and  curses  take  on  mean- 
ing and  proportion,  and  lose  that  air  of 


exaggerated  righteousness  and  tiresome 
conventional  rant  which  repels  readers 
who  do  not  possess  Ibsen's  clue.  I  have 
sometimes  thought  of  reversing  the  opera- 
tion, and  substituting  in  this  book  the 
words  idol  and  idolatry  for  ideal  and  ideal- 
ism; but  it  would  be  impossible  without 
spoiling  the  actuality  of  Ibsen's  criti- 
cism of  society.  If  you  call  a  man  a  ras- 
cally idealist,  he  is  not  only  shocked  and 
indignant  but  puzzled:  in  which  condi- 
tion you  can  rely  on  his  attention.  If  you 
call  him  a  rascally  idolater,  he  concludes 
calmly  that  you  do  not  know  that  he  is 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  England.  I 
have  therefore  left  the  old  wording.  Save 
for  certain  adaptations  made  necessary  by 
the  lapse  of  time  and  the  hand  of  death, 
the  book  stands  as  it  did,  with  a  few 
elucidations  which  I  might  have  made 
in  1891  had  I  given  the  text  a  couple  of 
extra  revisions.  Also,  of  course,  the  sec- 
tion dealing  with  the  last  four  plays.  The 
two  concluding  chapters  are  new.  There 
is  no  fundamental  change:  above  all,  no 
dilution. 

Whether  this  edition  will  change 
people's  minds  to  the  extent  to  which 
the  first  did  (to  my  own  great  astonish- 
ment) I  do  not  know.  In  the  eighteen- 
nineties  one  jested  about  the  revolt  of  the 
daughters,  and  of  the  wives  who  slammed 
the  front  door  like  Nora.  At  present  the 
revolt  has  become  so  general  that  even 
the  feeblest  and  oldest  after-dinner  jesters 
dare  no  longer  keep  Votes  for  Women 
on  their  list  of  stale  pleasantries  about 
mothers-in-law,  rational  dress,  and  mixed 
bathing.  Men  are  waking  up  to  the  per- 
ception that  in  killing  women's  souls  they 
have  killed  their  own.  Mr  Granville- 
Barker's  worthy  father  of  six  unmarriage- 
able  daughters  in  The  Madras  House, 
ruefully  exclaiming,  "It  seems  to  me  Ive 
been  made  a  convenience  of  all  my  life," 
has  taken  away  the  excited  attention  that 
Nora  once  commanded  when  she  said,  "I 
have  been  living  all  these  years  with  a 
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strange  man."  When  she  meets  Helmer's 
"No  man  sacrifices  his  honor  for  a  wo- 
with  her  "Thousands  of  women 


man 


have  done  thdt  for  men,"  there  is  no  lon- 
ger the  old  impressed  assent:  men  fiercely 
protest  that  it  is  not  true;  that,  on  the 
contrary,  for  every  woman  who  has  sacri- 
ficed her  honor  for  a  man's  sake,  ten  men 
have  sacrificed  their  honor  for  a  woman's. 
In  the  plays  of  Gorki  and  Tchekov, 
against  which  all  the  imbecilities  and  out- 
rages of  the  old  anti-Ibsen  campaign  are 
being  revived  (for  the  Press  never  learns 
anything  by  experience),  the  men  appear 
as  more  tragically  sacrificed  by  evil  social 
conditions  and  their  romantic  and  ideal- 
istic disguises  than  the  women.  Now  it 
may  be  that  into  this  new  atmosphere  my 
book  will  come  with  quite  an  old-fash- 
ioned air.  As  I  write  these  lines  the  terrible 
play  with  which  Strindberg  wreaked  the 
revenge  of  the  male  for  A  Doll's  House 
has  just  been  performed  for  the  first  time 
in  London  under  the  title  of  Creditors. 
In  that,  as  in  Brieux's  Les  Hannetons,  it 
is  the  man  who  is  the  victim  of  domes- 
ticity, and  the  woman  who  is  the  tyrant 
and  soul  destroyer.  Thus  A  Doll's  House 
did  not  dispose  of  the  question:  it  only 
brought  on  the  stage  the  endless  recrim- 
inations of  idealistic  marriage.  And  how 
has  Strindberg,  Ibsen's  twin  giant,  been 
received'1  With  an  even  idler  stupidity 
than  Ibsen  himself,  because  Ibsen  ap- 
pealed to  the  rising  energy  of  the  revolt 
of  women  against  idealism;  but  Strind- 
berg attacks  women  ruthlessly,  trying  to 
rouse  men  from  the  sloth  and  sensuality 
of  their  idealized  addiction  to  them;  and 
as  the  men,  unlike  the  women,  do  not 
want  to  be  roused,  whilst  the  women  do 
not  like  to  be  attacked,  there  is  no  con- 
scious Strindberg  movement  to  relieve 
the  indifference,  the  dull  belittlement,  the 
spiteful  hostility  against  which  the  devo- 
tees of  Ibsen  fought  so  slashingly  in  the 
nineties.  But  the  unconscious  movement 
is  violent  enough.  As  I  write,  it  is  only 


two  days  since  an  eminent  bacteriologist 
filled  three  columns  of  The  Times  with 
a  wild  Strindbergian  letter  in  which  he 
declared  that  women  must  be  politically 
and  professionally  secluded  and  indeed 
excluded,  because  their  presence  and 
influence  inflict  on  men  an  obsession  so 
disabling  and  dangerous  that  men  and 
women  can  work  together  or  legislate 
together  only  on  the  same  conditions  as 
horses  and  mares:  that  is,  by  the  surgical 
destruction  of  the  male's  sex.  The  Times 
and  The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  gravely  accept 
this  outburst  as  "scientific,"  and  heartily 
endorse  it;  though  only  a  few  weeks  have 
elapsed  since  The  Times  dismissed  Strind- 
berg's  play  and  Strindberg  himself  with 
curt  superciliousness  as  uninteresting  and 
negligible.  Not  many  years  ago,  a  per- 
formance of  a  play  by  myself,  the  action 
of  which  was  placed  in  an  imaginary 
Ibsen  Club,  in  which  the  comedy  of  the 
bewilderment  of  conventional  people 
when  brought  suddenly  into  contact  with 
the  Ibsenist  movement  (both  understood 
and  misunderstood)  formed  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  piece,  was  criticized  in 
terms  which  shewed  that  our  critics  are 
just  as  hopelessly  in  the  rear  of  Ibsen  as 
they  were  in  1891.  The  only  difference 
was  that  whereas  in  1891  they  would  have 
insulted  Ibsen,  they  now  accept  him  as  a 
classic.  But  understanding  of  the  change 
of  mind  produced  by  Ibsen,  or  notion 
that  they  live  in  a  world  which  is  seething 
with  the  reaction  of  Ibsen's  ideas  against 
the  ideas  of  Sardou  and  Tom  Taylor, 
they  have  none.  They  stare  with  equal 
unintelligence  at  the  sieges  and  storm- 
ings  of  separate  homesteads  by  Ibsen  or 
Strindberg,  and  at  the  attack  all  along  the 
front  of  refined  society  into  which  these 
sieges  and  stormings  have  now  developed. 
Whether  the  attack  is  exquisite,  touching, 
delicate,  as  in  Tchekov's  Cherry  Or- 
chard, Galsworthy's  Silver  Box,  and 
Granville-Barker's  Anne  Leete,  or  ruth- 
less, with  every  trick  of  intellectual  ruffi- 
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anism  and  ribaldry,  and  every  engine  of 
dramatic  controversy,  there  is  the  same 
pettish  disappointment  at  the  absence  of 
the  old  conventions,  the  same  gaping 
unconsciousness  of  the  meaning  and 
purpose  of  the  warfare  in  which  each  play 
is  a  battle,  as  in  the  days  when  this  book 
was  new. 

Our  political  journalists  are  even 
blinder  than  our  artistic  ones  in  this 
matter.  The  credit  of  our  domestic  ideals 
having  been  shaken  to  their  foundations 
as  through  a  couple  of  earthquake  shocks, 
by  Ibsen  and  Strindberg  (the  Arch-Indi- 
vidualists of  the  nineteenth  century) 
whilst  the  Socialists  have  been  idealizing, 
sentimentalizing,  denouncing  Capitalism 
for  sacrificing  Love  and  Home  and  Do- 
mestic Happiness  and  Children  and  Duty 
to  money  greed  and  ambition,  yet  it 
remains  a  commonplace  of  political  jour- 
nalism to  assume  that  Socialism  is  the 
deadliest  enemy  of  the  domestic  ideals  and 
Unsocialism  their  only  hope  and  refuge. 
In  the  same  breath  the  world-grasping 
commercial  synthesis  we  call  Capitalism, 
built  up  by  generations  of  Scotch  Ration- 
alists and  English  Utilitarians,  Atheists, 
Agnostics  and  Natural-Selectionists,  with 
Malthus  as  the  one  churchman  among  all 
its  prophets,  is  proclaimed  the  bulwark 
of  the  Christian  Churches.  We  used  to 
be  told  that  the  people  that  walked  in 
darkness  have  seen  a  great  light.  When 
our  people  see  the  heavens  blazing  with 
suns,  they  simply  keep  their  eyes  shut, 
and  walk  on  in  darkness  until  they  have 
led  us  into  the  pit.  No  matter:  I  am  not  a 
domestic  idealist;  and  it  pleases  me  to 
think  that  the  Life  Force  may  have  provi- 
dential aims  in  thus  keeping  my  oppo- 
nents off  the  trail. 

But  for  all  that  I  must  not  darken 
counsel.  I  therefore,  without  further  apol- 
ogy, launch  my  old  torpedo  with  the  old 
charge  in  it,  leaving  to  the  new  chapters 
at  the  end  what  I  have  to  say  about  the 
change  in  the  theatre  since  Ibsen  set  his 


potent  leaven  to  work  there. 
AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE,  1912-13. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  THIRD 
EDITION 

Since  the  last  edition  of  this  book  was 
printed,  war,  pestilence  and  famine  have 
wrecked  civilization  and  killed  a  number 
of  people  of  whom  the  first  batch  is  cal- 
culated as  not  less  than  fifteen  millions. 
Had  the  gospel  of  Ibsen  been  understood 
and  heeded,  these  fifteen  millions  might 
have  been  alive  now;  for  the  war  was  a 
war  of  ideals.  Liberal  ideals,  Feudal  ideals, 
National  ideals,  Dynastic  ideals,  Repub- 
lican ideals,  Church  ideals,  State  ideals, 
and  Class  ideals,  bourgeois  and  prole- 
tarian, all  heaped  up  into  a  gigantic  pile 
of  spiritual  high  explosive,  and  then 
shovelled  daily  into  every  house  with  the 
morning  milk  by  the  newspapers,  needed 
only  a  bomb  thrown  at  Serajevo  by  a 
handful  of  regicide  idealists  to  blow  the 
centre  out  of  Europe.  Men  with  empty 
phrases  in  their  mouths  and  foolish  fables 
in  their  heads  have  seen  each  other,  not 
as  fellow-creatures,  but  as  dragons  and 
devils,  and  have  slaughtered  each  other 
accordingly.  Now  that  our  frenzies  are 
forgotten,  our  commissariats  disbanded, 
and  the  soldiers  they  fed  demobilized  to 
starve  when  they  cannot  get  employment 
in  mending  what  we  broke,  even  the  iron- 
mouthed  Ibsen,  were  he  still  alive,  would 
perhaps  spare  us,  disillusioned  wretches  as 
we  are,  the  well-deserved  "I  told  you  so." 

Not  that  there  is  any  sign  of  the  lesson 
being  taken  to  heart.  Our  reactions  from 
Militarist  idealism  into  Pacifist  idealism 
will  not  put  an  end  to  war:  they  are  only 
a  practical  form  of  the  reculer  pour  mieux 
sauter.  We  still  cannot  bring  ourselves  to 
criticize  our  ideals,  because  that  would 
be  a  form  of  self-criticism.  The  vital 
force  that  drives  men  to  throw  away  their 
lives  and  those  of  others  in  the  pursuit  of 
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an  imaginative  impulse,  reckless  of  its 
apparent  effect  on  human  welfare,  is,  like 
all  natural  forces,  given  to  us  in  enormous 
excess  to  provide  against  an  enormous 
waste.  Therefore  men,  instead  of  econo- 
mizing it  by  consecrating  it  to  the  service 
of  their  highest  impulses,  grasp  at  a 
phrase  in  a  newspaper  article,  or  in  the 
speech  of  a  politician  on  a  vote-catching 
expedition,  as  an  excuse  for  exercising  it 
violently,  just  as  a  horse  turned  out  to 
grass  will  gallop  and  kick  merely  to  let 
off  steam.  The  shallowness  of  the  ideals 
of  men  ignorant  of  history  is  their  de- 
struction. 

But  I  cannot  spend  the  rest  of  my  life 
drawing  the  moral  of  the  war.  It  must 
suffice  to  say  here  that  as  war  throws  back 
civilization  inevitably,  leaving  every- 
thing worse  that  it  was,  from  razors  and 
scissors  to  the  characters  of  the  men  that 
make  and  sell  and  buy  them,  old  abuses 
revive  eagerly  in  a  world  that  dreamed  it 
had  got  rid  of  them  for  ever;  old  books 
on  morals  become  new  and  topical  again; 


and  old  prophets  stir  in  their  graves  and 
are  read  with  a  new  sense  of  the  impor- 
tance of  their  message.  That  is  perhaps 
why  a  new  edition  of  this  book  is  de- 
manded. 

In  spite  of  the  temptation  to  illustrate 
it  afresh  by  the  moral  collapse  of  the  last 
ten  years,  I  have  left  the  book  untouched. 
To  change  a  pre-war  book  into  a  post- 
war book  would  in  this  case  mean  inter- 
preting Ibsen  in  the  light  of  a  catastrophe 
of  which  he  was  unaware.  Nobody  can 
pretend  to  say  what  view  he  would  have 
taken  of  it.  He  might  have  thought  the 
demolition  of  three  monstrous  idealist 
empires  cheap  at  the  cost  of  fifteen  mil- 
lion idealists'  lives.  Or  he  might  have 
seen  in  the  bourgeois  republics  which 
have  superseded  them  a  more  deeply  en- 
trenched fortification  of  idealism  at  its 
suburban  worst.  So  I  have  refrained 
from  tampering  with  what  I  wrote  when 
I,  too,  was  as  pre-war  as  Ibsen. 

1922. 
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THE  PHILANDERER 
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There  is  a  disease  to  which  plays  as 
well  as  men  become  liable  with  advanc- 
ing years.  In  men  it  is  called  doting,  in 
plays  dating.  The  more  topical  the  play 
the  more  it  dates.  The  Philanderer  suffers 
from  this  complaint.  In  the  eighteen- 
nineties,  when  it  was  written,  not  only 
dramatic  literature  but  life  itself  was  stag- 
gering from  the  impact  of  Ibsen's  plays, 
which  reached  us  in  1889.  The  state  of 
mind  represented  by  the  Ibsen  Club  in 
this  play  was  familiar  then  to  our  Intelli- 
gentsia. That  far  more  numerous  body 
which  may  be  called  the  Unintelligentsia 
was  as  unconscious  of  Ibsen  as  of  any 
other  political  influence:  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury elapsed  before  an  impatient  heaven 
rained  German  bombs  down  on  them  to 
wake  them  from  their  apathy.  That  accus- 
tomed them  to  much  more  startling  de- 
partures from  Victorian  routine  than 
those  that  shock  the  elderly  colonel  and 
the  sentimental  theatre  critic  in  The  Phil- 
anderer; but  they  do  not  associate  their 


advance  in  liberal  morals  with  the  great 
Norwegian.  Even  the  Intelligentsia  have 
forgotten  that  the  lesson  that  might  have 
saved  the  lives  of  ten  million  persons 
hideously  slaughtered  was  offered  to 
them  by  Ibsen. 

I  make  no  attempt  to  bring  the  play 
up  to  date,  I  should  as  soon  think  of 
bringing  Ben  Jonson's  Bartholomew  Fair 
up  to  date  by  changing  the  fair  into  a 
Woolworth  store.  The  human  nature  in 
it  is  still  in  the  latest  fashion:  indeed  I  am 
far  from  sure  that  its  ideas,  instead  of 
being  36  years  behind  the  times,  are  not 
for  a  considerable  section  of  the  commu- 
nity 36  years  ahead  of  them.  My  picture  of 
the  past  maybe  for  many  people  a  picture 
of  the  future.  At  all  events  I  shall  leave  the 
play  as  it  is;  for  all  the  attempts  within  my 
experience  to  modernize  ancient  plays 
have  only  produced  worse  anachronisms 
than  those  they  aimed  at  remedying. 

1930. 
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In  January  1909,  Mr  Keir  Hardie  de- 
livered an  address  in  which  he  pointed 
out  that  the  remarkable  increase  in  our 
national  income,  of  which  so  much  was 
being  said  in  the  controversy  then  raging 
between  Free  Traders  and  Tariff  Re- 
formers, had  not  been  shared  by  the 
working  classes,  who  were  no  better  off 
than  before.  Immediately  Mr  W.  H.  Mai- 
lock  wrote  to  The  Times  accusing  Mr 
Keir  Hardie  of  ignorance  of  political 
economy,  on  the  ground  that  an  edu- 
cated man  would  have  known  that  as  the 
increase  had  been  produced  by  the  excep- 
tional ability  of  the  employers  and  inven- 
tors, there  was  no  reason  to  claim  any 
share  of  it  for  the  employee  class.  There- 
upon I  lost  patience  with  Mr  Mallock  and 
wrote  the  following  letter  to  The  Times. 

MR  MALLOCK'S  IDEALS 
To  the  Editor  of  the  Times 

SIR — Mr  Mallock's  controversy  with 
Mr  Chiozza-Money  over  the  figures  of 
Mr  Keir  Hardie  may  very  well  be  left  to 
the  embarrassed  silence  in  which  good- 
natured  people  sit  when  a  person  of  some 
distinction  volunteers  an  absurd  blunder 
as  a  contribution  to  a  subject  which  he 
has  not  mastered.  The  notion  that  the 
people  who  are  now  spending  in  week- 
end hotels,  in  motor  cars,  in  Switzerland, 
the  Riviera,  and  Algeria  the  remarkable 
increase  in  unearned  incomes  noted  by 
Mr  Keir  Hardie  have  ever  invented  any- 
thing, ever  directed  anything,  ever  even 
selected  their  own  investments  without 
the  aid  of  a  stockbroker  or  solicitor,  ever 
as  much  as  seen  the  industries  from  which 
their  incomes  are  derived,  betrays  not 
only  the  most  rustic  ignorance  of  econo- 


mic theory,  but  a  practical  ignorance  of 
society  so  incredible  in  a  writer  of  Mr 
Mallock's  position  that  I  find  it  exceed- 
ingly difficult  to  persuade  my  fellow  So- 
cialists that  he  really  believes  what  he 
teaches.  They  regard  me  as  a  cynic  when 
I  tell  them  that  even  the  cleverest  man 
will  believe  anything  he  wishes  to  believe, 
in  spite  of  all  tjie  facts  and  all  the  text- 
books in  the  world. 

However,  that  is  not  the  point  that 
moves  me  to  utterance  on  this  occasion. 
If  Mr  Mallock  does  not  know  the  differ- 
ence between  the  rents  of  land  and  capital 
and  the  "rent  of  ability" — if  he  is  so  ig- 
norant of  ordinary  business  and  patent 
law  as  not  to  know  that  the  cleverest  in- 
ventor cannot  possibly  extract  a  farthing 
more  from  his  invention  than  his  stupid- 
est competitor  when  it  has  been  commu- 
nized  fourteen  years  after  its  registration 
— he  must  not  expect  the  Socialists  to 
educate  him.  My  quarrel  with  him  is 
deeper  than  the  technics  of  distribution. 
Mr  Mallock  is  preaching  an  ideal;  and  I 
want  every  gentleman  in  England  to  re- 
pudiate that  ideal,  whether  he  be  Social- 
ist, Individualist,  Liberal,  Free  Fooder, 
Tariff  Reformer,  or  Home  Ruler. 

The  ideal  is,  not  that  the  greatest 
among  you  shall  be  servants  of  all  the 
rest,  but  that  whenever  one  of  us  dis- 
covers a  means  of  increasing  wealth  and 
happiness,  steps  should  be  taken  to  re- 
strict the  increase  to  the  discoverer  alone, 
leaving  the  rest  of  the  community  as  poor 
as  if  the  discovery  had  never  been  made. 
If  Mr  Mallock  does  not  mean  this, 
he  means  nothing.  If  he  does  mean 
it,  what  does  his  University  say  to  him? 
What  does  the  Church  say  to  him? 
What  does  every  officer  in  the  Army 
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and  Navy  say  to  him?  What  does 
every  Civil  servant  say  to  him,  every 
statesman,  every  member  of  the  humb- 
lest local  authority,  every  professional 
man,  every  country  gentleman,  every 
man  of  honor,  gentle  or  simple,  who  asks 
no  more  than  a  sufficient  and  dignified 
subsistence  in  return  for  the  best  service 
he  is  capable  of  giving  to  his  country  and 
to  the  world?  This  is  not  a  question  of  the 
difference  between  the  Socialist  and  the 
anti-Socialist:  it  is  a  question  of  the  differ- 
ence between  the  gentleman  and  the  cad. 
Lord  Lansdowne  is  not  a  Socialist,  and 
Lord  Charles  Beresforcl  is  not  a  Socialist; 
but  Lord  Lansdowne  has  not  asked  for 
the  hundreds  of  millions  he  saved  Europe 
by  making  our  treaty  with  Japan,  and 
Lord  Charles  Beresford,  if  the  German 
fleet  attacked  ours,  would  not  refuse  to 
conduct  our  naval  defence  unless  the 
country  were  to  be  given  to  him  as  prize 
money  when  he  had  saved  it.  It  is  true 
that  we  have  tradesmen — some  of  them 
in  business  on  a  very  large  scale  both  here 
and  in  America — impudent  enough  and 
base  enough  to  demand  for  themselves 
every  farthing  that  their  business  ability 
adds  to  the  wealth  of  their  country.  If 
these  canaille  were  surgeons  with  a  mono- 
poly of  a  capital  operation,  they  would 
refuse  to  save  a  patient's  life  until  they 
had  extorted  his  entire  fortune  as  a  fee.  If 
they  were  judges,  they  would  sneer  at  a 
judge's  modest £5000  a  year,  and  demand 
the  total  insurance  value  of  the  protection 
they  afforded  to  society.  If  they  were  life- 
boat coxswains  or  firemen,  they  would 
bargain  for  the  kit  of  a  drowning  sailor 
or  the  nighty  of  a  child  in  a  burning 
house  before  they  would  throw  a  lifebuoy 
or  mount  a  ladder.  They  are  justly  des- 
pised by  men  of  Mr  Mallock's  profession 
and  education;  and  when  Mr  Mallock 
challenges  the  right  of  our  workmen  to  a 
share  in  the  increased  product  of  industry 
by  asking  whether  their  labor  "has  be- 
come more  productive  in  respect  of  the 


laborer's  own  exclusive  operations/'  he 
not  only  lays  himself  open  to  the  obvious 
counter-question  as  to  whether  the  "ex- 
clusive operations"  of  our  employers 
could  produce  anything  more  than  the 
exclusive  operations  of  our  laborers,  but, 
what  is  far  more  serious,  he  seems  to  be 
lending  the  credit  of  his  reputation,  his 
education,  and  the  high  social  and  intel- 
lectual prestige  of  his  class  to  the  most 
abandoned  sort  of  black-guardism  that  is 
still  outside  the  criminal  law. 

It  is  fortunate  for  us  that  few  of  our 
tradesmen  are  so  vile  or  so  silly  as  the 
commercial  theory  by  which  theorists 
attempt  to  justify  them.  The  man  who 
has  "made"  £20,000  a  year  for  himself 
knows  very  well  that  his  success  does  not 
afford  the  smallest  presumption  that  his 
services  have  been  more  important  than 
those  of  a  police-constable  with  245.  a 
week.  He  does  not  dream  of  posing  as 
the  superior  of  the  captain  of  a  battleship 
with  a  modest  income  of  three  figures. 
Mr  Carnegie  "divides  up"  his  surplus 
millions,  and  makes  wildly  Socialistic  pro- 
posals, never  for  a  moment  suggesting 
that  he  is  fifty  times  as  clever  as  Mr  Mal- 
lock because  he  is  fifty  times  as  rich.  I  am 
not  supposed  to  be  an  exceptionally  mod- 
est man;  but  I  did  not  advance  the  fact 
that  I  have  made  more  money  by  a  single 
play  than  Shakespear  did  by  all  his  plays 
put  together  as  a  simple  proof  that  I  am 
enormously  superior  to  Shakespear  as  a 
playwright.  Our  millionaires  unload — 
awkwardly  and  unwisely  sometimes,  it  is 
true,  but  still  they  unload — and  do  not 
talk  nonsense  about  being  650  times  as 
clever  or  as  sober  or  as  industrious  as  a 
dock-laborer  because  they  have  650  times 
his  income.  The  man  who  pretends  that 
the  distribution  of  income  in  this  country 
reflects  the  distribution  of  ability  or  char- 
acter is  an  ignoramus.  The  man  who  says 
that  it  could  by  any  possible  political  de- 
vice be  made  to  do  so  is  an  unpractical 
visionary.  But  the  man  who  says  that  it 
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ought  to  do  so  is  something  worse  than 
an  ignoramus  and  more  disastrous  than 
a  visionary:  he  is,  in  the  profoundest 
Scriptural  sense  of  the  word,  a  fool. 

In  conclusion,  may  I  confess  that  noth- 
ing is  so  terrifying  to  the  Socialist  today 
as  the  folly  of  his  opponents?  There  is 
nothing  to  keep  the  inevitable  advance 
steady,  to  force  the  rank  and  file  to  keep 
their  best  men  forward.  A  paper  called 
The  Anti-Socialist  is  brought  out  with  a 
flourish  of  trumpets.  I  open  it,  and  find 
vers  de  soci&te  and  a  caricature  of  myself 
by  a  French  artist,  who  depicts  me  in  a 
French  frock-coat,  a  Grand  Old  Man 
collar,  and  the  countenance  of  Henri 
Rochefort.  A  Belgian  navvy  is  labelled 
"  Ramsay  Macdonald  "  :  an  American 
knockabout  from  the  cafe  chantant  is 
carefully  marked  "Keir  Hardie."  Is  it 
worth  while  to  spend  so  much  money  to 
provide  our  Socialist  debaters  with  foot- 
balls? If  the  Socialists  did  not  know  the 
difficulties  of  Socialism  better  than  their 
opponents,  and  were  not  therefore  far 
sterner  Tories  than  the  tariff  reformers 
and  far  sounder  Liberals  than  the  free- 
traders; if  all  decent  men  were  not  nine- 
tenths  Socialists  to  begin  with,  whether 
they  know  it  or  not;  if  there  were  any 
possibility  of  controversy  as  to  the  fun- 
damental proposition  of  Socialism  that 
whoever  does  not  by  the  work  of  his 
prime  repay  the  debt  of  his  nurture  and 
education,  support  himself  in  his  working 
days,  and  provide  for  his  retirement,  in- 
flicts on  society  precisely  the  same  injury 
as  a  thief,  then  indeed  the  prospect  would 
be  black  for  civilization.  As  it  is,  I  will 
continue  to  back  the  red  flag  against  the 
black  one;  and  with  that  I  leave  the  Anti- 
Socialist  League  to  sweep  up  the  frag- 
ments of  Mr  Mallock  and  produce  their 
next  champion. — Yours  truly, 

G.  BERNARD  SHAW. 
February  2. 

Mr  Mallock  made  two  replies  to  this 


letter.  The  first  was  sent  to  The  Times, 
the  readers  of  which  had  had  my  letter 
before  them.  It  is  practically  a  surrender 
without  a  blow.  The  second  was  sent  to 
the  other  daily  papers,  the  readers  of 
which  had  not  seen  my  letter.  It  is  an 
attempt  to  retreat  in  fighting  order. 
The  Times  letter  is  as  follows: 

MR  BERNARD  SHAW  ON  MR  MALLOCK 
To  the  Editor  of  The  Times 

SIR — If  Mr  Bernard  Shaw  cares  to  look 
into  the  pages  of  my  Critical  Examina- 
tion of  Socialism,  he  will  find  the  opinion 
or  "ideal"  which  he  attributes  to  me 
stated  with  the  most  minute  precision 
and  emphatically  repudiated.  So  far  as  I 
myself  am  concerned,  his  long  letter  is 
absolutely  without  relevance. — I  am  your 
obedient  servant, 

W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
February  5. 

The  letter  to  the  other  papers  ran  thus: 

MR  MALLOCK  AND   G.  B.  SHAW 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Morning  Advertiser 

SIR — Mr  Shaw,  although  in  his  letter 
to  the  press,  published  this  morning,  he 
diverges  into  a  variety  of  details,  says  that 
his  main  object  is  to  criticize  an  opinion, 
or  an  "ideal"  which  he  imputes  to  my- 
self. The  ideal  translates  itself  into  the 
doctrine  that  whatever  increment  of 
wealth  is  produced  by  ability  as  distinct 
from  labor  ought  to  be  entirely  appro- 
priated by  the  gifted  individual  produ- 
cing it,  and  that  nobody  else  should 
receive  from  it  any  benefit.  I  have  no 
right  to  demand  that  Mr  Shaw  should 
read  my  writings,  but  it  is  reasonable  to 
demand  that  he  should  read  them  before 
he  attempts  to  criticize  my  opinions  or 
"ideals."  If  he  had  taken  the  trouble  to 
read  my  Critical  Examination  of  Social- 
ism, he  would  have  found  that  the  par- 
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ticular  ideal  or  opinion  which  he  imputes 
to  me  is  described  in  that  book  with  the 
utmost  precision,  but  is  described  only 
that  it  may  be  in  precise  terms  repudiated. 

On  page  202  he  will  find  the  following 
passages: — "If,  therefore,  the  claims  of 
labor  are  based  on,  and  limited  to,  the 
amount  of  wealth  which  is  produced  by 
labor  itself .  .  .  what  labor  would  receive 
would  be  far  less,  not  more,  than  what  it 
receives  today. ...  Is  it,  then,  here  con- 
tended, many  readers  will  ask,  that  if 
matters  are  determined  by  ideal  justice, 
or  anything  like  practical  wisdom,  the  re- 
muneration of  labor  in  general  ought 
henceforth  to  be  lessened,  or,  at  all  events, 
precluded  from  any  possibility  of  in- 
crease? ...  If  anyone  thinks  that  such  is 
the  conclusion  which  is  here  suggested, 
let  him  suspend  his  opinion  until  we  re- 
turn to  it,  as  we  shall  do,  and  deal  with  it 
in  a  more  comprehensive  way."  This 
question  is  taken  up  again,  page  283,  as 
follows: — "Is  it,  then,  the  reader  will  ask, 
the  object  of  the  present  volume  to  sug- 
gest that  the  true  course  of  social  reform 
in  the  future  . . .  would  be  to  bind  down 
the  majority  to  the  little  maximum  they 
could  produce  by  their  own  unaided 
efforts?  The  object  of  this  volume  is  the 
precise  opposite.  It  is  not  to  suggest  that 
they  should  possess  no  more  than  they 
produce.  It  is  to  place  their  claim  to  a  sur- 
plus not  produced  by  themselves  on  a  true 
instead  of  a  fantastic  basis/'  Mr  Shaw  may 
be  left  to  read  what  follows  if  he  pleases. 

With  regard  to  two  other  definite 
points,  he  touches  farther  on  what  he 
calls  my  opinions,  or  my  "rustic  ignor- 
ance" of  economics.  One  of  these  relates 
to  the  "rent  of  ability."  If  he  turns  to  pages 
191-193  of  my  Critical  Examination  of 
Socialism,  he  will  find  this  question  dis- 
cussed with  great  minuteness,  the  truth 
contained  in  the  doctrine  held  by  himself 
and  other  Socialists  admitted  and  en- 
dorsed, and  an  element  in  the  problem, 
which  is  yet  more  important,  but  to 


which  they  are  entirely  blind,  specified. 
With  regard  to  what  Mr  Shaw  says  about 
conflagrations  and  "babies'  nighties,"  he 
will  find  this  precise  point  anticipated  and 
dealt  with  on  page  122,  Critical  Examina- 
tion. I  have,  let  me  repeat,  no  right  to 
claim  that  Mr  Shaw  should  read  a  line  of 
anything  I  have  written;  but  if  in  attempt- 
ing to  criticize  the  opinions  and  "ideals" 
of  a  writer,  he  imputes  to  him  an  ignor- 
ance or  neglect  of  problems,  e.g.  the  rent 
of  ability,  which  he  has  d;scussed  far 
more  minutely  than  has  Mr  Shaw  himself, 
and  attributes  to  him  opinions  which  he 
has  elaborately  repudiated,  Mr  Shaw  will 
have  hardly  added  to  his  reputation  as  a 
critic  either  of  economic  theory  or  of  any- 
thing else.  Mr  Shaw  writes  about  myself 
very  much  as  a  man  would  write  who 
mistook  the  Book  of  Genesis  for  the 
Koran. — I  am,  Sir,  yours,  etc. 

W.  H.  MALLOCIL 
February  5,  1909 

I  am  usually  willing  "to  build  a  bridge 
of  silver  for  a  flying  foe,"  but  in  this  case 
I  cannot  let  Mr  Mallock  off  without  pur- 
suing him  to  utter  extinction.  The  book 
to  which  Mr  Mallock  refers  as  shewing 
that  he  has  dealt  with  my  argument  does 
nothing  of  the  kind:  it  reaffirms  his  error 
as  strongly  as  he  knows  how  to  do  it. 
Even  if  it  contained  a  recantation,  I  should 
still  have  to  deal  with  his  unprovoked 
attack  on  Mr  Keir  Hardie,  and  with  his 
Short  Epitome  of  Eight  Lectures  on  the 
Principal  Fallacies  of  Socialism,  in  which 
he  speaks  of  the  Socialist  "promise  of 
distributing  among  the  great  mass  of  the 
population  that  portion  of  the  annual  in- 
come which  is  at  present  in  the  hands  of  an 
exceptionally  able  minority" 

But  the  Critical  Examination  of  So- 
cialism contains  no  recantation.  What  it 
does  contain  is  a  statement  that  though 
everything  that  men  enjoy  over  and 
above  what  a  savage  can  wring  from 
nature  with  his  unaided  hands  is  due  to 
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the  exceptional  ability  of  the  few  (repre- 
sented, Mr  Mallock  implies,  by  our  rich 
class  today),  yet  it  is  not  expedient  to 
strip  them  of  everything  they  possess 
above  that  level,  as  otherwise  they  would 
have  no  interest  in  civilization,  and  would 
revolt.  Therefore  Mr  Mallock  promises 
to  shew,  in  a  future  book,  how  society 
can  be  arranged  so  as  to  give  us  all  just 
enough  to  bribe  us  to  allow  the  rich 
to  remain  in  undisturbed  enjoyment  of 
their  present  position.  If  anyone  doubts 
the  fairness  of  this  description  of  Mr  Mai- 
lock's  last  chapter,  the  book  is  easily  ac- 
cessible in  the  excellent  cheap  edition 
published  by  John  Murray  in  November 
1908.  In  spite  of  the  extravagance  of  the 
fundamental  proposition  of  the  book, 
which  is  that  what  a  man  produces  is 
"that  amount  of  wealth  which  would  not 
have  been  produced  at  all  had  his  efforts 
not  been  made"  (pp.  206-207),  thereby 
making  every  necessary  laborer  the  pro- 
ducer of  the  entire  wealth  of  the  world, 
it  is  well  worth  reading,  because  it  hap- 
pens that  any  prejudice  that  may  still  lin- 
ger against  Socialism  is  almost  wholly 
based  on  such  childish  ignorance  of  exist- 
ing social  conditions,  and  defended  by 
such  absurd  arguments,  that  Mr  Mallock 
is  forced  by  his  sense  of  intellectual  honor 
to  begin  by  making  a  clean  sweep  of  the 
blunders  of  his  own  supporters.  In  doing 
so,  he  knocks  the  bottom  out  of  Un- 
socialism  as  effectively  as  in  his  religious 
polemics  he  has  knocked  the  bottom  out 
of  the  vulgar  sectarianism  that  passes  for 
religion  in  this  country.  His  object  is  to 
clear  the  ground  for  his  own  peculiar 
Individualism  and  Catholicism;  but  he 
has  cleared  it  equally  for  the  Fabian  So- 
ciety, which  has  the  same  interest  as  Mr 
Mallock  in  dispelling  ignorance  and  con- 
fusion of  thought.  Besides,  it  is  as  well 
that  the  world  should  know  that  just  as 
it  seems  clear  to  many  laborers  that  the 
men  who  walk  about  in  frock-coats  and 
tall  hats,  talking  and  writing  letters,  are 


not  workers  at  all,  and  produce  nothing, 
so  these  very  frock-coated  men  believe, 
like  Mr  Mallock,  that  the  hired  laborer  is 
a  brainless  machine  that  owes  the  very 
fuel  and  grease  that  keep  it  working  to 
the  intelligence  of  the  class  that  exploits  it. 

However,  I  need  not  argue  the  case 
with  Mr  Mallock  now.  It  happens  that 
in  1894  a  wave  of  discussion  of  Socialism 
was  passing  over  the  press.  Mr  Mallock 
was  then  already  ventilating  his  theory 
that  the  distribution  of  wealth  in  this 
country  into  big  fortunes  for  the  few  and 
pittances  for  the  many,  corresponds  to 
the  natural  division  of  the  British  race 
into  a  handful  of  geniuses  and  many 
millions  of  mediocrities.  His  diagrams  are 
still  extant  to  shew  the  lengths  to  which 
he  went.  Mr  Frank  Harris  was  then  edit- 
ing The  Fortnightly  Review.  He  asked 
me  could  I  answer  Mr  Mallock.  I  replied 
boyishly  that  any  Socialist  over  the  age  of 
six  could  knock  Mr  Mallock  into  a  cocked 
hat.  He  invited  me  to  try  my  hand;  and 
the  result  was  the  following  essay,  which 
appeared  in  the  Review  in  April  1894.  I 
emphasize  the  date  to  shew  that  Mr  Mal- 
lock has  had  plenty  of  time  to  consider 
my  case  and  answer  it.  When  he  put  forth 
his  Critical  Examination  of  Socialism  and 
accused  Mr  Keir  Hardie  of  illiterate  ignor- 
ance, he  forgot  that  his  own  Unsocialism 
had  been  critically  examined,  and  that 
Mr  Keir  Hardie  had  all  the  classic  econo- 
mists, from  Adam  Smith  to  Cairnes,  at 
his  back.  Mr  Keir  Hardie  is,  in  fact,  on 
this  subject,  demonstrably  a  better  read 
and  better  informed  authority  than  Mr 
Mallock. 

I  reprint  my  arguments  as  they  ap- 
peared in  1894.  During  the  fifteen  years 
since,  Oblivion  has  made  a  few  topical 
allusions  unintelligible,  and  Death  has 
changed  some  present  tenses  into  past 
ones.  I  have  dealt  with  these  by  a  few  in- 
essential alterations,  and  omitted  some 
chaff  and  some  literary  digressions;  but  the 
case  against  Mr  Mallock  stands  as  it  did. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST 
EDITION 

This  book  is  a  commentary  on  The 
Niblung's  Ring,  Richard  Wagner's  chief 
work.  I  offer  it  to  those  enthusiastic  ad- 
mirers of  Wagner  who  are  unable  to 
follow  his  ideas,  and  do  not  in  the  least 
understand  the  dilemma  of  Wotan, 
though  they  are  filled  with  indignation 
at  the  irreverence  of  the  Philistines  who 
frankly  avow  that  they  find  the  remarks 
of  the  god  too  often  tedious  and  nonsen- 
sical. Now  to  be  devoted  to  Wagner 
merely  as  a  dog  is  devoted  to  his  master, 
sharing  a  few  elementary  ideas,  appetites 
and  emotions  with  him,  and,  for  the  rest, 
reverencing  his  superiority  without  un- 
derstanding it,  is  no  true  Wagnerism. 
Yet  nothing  better  is  possible  without  a 
stock  of  ideas  common  to  master  and 
disciple.  Unfortunately,  the  ideas  of  the 
revolutionary  Wagner  of  1848  are  taught 
neither  by  the  education  nor  the  experi- 
ence of  English  and  American  gentleman- 
amateurs,  who  are  almost  always  political 
mugwumps,  and  hardly  ever  associate 
with  revolutionists.  The  earlier  attempts 
to  translate  his  numerous  pamphlets  and 
essays  into  English  resulted  in  ludicrous 
mixtures  of  pure  nonsense  with  the  ab- 
surdest  distortions  of  his  ideas  into  the 
ideas  of  the  translators.  We  now  have  a 
translation  which  is  a  masterpiece  of  in- 
terpretation and  an  eminent  addition  to 
our  literature;  but  that  is  not  because 
its  author,  Mr  Ashton  Ellis,  knows  the 
German  dictionary  better  than  his  pre- 
decessors. He  is  simply  in  possession  of 
Wagner's  ideas,  which  were  to  them 
inconceivable. 

All  I  pretend  to  do  in  this  book  is  to 
impart  the  ideas  which  are  most  likely  to 


be  lacking  in  the  conventional  English- 
man's equipment.  I  came  by  them  myself 
much  as  Wagner  did,  having  learnt  more 
about  music  than  about  anything  else  in 
my  youth,  and  sown  my  political  wild 
oats  subsequently  in  the  revolutionary 
school.  This  combination  is  not  com- 
mon in  England;  and  as  I  seem,  so  far,  to 
be  the  only  publicly  articulate  result  of 
it,  I  venture  to  add  my  commentary  to 
what  has  already  been  written  by  musi- 
cians who  are  no  revolutionists,  and  revo- 
lutionists who  are  no  musicians. 

PlTFOLD,   HlNDHEAD,    1898. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND 
EDITION 

The  preparation  of  a  Second  Edition 
of  this  booklet  is  quite  the  most  unex- 
pected literary  task  that  has  ever  been  set 
me.  When  it  first  appeared  I  was  ungrate- 
ful enough  to  remonstrate  with  its  pub- 
lisher for  printing,  as  I  thought,  more 
copies  than  the  most  sanguine  Wagnerite 
could  ever  hope  to  sell.  But  the  result 
proved  that  exactly  one  person  buys  a 
copy  on  every  day  in  the  year,  including 
Sundays;  and  so,  in  the  process  of  the 
suns,  a  reprint  has  become  necessary. 

Save  a  few  verbal  slips  of  no  impor- 
tance, I  have  found  nothing  to  alter  in 
this  edition.  As  usual,  the  only  protests 
the  book  has  elicited  are  protests,  not 
against  the  opinions  it  expresses,  but 
against  the  facts  it  records.  There  are 
people  who  cannot  bear  to  be  told  that 
their  hero  was  associated  with  a  famous 
Anarchist  in  a  rebellion;  that  he  was 
proclaimed  as  "wanted"  by  the  police; 
that  he  wrote  revolutionary  pamphlets; 
and  that  his  picture  of  Niblunghome 
under  the  reign  of  Alberic  is  a  poetic 
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vision  of  unregulated  industrial  capital- 
ism as  it  was  made  known  in  Germany 
in  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century 
by  Engels's  Condition  of  the  Laboring 
Classes  in  England.  They  frantically  deny 
these  facts,  and  then  declare  that  I  have 
connected  them  with  Wagner  in  a 
paroxysm  of  senseless  perversity.  I  am 
sorry  I  have  hurt  them;  and  I  appeal  to 
charitable  publishers  to  bring  out  a  new 
life  of  Wagner,  which  shall  describe  him 
as  a  court  musician  of  unquestioned 
fashion  and  orthodoxy,  and  a  pillar  of 
the  most  exclusive  Dresden  circles.  Such 
a  work  would,  I  believe,  have  a  large 
sale,  and  be  read  with  satisfaction  and 
reassurance  by  many  lovers  of  Wagner's 
music. 

As  to  my  much  demurred-to  relega- 
tion of  Night  Falls  on  The  Gods  to  the 
category  of  grand  opera,  I  have  nothing 
to  add  or  withdraw.  Such  a  classification 
is  to  me  as  much  a  matter  of  fact  as  the 
Dresden  rising  or  the  police  proclama- 
tion; but  I  shall  not  pretend  that  it  is 
a  matter  of  such  fact  as  everybody's 
judgment  can  grapple  with.  People  who 
prefer  grand  opera  to  serious  music- 
drama  naturally  resent  my  placing  a 
very  grand  opera  below  a  very  serious 
music-drama.  The  ordinary  lover  of 
Shakespear  would  equally  demur  to  my 
placing  his  popular  catchpenny  plays,  of 
which  As  You  Like  It  is  an  avowed  type, 
below  true  Shakespearean  plays  like 
Measure  for  Measure.  I  cannot  help  that. 
Popular  dramas  and  operas  may  have 
overwhelming  merits  as  enchanting 
make-believes;  but  a  poet's  sincerest 
vision  of  the  world  must  always  take 
precedence  of  his  prettiest  fool's  paradise. 

As  many  English  Wagnerites  seem  to 
be  still  under  the  impression  that  Wagner 
composed  Rienzi  in  his  youth,  Tann- 
hauser  and  Lohengrin  in  his  middle  age, 
and  The  Ring  in  his  later  years,  may  I 
again  remind  them  that  The  Ring  was 
the  result  of  a  political  convulsion  which 


occurred  when  Wagner  was  only  thirty- 
six,  and  that  the  poem  was  completed 
when  he  was  forty,  with  thirty  more 
years  of  work  before  him?  It  is  as  much 
a  first  essay  in  political  philosophy  as 
Die  Feen  is  a  first  essay  in  romantic 
opera.  The  attempt  to  recover  its  spirit 
twenty  years  later,  when  the  music  of 
Night  Falls  on  the  Gods  was  added,  was 
an  attempt  to  revive  the  barricades  of 
Dresden  in  the  Temple  of  the  Grail. 
Only  those  who  have  never  had  any 
political  enthusiasms  to  survive  can 
believe  that  such  an  attempt  could 
succeed. 

LONDON,  1901. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  THIRD 
EDITION 

In  1907  The  Perfect  Wagnerite  was 
translated  into  German  by  my  friend 
Siegfried  Trebitsch.  On  reading  through 
his  version  in  manuscript  I  was  struck  by 
the  inadequacy  of  the  merely  negative 
explanation  given  by  me  of  the  irrele- 
vance of  Night  Falls  on  The  Gods  (Die 
Gotterdammerung)  to  the  general  philo- 
sophic scheme  of  The  Ring.  That  ex- 
planation was  correct  as  far  as  it  went; 
but,  put  as  I  had  put  it,  it  seemed  to  me 
to  suggest  that  the  operatic  character  of 
Night  Falls  on  The  Gods  was  the  result 
of  indifference  or  forgetfulness  produced 
by  the  lapse  of  twenty-five  years  between 
the  first  projection  of  The  Ring  and  its 
completion.  Now  it  is  clear  that  in  what- 
ever other  ways  Wagner  may  have 
changed,  he  never  became  careless  and 
never  became  indifferent.  I  therefore 
inserted  in  the  first  German  edition  a 
new  section  in  which  I  shewed  how  the 
revolutionary  history  of  Western  Europe 
from  the  Liberal  explosion  of  1848  to  the 
confused  attempt  at  a  popular  and  quasi 
Socialist  military  and  municipal  adminis- 
tration by  the  Commune  of  Paris  in 
1871  (that  is  to  say,  from  the  literary 
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beginning  of  The  Niblung's  Ring  by 
Wagner  to  the  long-delayed  musical 
completion  of  Night  Falls  on  The  Gods) 
had  demonstrated  practically  that  the 
passing  away  of  the  present  capitalistic 
order  was  going  to  be  a  much  more 
complicated  business  than  it  appears  in 
Wagner's  dramatization. 

Since  1907,  then,  the  German  edition 
has  been  more  complete  than  the  English 
one.  I  now,  after  six  years'  pure  pro- 
crastination, for  which  I  have  no  excuse 
except  preoccupation  with  other  work, 
add  the  German  extension  to  the  English 
text.  It  begins  on  page  239,  and  ends  on 
page  245.  Otherwise  the  book  remains 
as  it  was. 

I  have  sometimes  been  asked  why  any- 
one should  read  a  philosophic  treatise 
merely  to  find  out  the  story  of  The  Ring. 
I  take  this  opportunity  to  reply  publicly 
that  there  is,  as  far  as  I  know,  no  reason 
why  anyone  should  take  any  trouble  in 
the  matter  at  all  unless  they  want  to,  and 
that  the  degree  of  trouble  must  be 
determined  by  the  degree  of  want,  which, 
again,  will  be  determined  by  the  wanter's 
capacity.  But  this  I  will  say.  Even  for  the 
purposes  of  the  idlest  Bayreuth  tourist 
the  story  of  The  Ring  must  be  told  as 
Wagner's  score  tells  it  if  it  is  to  be  of  any 
real  use  to  the  visitor  who  cannot  under- 
stand what  the  singers  are  saying. 
Anyone  can,  without  knowing  a  bar  of 
the  score,  string  the  events  narrated  in 
The  Ring  together  in  the  order  of  their 
occurrence  on  the  stage,  add  the  names 
of  the  dramatis personae  and  a  description 
of  the  scenes,  and  offer  the  result  as  a 
guide  to  The  Ring.  But  such  a  mechani- 
cal account  of  the  affair  will  hinder  more 
than  it  will  help.  It  will  pass  over  as 
trivial,  or  even  omit  altogether,  points  to 
which  Wagner  has  given  immense  weight 
and  consequence,  either  by  the  length  or 
intensity  of  his  direct  musical  treatment 
or  by  the  recurrence  of  themes  connected 
with  them;  and  it  will  rhetorically  em- 


phasize or  spread  itself  descriptively  over 
the  more  obvious  matters  which  speak 
for  themselves  to  the  spectator  and 
occupy  little  space  and  less  depth  in  the 
musical  fabric.  People  primed  with  such 
accounts  sit  waiting  to  see  the  bear  or  the 
dragon  or  the  rainbow,  or  the  trans- 
formation of  Alberic  into  a  snake  and  a 
toad,  or  the  magic  fire  or  the  swimming 
feats  of  the  Rhine  daughters,  and  are 
bored  because  these  exciting  spectacles 
are  so  unconscionably  delayed  whilst 
Wotan,  Fricka,  Brynhild,  Erda,  Alberic, 
and  Loki  discuss  things  of  which  the 
"synopsis"  gives  no  hint. 

Now  the  story  as  it  is  told  in  this  book 
has  its  centres  of  gravity  placed  exactly 
where  Wagner  has  placed  them  in  his 
score.  What  Wagner  has  made  much  of, 
I  have  made  much  of;  and  I  have  ex- 
plained why  he  made  much  of  it.  What 
he  passed  lightly  over,  I  have  passed 
lightly  over.  There  is  a  good  deal  in  The 
Ring  which  is  on  the  surface  of  the  score; 
nobody  with  ears  and  eyes  can  miss 
its  significance  at  the  performance.  But 
there  is  also  a  good  deal  that  was  at  the 
back  of  Wagner's  mind,  and  that  deter- 
mined what  I  have  called  the  centres  of 
gravity;  and  this,  which  is  neither  in  the 
score  nor  in  the  stage  action,  being 
assumed  by  Wagner  to  be  part  of  the 
common  consciousness  of  mankind,  is 
what  I  have  chiefly  attended  to.  For  this, 
obvious  as  it  was  to  Wagner,  and  as  it  is 
to  anyone  who  has  reflected  on  human 
history  and  destiny  in  the  light  of  a 
competent  knowledge  of  modern  capital- 
istic civilization,  is  an  absolute  blank  to 
many  persons  who  are  highly  susceptible 
to  the  musical  qualities  of  Wagner's 
music  and  poetry,  but  have  never  re- 
flected on  human  destiny  at  all,  and  have 
been  brought  up  in  polite  ignorance  of 
the  infernal  depths  our  human  society 
descended  to  in  the  nineteenth  century. 
Clearly  none  of  your  synopses  or  popu- 
lar guides  or  lists  of  musical  themes 
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would  be  of  the  slightest  use  here.  That, 
I  take  it,  is  why  this  little  book  remains, 
after  some  fifteen  years,  still  in  demand, 
and  why  I  have  found  it  necessary  to 
complete  it  in  this  edition  by  a  chapter 
dealing  neither  with  music  nor  poetry, 
but  with  European  history.  For  it  was  in 
that  massive  material,  and  not  in  mere 
crotchets  and  quavers,  that  Wagner 
found  the  stuff  for  his  masterpiece. 

AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE,  1913. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  FOURTH 
EDITION 

Much  water,  some  of  it  deeply  stained 
with  blood,  has  passed  under  the  bridges 
since  this  book  was  first  published 
twenty-four  years  ago.  Musically  Wag- 
ner is  now  more  old-fashioned  than 
Handel  and  Bach,  Mozart  and  Beethoven, 
whose  fashions  have  perished  though 
their  music  remains;  whilst  his  own 
fashion  has  been  worn  to  rags  by  young 
composers  in  their  first  efforts  to  draw 
the  bow  of  Ulysses.  Finally,  it  has  been 
discarded  as  Homerically  impossible;  and 
England,  after  two  centuries  of  imitative 
negligibility,  has  suddenly  flung  into  the 
field  a  cohort  of  composers  whose 
methods  have  made  a  technical  revolu- 
tion in  musical  composition  so  complete 
that  the  conductor  does  not  dare  to 
correct  the  most  cacophonous  errors  in 
band  parts  lest  the  composer  should  have 
intended  them,  and  looks  in  vain  for  key 
signatures  because  young  men  no  longer 
write  in  keys  but  just  mark  their  notes 
flat  or  sharp  as  they  come.  One  can 
imagine  Wagner  trying  to  conduct  the 
latest  British  tone  poem,  and  exclaiming 
in  desperation,  "Is  this  music?"  just  as 
his  own  contemporaries  did  when  they 
were  confronted  with  the  "false  rela- 
tions'* in  the  score  of  Tristan.  It  is  true 
that  most  of  the  modern  developments, 
as  far  as  they  are  really  developments 
and  not  merely  experimental  eccentrici- 


ties, are  implicit  in  Parsifal.  Indeed,  for 
that  matter,  they  are  implicit  in  Bach: 
still,  the  first  man  to  be  scandalized  by  a 
new  departure  is  usually  he  that  found 
the  path  for  it;  and  I  cannot  feel  sure  that 
Wagner  would  have  encouraged  Messrs 
Bax,  Ireland,  Cyril  Scott,  Hoist,  Goos- 
sens,  Vaughan  Williams,  Frank  Bridge, 
Boughton,  Holbrooke,  Howells  and  the 
rest  (imagine  being  able  to  remember 
offhand  so  many  names  of  British  com- 
posers turning  out  serious  music  in 
native  styles  of  their  own ! ! !)  any  more 
than  Haydn  encouraged  Beethoven. Wag- 
ner, after  his  1855  London  season  as 
conductor  of  the  Philharmonic,  would 
not  have  believed  that  such  a  thing  could 
happen  in  England.  Had  he  been  told 
that  within  two  years  a  British  baby 
Elgar  would  arrive  who  would  attain 
classic  rank  as  a  European  composer,  he 
would  hardly  have  kept  his  temper.  Yet 
all  this  has  happened  very  much  as  it 
happened  before  in  Shakespear's  time; 
and  the  English  people  at  large  are  just 
as  unconcerned  about  it,  and  indeed  un- 
conscious of  it,  as  they  were  then. 

Also  the  English  have  taken,  as  I  said 
in  this  book  they  might,  to  Wagner 
singing  and  acting;  and  there  is  now 
no  question  of  going  to  Bayreuth  or  im- 
porting German  singers  when  we  wish  to 
hear  The  Ring  or  Parsifal;  for  much  bet- 
ter performances  of  both  can  be  heard 
now  from  English  companies  in  England 
than  Wagner  ever  heard  at  Bayreuth;  and 
even  a  transpontine  theatre  like  the  Old 
Vic.  thinks  no  more  of  doing  Tannhauser 
than  it  would  have  thought  of  doing 
Black-Eyed  Susan  half  a  century  ago. 

Another  change  has  outmoded  my 
description  of  the  Bayreuth  Festival  Play- 
house as  an  ultra  modern  theatre.  Bay- 
reuth has  a  pictorial  stage  framed  by  a 
proscenium,  and  the  framed  picture  stage 
is  not  now  in  the  latest  fashion.  When  the 
monarchy  and  the  theatre  were  restored 
in  England  simultaneously  on  the  acces- 
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sion  of  Charles  II,  the  representation  of 
Shakespear's  plays  as  he  planned  them 
was  made  impossible  by  the  introduction 
of  pictorial  scenery  and  of  the  proscenium 
with  its  two  curtains,  the  act  drop  and 
the  final  green  baize,  to  divide  the  plays 
into  acts  and  hide  the  stage  for  intervals 
during  which  elaborate  scenes  were  built 
up  on  it.  His  plays  had  to  be  chopped 
into  fragments;  divided  into  acts;  re- 
written and  provided  with  new  endings 
to  make  effective  "curtains",  in  which 
condition  they  were  intolerably  tedious 
except  as  mere  pedestals  for  irresistibly 
attractive  actors  and  actresses. 

Thus  the  pictorial  stage  not  only  mur- 
dered Shakespear,  and  buried  the  old 
Athenian  drama,  but  dictated  the  form 
of  opera  (which  grew  up  with  it)  and 
changed  the  form  of  the  spoken  drama. 
Wagner  submitted  to  it  as  inevitable;  but 
when  he  conceived  the  performances  of 
The  Ring,  and  planned  a  theatre  for 
them,  he  made  a  desperate  effort  to 
elaborate  its  machinery  so  as  to  enable 
complete  changes  of  scene  to  be  made 
without  stopping  the  performance  and 
keeping  the  audience  staring  idly  for 
fifteen  minutes  at  a  dropped  curtain,  or 
scrambling  to  and  from  their  seats  to  fill 
up  the  time  by  smoking  cigarets  and  drink- 
ing. One  of  his  devices  was  to  envelop 
the  stage  in  mists  produced  by  what  was 
called  a  steam  curtain,  which  looked  ex- 
actly like  what  it  really  was,  and  made 
the  theatre  smell  like  a  laundry.  By  its  aid 
The  Rhine  Gold  was  performed  without 
a  break  instead  of  in  three  acts  with  long 
intervals  between  each. 

One  had  to  admit  at  Bayreuth  that  here 
was  the  utmost  perfection  of  the  pictorial 
stage,  and  that  its  machinery  could  go  no 
further.  Nevertheless,  having  seen  it  at 
its  best,  fresh  from  Wagner's  own  influ- 
ence, I  must  also  admit  that  my  favorite 
way  of  enjoying  a  performance  of  The 
Ring  is  to  sit  at  the  back  of  a  box,  com- 
fortable on  two  chairs,  feet  up,  and  listen 


without  looking.  The  truth  is,  a  man 
whose  imagination  cannot  serve  him  bet- 
ter than  the  most  costly  devices  of  the 
imitative  scenepainter,  should  not  go  to 
the  theatre,  and  as  a  matter  of  fact  does 
not.  In  planning  his  Bayreuth  theatre, 
Wagner  was  elaborating  what  he  had 
better  have  scrapped  altogether. 

But  as  this  did  not  occur  to  him,  he 
allowed  his  technical  plan  of  The  Ring 
to  be  so  governed  by  pictorial  visions 
that  it  is  as  unreasonable  to  ask  Bayreuth 
to  scrap  the  Wagner  tradition  as  it  would 
be  to  ask  the  Theatre  Fran^ais  to  scrap 
the  Moliere  tradition.  Only,  I  must  now 
treat  that  tradition  as  old-fashioned, 
whereas  when  this  book  was  first  pub- 
lished it  was  the  latest  development. 
What  has  happened  since  in  England  is 
that  an  Englishman,  Mr  Harley  Granville- 
Barker,  developing  certain  experiments 
made  from  time  to  time  by  Mr  William 
Poel,  another  Englishman,  inaugurated 
twentieth  century  Shakespear  by  a  series 
of  performances  in  which  the  plays  were 
given  with  unprecedented  artistic  splen- 
dor without  the  omission  of  a  single  de- 
cently presentable  line,  undivided  into 
acts,  without  the  old  pictorial  scenery, 
and  with,  as  a  result,  a  blessed  revelation 
of  Shakespear  as  the  Prince  of  Enter- 
tainers instead  of  the  most  dreaded  of 
bores,  and  a  degree  of  illusion  which  the 
pictorial  theatre  had  not  only  failed  to 
attain,  but  had  sedulously  destroyed,  no- 
where more  effectively  than  (save  only  in 
certain  scenes  of  pure  ritual  in  Parsifal) 
at  Bayreuth. 

Almost  simultaneously  with  Mr  Gran- 
ville-Barker's  revolutionary  restoration 
of  Shakespear,  the  pictorial  stage  triumph- 
antly announced  that  at  the  English  Bay- 
reuth, which  is  the  Shakespear  Memorial 
Theatre  at  Stratford-on-Avon,  the  play 
of  Coriolanus  had  been,  by  a  climax  of 
Procrustean  adaptation,  cut  down  to  a 
performance  lasting  only  one  hour,  in 
which  state  it  was  humbly  hoped  that  the 
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public  would  steel  itself  to  bear  it  just 
once  or  twice  for  the  sake  of  our  national 
playwright.  That  was  too  much.  Mr 
Bridges  Adams,  who  had  started  with  Mr 
Granville-Barker,  took  the  new  method 
to  Stratford,  where  the  former  victims  of 
die  pictorial  stage  now  find  to  their 
amazement  that  three  hours  of  unabbre- 
viated Shakespear  fly  faster  than  one  hour 
of  Procrusty  Coriolanus.  And  at  the  Old 
Vic.  in  London,  where  the  reform  was 
adopted  by  Mr  Atkins,  Shakespear  now 
draws  better  than  would-be  popular  melo- 
drama. 

Thus  have  Englishmen  left  Wagner 
behind  as  to  methods,  and  made  obsolete 
all  that  part  of  this  book  which  presents 
him  as  a  pioneer.  I  must  add  that  nobody 
who  knows  the  snobbish  contempt  in 
which  most  Englishmen  hold  one  another 
will  be  surprised  when  I  mention  that  in 
England  the  exploits  of  Poel,  Granville- 
Barker,  Bridges  Adams,  Atkins,  and  the 
English  designers  and  painters  who  have 
worked  for  them,  are  modestly  attributed 
to  Herr  Reinhardt,  their  eminent  German 
contemporary.  The  only  Englishman  who 
is  given  any  credit  by  his  countrymen  is 
Mr  Gordon  Craig,  a  fascinating  propa- 
gandist who  still  loves  the  stage  picture 
better  than  the  stage  play,  and,  living  in 
the  glamor  of  the  Continent,  seldom 
meddles  with  the  actual  theatre  except  to 
wipe  his  boots  on  it  and  on  all  the  art 
that  grows  on  its  boards. 

As  to  the  sociological  aspect  of  The 
Ring,  which  is  unaffected  by  the  rapid 
ageing  of  its  technical  aspect  as  a  musical 
composition  and  a  theatrical  spectacle,  it 
seems  to  challenge  the  so-called  Great 
War  to  invalidate  it  if  it  can.  Gross  as  the 
catastrophe  has  been,  it  has  not  shaken 
Bayreuth.  But  post-war  contemplation 
of  The  Ring  must  not  make  us  forget  that 
all  the  progress  Wagner  saw  was  from  the 
revolutions  of  1848,  when  he  was  with 


the  barricaders,  to  the  Imperialist  climax 
of  1871,  when  he  sang: 

Hail,  hail,  our  Caesar! 
Royal  William! 
Rock  and  ward  of  German  freedom ! 

What  would  he  have  said  had  he  lived  to 
see  1917  in  Russia  and  1918  in  Germany, 
with  England  singing  "Hang,  hang  that 
Kaiser!"  and  Germany  sympathizing  to 
such  an  extent  that  the  grandson  of  Wag- 
ner's William  had  to  seek  safety  in  Hol- 
land? Rhine  maidens  walking  out  with 
British  Tommies,  Senegalese  negroes  in 
Goethe's  house,  Marx  en  throned  in  Russia, 
pistolled  Romanoffs,  fugitive  Hapsburgs, 
exiled  Hohenzollerns  marking  the  ruins 
of  empires  with  no  more  chance  of  restora- 
tion than  the  Stuarts  and  Bourbons:  such 
a  Gotterdammerung,  in  short,  as  in  its 
craziness  can  be  fitted  into  no  allegory 
until  its  upshot  becomes  plainer  than  it 
now  is:  all  this  has  so  changed  the  politi- 
cal atmosphere  in  which  Wagner  lived, 
and  in  which  this  book  was  written,  that 
it  says  much  for  the  comprehensiveness 
of  his  grasp  of  things  that  his  allegory 
should  still  be  valid  and  important.  In- 
deed the  war  was  more  a  great  tearing  off 
of  masks  than  a  change  of  face:  the  main 
difference  is  that  Alberic  is  richer,  and  his 
slaves  hungrier  and  harder  worked  when 
they  are  so  lucky  as  to  have  any  work  to 
do.  The  Ring  ends  with  everybody  dead 
except  three  mermaids;  and  though  the 
war  went  far  enough  in  that  conclusive 
direction  to  suggest  that  the  next  war 
may  possibly  kill  even  the  mermaids  with 
"depth  charges",  the  curtain  is  not  yet 
down  on  our  drama,  and  we  have  to  carry 
on  as  best  we  can.  If  we  succeed,  this 
book  may  have  to  pass  into  yet  another 
edition:  if  not,  the  world  itself  will  have 
to  be  re-edited. 

AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE,  1922. 
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FOREWORD  TO  FIRST 
EDITION 

There  is  a  child's  schoolbook,  which  I 
have  never  seen,  entitled  Reading  With- 
out Tears.  I  am  half  tempted  to  borrow 
from  its  author  to  the  extent  of  calling 
this  book  Municipal  Trading  Without 
Figures.  At  all  events,  there  are  no  figures 
in  this  book;  and  the  reader  will  soon 
learn  from  it  that  the  figures  with  which 
he  has  been  so  grievously  pelted  from 
other  quarters  do  not  matter.  The  ques- 
tion whether  municipal  trading  is  sound 
in  principle  cannot  be  settled  by  the 
figures  of  this  or  that  adventure  in  it,  any 
more  than  the  soundness  of  banking  or 
insurance  can  be  settled  by  the  figures  of 
this  or  that  big  dividend  or  disastrous 
liquidation.  Besides,  the  balance  sheet  of 
a  city's  welfare  cannot  be  stated  in  figures. 
Counters  of  a  much  more  spiritual  kind 
are  needed,  and  some  imagination  and 
conscience  to  add  them  up,  as  well. 

I  hope  nobody  will  be  deterred  from 
reading  this  book  by  the  notion  that  the 
subject  is  a  dry  one.  It  is,  on  the  contrary, 
one  of  the  most  succulent  in  the  whole 
range  of  literature.  If  I,  a  playwright  and 
philosopher  by  profession  and  predilec- 
tion, have  found  it  not  only  possible  but 
interesting  to  spend  my  afternoons  for 
six  years  in  the  committee  rooms  of  a 
Suburban  Vestry  and  Borough  Council 
to  gain  the  practical  knowledge  which  is 
at  the  back  of  this  little  book,  the  most 
romantic  of  my  literary  customers  may 
very  well  endure  to  hear  me  draw  the 
moral  of  my  experience  for  four  hours. 


LONDON, 
February  1904. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  FABIAN 
EDITION 

When  I  handed  over  this  work  to  the 
Fabian  Society  to  be  distributed  at  a  price 
low  enough  to  make  it  easy  for  those 
most  concerned  to  buy  a  copy,  I  did  not 
find  it  necessary  to  add  any  new  matter 
or  withdraw  any  old.  The  ordinary  elec- 
tioneering opponents  of  municipal  tra- 
ding had  for  the  most  part  left  my  book 
alone,  having  neither  the  economic  know- 
ledge, the  practical  experience  of  munici- 
pal work,  nor  the  literary  skill  to  cope 
with  me.  But  they  still  persuade  the  public 
that  trading  municipalities  are  staggering 
towards  bankruptcy  under  a  burden  of 
ever-increasing  debt.  The  trick  is  simple: 
instead  of  calling  the  funds  of  the  munici- 
pality its  capital,  you  call  it  "municipal 
debt,"  and  go  on  to  contend  that  the  suc- 
cess of  the  municipalities  in  serving  the 
public  at  cost  price  and  eliminating  idle 
shareholders,  means  that  they  are  less 
capable  and  businesslike  than  the  com- 
mercial concerns  which  measure  their 
soundness  by  the  excess  of  their  charges 
over  their  expenses,  and  by  the  resultant 
magnitude  of  their  dividends. 

But  the  opponents  of  municipal  trading 
could  not,  when  this  book  was  first  pub- 
lished, get  over  the  unanswerable  fact 
that  in  spite  of  all  their  denunciations  of 
our  municipalities  as  bankrupt  and  mis- 
managed concerns — denunciations  which 
would  have  ruined  even  the  soundest 
private  businesses,  but  against  which  pri- 
vate businesses  have  a  remedy  (witness 
the  enormous  damages  obtained  by  "the 
Soap  Trust'*  against  a  popular  newspaper 
which  can  slander  municipal  trading  with 
complete  impunity) — municipal  credit,  as 
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shewn  by  the  prices  of  its  stock,  remained 
unshaken;  and  the  very  people  who  were 
declaring  it  to  be  worthless  were  glad  to 
invest  their  own  money  in  municipal  stock 
at  gilt-edged  prices.  They  did,  however, 
point  out  triumphantly  that  the  price  of 
municipal  stock  had  fallen,  and  that  the 
London  County  Council  could  no  longer 
get  as  much  money  as  it  wanted  at  3  per 
cent.  In  reply,  I  could  only  say  that  a 
controversialist  desperate  enough  to 
claim  that  this  is  the  result  of  a  loss  of 
confidence  in  municipal  security  is  des- 
perate enough  for  anything.  The  credit  of 
our  municipalities  stood  as  high  as  ever. 
What  really  happened  was  that  the  value 
of  money  had  risen  after  the  South  Afri- 
can War.  Consols  had  fallen  from  above 
par  to  nearly  eighty.  The  bank  rate  had 
touched  seven.  The  Anti-Municipalizers 
forget  that  if  they  wish  to  claim  a  fall  in 
the  price  of  municipal  stock  as  evidence 
that  their  campaign  against  English  civic 
activity  is  producing  some  effect,  they 
must  point,  not  to  a  general  fall  in  prices 
which  has  hit  private  enterprises  much 
harder  than  public  enterprises,  but  to  a 
fall  confined  to  municipal  stocks  and  un- 
accompanied by  a  rise  in  the  price  of 
money.  It  is  no  use  triumphing  over  the 
difficulties  of  the  Borough  Treasurer 
when  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer 
and  the  Rothschilds  are  in  the  same 
straits.  The  argument  would  not  be 
worth  mentioning  but  that  it  illustrates 
the  amazing  ineptitude  and  ignorance 
with  which  the  question  is  discussed  in 
the  daily  press. 

Perhaps  the  stupidest  cry  raised  in  the 
Anti-Municipal  agitation — which  is  really 
an  agitation  to  reserve  all  public  services 
for  the  profit  of  private  individuals — is 
the  cry  for  "a  commercial  audit."  I  ven- 
ture to  believe  that  no  honorable  and  sen- 
sible man  who  will  take  the  trouble  to 
read  these  pages  will  ever  again  disgrace 
himself  by  echoing  that  cry,  or  by  casting 
a  vote  for  any  person  capable  of  such  an 


elementary  blunder.  Those  who  did  so 
at  the  last  municipal  elections  are  now 
sufficiently  ashamed  of  themselves;  and 
we  hear  nothing  more  of  the  gentlemen 
who  think  a  reduction  of  the  death-rate 
a  commercial  mistake  because  it  does 
not  shew  a  profit  of  10  per  cent  in  cash,  as 
it  would  have  to  do  before  a  contractor 
would  undertake  it.  But  we  must  face  the 
fact  that  honorable,  sensible,  and  ordi- 
narily intelligent  people,  from  thought- 
lessness, ignorance,  and  the  tyranny  of 
commercial  habit,  do  make  these  blun- 
ders, and,  as  voters,  become  the  tools 
of  the  moneyed  interests  which  see  in 
every  extension  of  municipal  activity  the 
closing  to  them  of  some  field  which  has 
been  to  them  a  veritable  Tom  Tiddler's 
ground  on  which  they  have  been  picking 
up  gold  and  silver  at  the  expense  of  the 
ratepayers  for  years  past. 

It  is  generally  assumed  that  the  result 
of  the  municipal  elections  of  1907  was  a 
severe  set-back  for  municipal  trading. 
The  causes  of  that  set-back,  in  so  far  as 
they  had  produced  a  genuine  revolt  of 
the  ratepayer  against  municipal  activity, 
are  explained  in  this  book.  Before  the  re- 
volt occurred  I  pointed  out  that  our  sys- 
tem of  rating,  and  the  success  with  which 
the  cost  of  our  social  ameliorations  was 
being  evaded  by  the  property  owners 
and  by  the  working  classes,  and  thrown 
on  the  struggling  mass  of  middle-class 
ratepayers,  was  producing  intolerable  in- 
justice. The  remedy  proposed — that  of 
putting  back  the  clock — was  impracti- 
cable. I  knew,  and  everybody  who  had 
ever  served  on  a  public  body  knew,  that 
the  first  hour  spent  on  a  committee  would 
knock  out  of  the  new  representatives 
most  of  the  nonsense  they  had  been  talk- 
ing at  their  election  meetings,  and  that 
the  most  intelligent  and  disinterested  of 
them  would  presently  become  ardent 
municipalizers.  But  it  is  still  true  that  until 
municipal  finance  is  radically  reformed, 
and  constitutional  machinery  provided 
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for  public  enterprises  extending  over 
much  larger  areas  than  those  marked  out 
by  our  present  obsolete  and  obstructive 
municipal  boundaries,  we  shall  continue 
to  have  ratepayers'  revolts,  and  crippled 
public  enterprise. 

In  London  the  issue  was  so  confused 
with  the  usual  political  party  considera- 
tions that  hardly  anyone  noticed  that  the 
clean  sweep  which  was  supposed  to  have 
been  made  of  Municipal  Socialists  was 
really  a  clean  sweep  of  those  Liberals  who 
had  been  the  most  determined  opponents 
of  the  Municipal  Socialists  in  the  previous 
Council.  It  was  these  Anti-Socialists  who 
were  swept  away,  whilst  the  professed 
Fabian  Socialists  held  their  seats  in  the 
midst  of  the  debacle.  I  mention  this  for  the 
sake  of  its  lesson,  which  is,  that  the  rate- 
payers must  not  put  their  trust  in  election- 
eering literature  which  proceeds  on  the 
wildly  erroneous  assumption  that  every 
Liberal  is  a  Socialist  and  every  Conserva- 
tive an  opponent  of  State  or  Municipal 
activity.  There  is  no  salvation  for  the 
voter  except  in  understanding  exactly 
what  the  municipalities  are  doing;  and 
this  book  is  intended  to  put  him  in  that 
position  as  far  as  a  book  can  supply  the 
need  of  that  actual  first-hand  experience 
of  the  working  of  municipalities  which 
only  very  few  of  us  can  obtain,  and  with- 
out which  I  certainly  should  not  have 
been  able,  merely  as  a  man  of  letters,  to 
make  n.y  book  of  any  value. 

In  conclusion,  I  again  warn  the  rate- 
payer who  is  gasping  for  breath  under 
the  pressure  of  the  propertied  class 
squeezing  rents  from  him  from  above, 
and  the  working  class  squeezing  educa- 
tion, housing,  medical  attendance,  poor 
relief,  and  old  age  pensions  from  him 
from  below,  that  his  condition  will 
become  more  and  more  precarious,  no 
matter  whether  he  votes  Moderate  or 
Progressive,  until  he  takes  his  public 
business  as  seriously  and  unromantically 
as  his  private  business,  and  resorts  to  the 


simple  and  obvious  means  of  relieving 
and  protecting  himself  that  may  be 
gathered  from  these  pages. 

Two  new  developments  of  the  oppo- 
sition to  civic  enterprise  have  occurred 
lately.  One  is  the  practice  of  circulating 
to  the  ratepayers  statements  implying 
that  municipal  trading  and  taxation  of  un- 
earned incomes  involve  irreligion  and  li- 
centiousness. This  I  need  not  deal  with: 
it  is  only  too  obvious  that  the  irreligion 
and  licentiousness  in  which  we  are  al- 
ready steeped  are  the  result  of  abandon- 
ing our  people  to  the  unscrupulous 
rapacity  of  commercial  enterprise,  which 
makes  huge  profits  out  of  the  evils  our 
municipalities  strive  constantly  to  sup- 
press. No  municipality  has  yet  taken  or 
proposed  to  take  a  single  step  against 
religion  or  morals,  whereas  private  enter- 
prise openly  and  shamelessly  exploits 
poverty,  vice,  and  irreligion  for  its  own 
profit  to  the  despair  of  the  ratepayer,  who 
has  to  pay  for  dealing  with  all  the  disease, 
the  crime,  and  the  depravation  of  charac- 
ter that  enriches  the  sweater,  the  distiller, 
and  the  brothel-keeper. 

The  other  development  is  the  offer  of 
Tariff  Reform  as  a  means  of  relieving  the 
ratepayer  without  recourse  to  Municipal 
Socialism.  On  this  I  have  only  to  say  that 
if  Tariff  Reform  succeeds  in  suppressing 
manufactured  imports  and  substituting 
home  production  (its  original  object),  it 
will  not  be  a  source  of  revenue  at  all.  If, 
however,  importation  continues,  and  a 
revenue  is  derived  from  taxing  imports, 
the  ratepayer  has  no  security  that  this 
revenue  will  be  applied  to  his  relief  by 
increasing  our  present  Grants  in  Aid  by 
the  central  government  to  the  local  au- 
thority rather  than  to  reducing  the  in- 
come-tax on  unearned  incomes,  in  which 
case  he  would  be  paying  more  for  im- 
ported goods  only  to  see  the  excess 
pocketed  by  the  very  people  who  already 
exact  so  large  a  share  of  his  earnings  as 
rent.  So,  as  municipal  trading  is  not  an 
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evil  to  be  staved  off  by  any  possible 
means,  but  a  highly  desirable  and  benefi- 
cial extension  of  civilization,  equally  good 
for  Free  Trade  and  Protectionist  coun- 
tries, there  is  no  reason  whatever  why 
the  most  ardent  Tariff  Reformer  should 
not  also  be  an  ardent  Municipal  Socialist. 
Perhaps  the  most  impudent  of  the  re- 
cent complaints  of  municipal  trading  is 
that  it  drives  capital  out  of  the  country. 
It  is  almost  the  only  sure  means  of  keep- 
ing it  at  home.  The  present  system,  which 


sends  English  capital  to  develop  Bahia 
Blanca  whilst  leaving  Birmingham  to 
wallow  in  its  own  death-rate,  is  driving 
capital  abroad  as  fast  as  it  will  go.  Muni- 
cipal trading,  if  it  had  nothing  more  to 
recommend  it  than  its  effect  in  making 
home  investment  compulsory,  would  be 
justified  by  that  alone  from  the  patriotic 
point  of  view. 

AYOT  ST  LAWRENCE, 
i^th  January  1908. 


LI 

ANNAJANSKA 
1913 


Annajanska  is  frankly  a  bravura  piece. 
The  modern  variety  theatre  demands  for 
its  "turns"  little  plays  called  sketches,  to 
last  twenty  minutes  or  so,  and  to  enable 
some  favorite  performer  to  make  a  brief 
but  dazzling  appearance  on  some  barely 
passable  dramatic  pretext.  Miss  Lillah 
McCarthy  and  I,  as  author  and  actress, 
have  helped  to  make  one  another  famous 
on  many  serious  occasions,  from  Man  and 
Superman  to  Androcles;  and  Mr  Charles 
Ricketts  has  not  disdained  to  snatch  mo- 
ments from  his  painting  and  sculpture  to 
design  some  wonderful  dresses  for  us. 
We  three  unbent  as  Mrs  Siddons,  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds,  and  Dr  Johnson  might 
have  unbent,  to  devise  a  "turn"  for  the 
Coliseum  variety  theatre.  Not  that  we 


would  set  down  the  art  of  the  variety 
theatre  as  something  to  be  condescended 
to,  or  our  own  art  as  elephantine.  We 
should  rather  crave  indulgence  as  three 
novices  fresh  from  the  awful  legitimacy 
of  the  highbrow  theatre. 

Well,  Miss  McCarthy  and  Mr  Ricketts 
justified  themselves  easily  in  the  glamor 
of  the  footlights,  to  the  strains  of  Tchai- 
kovsky's 1812. 1  fear  I  did  not.  I  have  re- 
ceived only  one  compliment  on  my  share, 
and  that  was  from  a  friend  who  said  "it 
is  the  only  one  of  your  works  that  is  not 
too  long."  So  I  have  made  it  a  page  or 
two  longer,  according  to  my  own  pre- 
cept: EMBRACE  YOUR  REPROACHES:  THEY 
ARE  OFTEN  GLORIES  IN  DISGUISE. 
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LONDON  MUSIC  IN  1888-90 
193? 


When  my  maiden  novel,  called  Imma- 
turity, was  printed  fifty  years  after  it  was 
written,  I  prefaced  it  with  some  account 
of  the  unhappy-go-lucky  way  in  which 
I  was  brought  up,  ending  with  the  nine 
years  of  shabby  genteel  destitution  during 
which  my  attempts  to  gain  a  footing  in 
literature  were  a  complete  and  apparently 
hopeless  failure. 

I  was  rescued  from  this  condition  by 
William  Archer,  who  transferred  some 
of  his  book  reviewing  work  to  me,  and 
pushed  me  into  a  post  as  picture  critic 
which  had  been  pushed  on  him,  and  for 
which  he  considered  himself  unqualified, 
as  in  fact  he  was.  So,  as  reviewer  for  the 
old  Pall  Mall  Gazette  and  picture  critic 
for  Edmund  Yates's  then  fashionable 
weekly,  The  World,  I  carried  on  until  I 
found  an  opening  which  I  can  explain 
only  by  describing  the  musical  side  of  my 
childhood,  to  which  I  made  only  a  passing 
allusion  in  my  Immaturity  preface,  but 
which  was  of  cardinal  importance  in  my 
education. 

In  1888, 1  being  then  32  and  already  a 
noted  critic  and  political  agitator,  the 
Star  newspaper  was  founded  under  the 
editorship  of  the  late  T.  P.  O'Connor 
(nicknamed  Tay  Pay  by  Yates),  who  had 
for  his  very  much  more  competent  assist- 
ant the  late  H.  W.  Massingham.  Tay  Pay 
survived  until  1936;  but  his  mind  never 
advanced  beyond  the  year  1865,  though 
his  Fenian  sympathies  and  his  hearty  de- 
testation of  the  English  nation  disguised 
that  defect  from  him.  Massingham  in- 
duced him  to  invite  me  to  join  the  politi- 
cal staff  of  his  paper;  but  as  I  had  already, 
fourteen  years  before  Lenin,  read  Karl 
Marx,  and  was  preaching  Socialism  at 
every  street  corner  or  other  available 
forum  in  London  and  the  provinces,  the 


effect  of  my  articles  on  Tay  Pay  may  be 
imagined.  He  refused  to  print  them,  and 
told  me  that,  man  alive,  it  would  be  five 
hundred  years  before  such  stuff  would 
become  practical  political  journalism.  He 
was  too  goodnatured  to  sack  me;  and  I 
did  not  want  to  throw  away  my  job;  so  I 
got  him  out  of  his  difficulty  by  asking 
him  to  let  me  have  two  columns  a  week 
for  a  feuilleton  on  music.  He  was  glad  to 
get  rid  of  my  politics  on  these  terms; 
but  he  stipulated  that — musical  criticism 
being  known  to  him  only  as  unreadable 
and  unintelligible  jargon — I  should,  for 
God's  sake,  not  write  about  Bach  in  B 
Minor.  I  was  quite  alive  to  that  danger: 
in  fact  I  had  made  my  proposal  because 
I  believed  I  could  make  musical  criticism 
readable  even  by  the  deaf.  Besides,  my 
terms  were  moderate:  two  guineas  a  week. 

I  was  strong  on  the  need  for  signed 
criticism  written  in  the  first  person  in- 
stead of  the  journalistic  "we";  but  as  I 
then  had  no  name  worth  signing,  and 
G.  B.  S.  meant  nothing  to  the  public,  I 
had  to  invent  a  fantastic  personality  with 
something  like  a  foreign  title.  I  thought 
of  Count  di  Luna  (a  character  in  Verdi's 
Trovatore),  but  finally  changed  it  for 
Corno  di  Bassetto,  as  it  sounded  like  a 
foreign  title,  and  nobody  knew  what  a 
corno  di  bassetto  was. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  the  corno  di  bas- 
setto is  not  a  foreigner  with  a  title  but  a 
musical  instrument  called  in  English  the 
basset  horn.  It  is  a  wretched  instrument, 
now  completely  snuffed  out  for  general 
use  by  the  bass  clarionet.  It  would  be  for- 
gotten and  unplayed  if  it  were  not  that 
Mozart  has  scored  for  it  in  his  Requiem, 
evidently  because  its  peculiar  watery  mel- 
ancholy, and  the  total  absence  of  any 
richness  or  passion  in  its  tone,  is  just  the 
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thing  for  a  funeral.  Mendelssohn  wrote 
some  chamber  music  for  it,  presumably 
to  oblige  somebody  who  played  it;  and 
it  is  kept  alive  by  these  works  and  by 
our  Mr  Whall.  If  I  had  ever  heard  a  note 
of  it  in  1888  I  should  not  have  selected  it 
for  a  character  which  I  intended  to  be 
sparkling.  The  devil  himself  could  not 
make  a  basset  horn  sparkle. 

For  two  years  I  sparkled  every  week  in 
The  Star  under  this  ridiculous  name,  and 
in  a  manner  so  absolutely  unlike  the  con- 
ventional musical  criticism  of  the  time 
that  all  the  journalists  believed  that  the 
affair  was  a  huge  joke,  the  point  of  which 
was  that  I  knew  nothing  whatever  about 
music.  How  it  had  come  about  that  I  was 
one  of  the  few  critics  of  that  time  who 
really  knew  their  business  I  can  explain 
only  by  picking  up  the  thread  of  auto- 
biography which  I  dropped  in  my  scrappy 
prefix  to  Immaturity.  For  the  sake  of 
those  who  have  not  read  the  Immaturity 
preface,  or  have  forgotten  it,  I  shall  have 
to  repeat  here  some  of  my  father's  history, 
but  only  so  far  as  is  necessary  to  explain 
the  situation  of  my  mother. 

Technically  speaking  I  should  say  she 
was  the  worst  mother  conceivable,  al- 
ways, however,  within  the  limits  of  the 
fact  that  she  was  incapable  of  unkindness 
to  any  child,  animal,  or  flower,  or  indeed 
to  any  person  or  thing  whatsoever.  But 
if  such  a  thing  as  a  maternity  welfare 
centre  had  been  established  or  even  im- 
agined Li  Ireland  in  her  time,  and  she  had 
been  induced  to  visit  it,  every  precept  of 
it  would  have  been  laughably  strange  to 
her.  Though  she  had  been  severely  edu- 
cated up  to  the  highest  standard  for  Irish 
"carriage  ladies"  of  her  time,  she  was 
much  more  like  a  Trobriand  islander  as 
described  by  Mr  Malinowski  than  like  a 
modern  Cambridge  lady  graduate  in  re- 
spect of  accepting  all  the  habits,  good  or 
bad,  of  the  Irish  society  in  which  she  was 
brought  up  as  part  of  an  uncontrollable 
order  of  nature.  She  went  her  own  way 


with  so  complete  a  disregard  and  even 
unconsciousness  of  convention  and  scan- 
dal and  prejudice  that  it  was  impossible 
to  doubt  her  good  faith  and  innocence; 
but  it  never  occurred  to  her  that  other 
people,  especially  children,  needed  guid- 
ance or  training,  or  that  it  mattered  in  the 
least  what  they  ate  and  drank  or  what  they 
did  as  long  as  they  were  not  actively  mis- 
chievous. She  accepted  me  as  a  natural 
and  customary  phenomenon,  and  took  it 
for  granted  that  I  should  go  on  occurring 
in  that  way.  In  short,  living  to  her  was 
not  an  art:  it  was  something  that  hap- 
pened. But  there  were  unkind  parts  of  it 
that  could  be  avoided;  and  among  these 
were  the  constraints  and  tyrannies,  the 
scoldings  and  browbeatings  and  punish- 
ments she  had  suffered  in  her  childhood 
as  the  method  of  her  education.  In  her 
righteous  reaction  against  it  she  reached 
a  negative  attitude  in  which,  having  no 
substitute  to  propose,  she  carried  domes- 
tic anarchy  as  far  as  in  the  nature  of  things 
it  can  be  carried. 

She  had  been  tyrannously  taught 
French  enough  to  recite  one  or  two  of 
Lafontaine's  fables;  to  play  the  piano  the 
wrong  way;  to  harmonize  by  rule  from 
Logier's  Thoroughbass;  to  sit  up  straight 
and  speak  and  dress  and  behave  like  a 
lady,  and  an  Irish  lady  at  that.  She  knew 
nothing  of  the  value  of  money  nor  of 
housekeeping  nor  of  hygiene  nor  of  any- 
thing that  could  be  left  to  servants  or 
governesses  or  parents  or  solicitors  or 
apothecaries  or  any  other  member  of  the 
retinue,  indoor  and  outdoor,  of  a  country 
house.  She  had  great  expectations  from 
a  humpbacked  little  aunt,  a  fairylike  crea- 
ture with  a  will  of  iron,  who  had  brought 
up  her  motherless  niece  with  a  firm  deter- 
mination to  make  her  a  paragon  of  good 
breeding,  to  achieve  a  distinguished  mar- 
riage for  her,  and  to  leave  her  all  her 
money  as  a  dowry. 

Manufacturing  destinies  for  other  peo- 
ple is  a  dangerous  game.  Its  results  are 
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usually  as  unexpected  as  those  of  a  first- 
rate  European  war.  When  my  mother 
came  to  marriageable  age  her  long 
widowed  father  married  again.  The 
brother  of  his  late  wife,  to  whom  he  was 
considerably  in  debt,  disapproved  so 
strongly  that  on  learning  the  date  of  the 
approaching  ceremony  from  my  mother 
he  had  the  bridegroom  arrested  on  his 
way  to  church.  My  grandfather  naturally 
resented  this  manoeuvre,  and  in  his  wrath 
could  not  be  persuaded  that  his  daughter 
was  not  my  grand-uncle's  accomplice  in 
it.  Visits  to  relatives  in  Dublin  provided 
a  temporary  refuge  for  her;  and  the  affair 
would  have  blown  over  but  for  the  inter- 
vention of  my  father. 

My  father  was  a  very  ineligible  suitor 
for  a  paragon  with  great  expectations. 
His  family  pretensions  were  enormous; 
but  they  were  founded  on  many  genera- 
tions of  younger  sons,  and  were  purely 
psychological.  He  had  managed  to  ac- 
quire a  gentlemanly  post  in  the  law 
courts.  This  post  had  been  abolished  and 
its  holder  pensioned.  By  selling  the  pen- 
sion he  was  enabled  to  start  in  business 
as  a  wholesaler  in  the  corn  trade  (retail 
trade  was  beneath  his  family  dignity)  of 
which  he  knew  nothing.  He  accentuated 
this  deficiency  by  becoming  the  partner 
of  a  Mr  Clibborn,  who  had  served  an 
apprenticeship  to  the  cloth  trade.  Their 
combined  ignorances  kept  the  business 
going,  mainly  by  its  own  inertia,  until 
they  and  it  died.  Many  years  after  this 
event  I  paid  a  visit  of  curiosity  to  Jervis 
St.  Dublin;  and  there,  on  one  of  the  pillars 
of  a  small  portico,  I  found  the  ancient  in- 
scription "Clibborn  &  Shaw"  still  de- 
cipherable, as  it  were  on  the  tombs  of  the 
Pharaohs.  I  cannot  believe  that  this  busi- 
ness yielded  my  father  at  any  time  more 
than  three  or  four  hundred  a  year;  and  it 
got  less  as  time  went  on,  as  that  particu- 
lar kind  of  business  was  dying  a  slow 
death  throughout  the  latter  half  of  the 
nineteenth  century. 


My  father  was  in  principle  an  ardent 
teetotaller.  Nobody  ever  felt  the  disgrace 
and  misery  and  endless  mischief  of 
drunkenness  as  he  did:  he  impressed  it  so 
deeply  on  me  in  my  earliest  years  that  I 
have  been  a  teetotaller  ever  since.  Unfor- 
tunately his  conviction  in  this  matter  was 
founded  on  personal  experience.  He  was 
the  victim  of  a  drink  neurosis  which 
cropped  up  in  his  family  from  time  to 
time:  a  miserable  affliction,  quite  uncon- 
vivial,  and  accompanied  by  torments  of 
remorse  and  shame. 

My  father  was  past  forty,  and  no  doubt 
had  sanguine  illusions  as  to  the  future  of 
his  newly  acquired  business  when  he  fell 
in  love  with  my  mother  and  was  em- 
boldened by  her  expectations  and  his 
business  hopes  to  propose  to  her  just  at 
the  moment  when  marriage  seemed  her 
only  way  of  escape  from  an  angry  father 
and  a  stepmother.  Immediately  all  her 
relatives,  who  had  tolerated  this  middle- 
aged  gentleman  as  a  perfectly  safe  ac- 
quaintance with  an  agreeable  vein  of 
humor,  denounced  him  as  a  notorious 
drunkard.  My  mother,  suspicious  of  this 
sudden  change  of  front,  put  the  question 
directly  to  my  father.  His  eloquence  and 
sincerity  convinced  her  that  he  was,  as  he 
claimed  to  be,  and  as  he  was  in  principle, 
a  bigoted  teetotaller.  She  married  him; 
and  her  disappointed  and  infuriated  aunt 
disinherited  her,  not  foreseeing  that  the 
consequences  of  the  marriage  would  in- 
clude so  remarkable  a  phenomenon  as 
myself. 

When  my  mother  was  disillusioned, 
and  found  out  what  living  on  a  few  hun- 
dreds a  year  with  three  children  meant, 
even  in  a  country  where  a  general  servant 
could  be  obtained  for  eight  pounds  a 
year,  her  condition  must  have  been  about 
as  unhappy  and  her  prospects  as  appar- 
ently hopeless  as  her  aunt  could  have 
desired  even  in  her  most  vindictive 
moments. 

But  there  was  one  trump  in  her  hand. 
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She  was  fond  of  music,  and  had  a  mezzo- 
soprano  voice  of  remarkable  purity  of 
tone.  In  the  next  street  to  ours,  Harring- 
ton Street,  where  the  houses  were  bigger 
and  more  fashionable  than  in  our  little 
by-street,  there  was  a  teacher  of  singing, 
lamed  by  an  accident  in  childhood  which 
had  left  one  of  his  legs  shorter  than  the 
other,  but  a  man  of  mesmeric  vitality  and 
force.  He  was  a  bachelor  living  with  his 
brother,  whom  he  supported  and  adored, 
and  a  terrible  old  woman  who  was  his 
servant  of  all  work.  His  name  was  George 
John  Vandaleur  Lee,  known  in  Dublin 
as  Mr  G.  J.  Lee.  Singing  lessons  were 
cheap  in  Dublin;  and  my  mother  went  to 
Lee  to  learn  how  to  sing  properly.  He 
trained  her  voice  to  such  purpose  that  she 
became  indispensable  to  him  as  an  ama- 
teur prima  donna.  For  he  was  a  most 
magnetic  conductor  and  an  indefatigable 
organizer  of  concerts,  and  later  on  of 
operas,  with  such  amateur  talent,  vocal 
and  orchestral,  as  he  could  discover  and 
train  in  Dublin,  which,  as  far  as  public  pro- 
fessional music  was  concerned,  was,  out- 
side the  churches,  practically  a  vacuum. 
Lee  soon  found  his  way  into  our  house, 
first  by  giving  my  mother  lessons  there, 
and  then  by  using  our  drawing-room  for 
rehearsals.  I  can  only  guess  that  the  in- 
adequacies of  old  Ellen  in  the  Harrington 
Street  house,  and  perhaps  the  incompati- 
bilities of  the  brother,  outweighed  the 
comparative  smallness  of  our  house  in 
Synge  Street.  My  mother  soon  became 
not  only  prima  donna  and  chorus  leader 
but  general  musical  factotum  in  the 
whirlpool  of  Lee's  activity.  Her  ground- 
ing in  Logier's  Thoroughbass  enabled 
her  to  take  boundless  liberties  with  com- 
posers. When  authentic  band  parts  were 
missing  she  thought  nothing  of  making 
up  an  orchestral  accompaniment  of  her 
own  from  the  pianoforte  score.  Lee,  as 
far  as  I  know,  had  never  seen  a  full  orches- 
tral score  in  his  life:  he  conducted  from  a 
first  violin  part  or  from  the  vocal  score, 


and  had  not,  I  think,  any  decided  notion 
of  orchestration  as  an  idiosyncratic  and 
characteristic  part  of  a  composer's  work. 
He  had  no  scholarship  according  to  mod- 
ern ideas;  but  he  could  do  what  Wagner 
said  is  the  whole  duty  of  a  conductor:  he 
could  give  the  right  time  to  the  band;  and 
he  could  pull  it  out  of  its  amateur  difficul- 
ties in  emergencies  by  sheer  mesmerism. 
Though  he  could  not,  or  at  any  rate  with- 
in my  hearing  never  did  sing  a  note,  his 
taste  in  singing  was  classically  perfect.  In 
his  search  for  the  secret  of  bel  canto  he 
had  gone  to  all  the  teachers  within  his 
reach.  They  told  him  that  there  was  a 
voice  in  the  head,  a  voice  in  the  throat, 
and  a  voice  in  the  chest.  He  dissected 
birds,  and,  with  the  connivance  of  medi- 
cal friends,  human  subjects,  in  his  search 
for  these  three  organs.  He  then  told  the 
teachers  authoritatively  that  the  three 
voices  were  fabulous,  and  that  the  voice 
was  produced  by  a  single  instrument 
called  the  larynx.  They  replied  that  musi- 
cal art  had  nothing  to  do  with  anatomy, 
and  that  for  a  musician  to  practise  dissec- 
tion was  unheard-of  and  disgusting.  But 
as,  tested  by  results,  their  efforts  to  teach 
their  pupils  to  screech  like  locomotive 
whistles  not  only  outraged  his  ear  but 
wrecked  the  voices  and  often  the  health 
of  their  victims,  their  practice  was  as  un- 
acceptable to  him  as  their  theory. 

Thus  Lee  became  the  enemy  of  every 
teacher  of  singing  in  Dublin;  and  they 
reciprocated  heartily.  In  this  negative  atti- 
tude he  was  left  until,  at  the  opera,  he 
heard  an  Italian  baritone  named  Badeali, 
who  at  the  age  of  80,  when  he  first  dis- 
covered these  islands,  had  a  perfectly 
preserved  voice,  and,  to  Lee's  taste,  a 
perfectly  produced  one.  Lee,  thanks  to  his 
dissections,  listened  with  a  clear  know- 
ledge of  what  a  larynx  is  really  like.  The 
other  vocal  organs  and  their  action  were 
obvious  and  conscious.  Guided  by  this 
knowledge,  and  by  his  fine  ear,  his  fas- 
tidious taste,  and  his  instinct,  he  found 
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out  what  Badeali  was  doing  when  he  was 
singing.  The  other  teachers  were  inter- 
ested in  Badeali  only  because  one  of  his 
accomplishments  was  to  drink  a  glass  of 
wine  and  sing  a  sustained  note  at  the 
same  time.  Finally  Lee  equipped  himself 
with  a  teaching  method  which  became  a 
religion  for  him:  the  only  religion,  I  may 
add,  he  ever  professed.  And  my  mother, 
as  his  pupil,  learnt  and  embraced  this 
musical  faith,  and  rejected  all  other  creeds 
as  uninteresting  superstitions.  And  it  did 
not  fail  her;  for  she  lived  to  be  Badeali's 
age  and  kept  her  voice  without  a  scrape 
on  it  until  the  end. 

I  have  to  dwell  on  The  Method,  as  we 
called  it  in  the  family,  because  my  mother's 
association  with  Lee,  and  the  menage  a 
trois  in  which  it  resulted,  would  be  un- 
pleasantly misunderstood  without  this 
clue  to  it.  For  after  the  death  of  Lee's 
brother,  which  affected  him  to  the  verge 
of  suicide,  we  left  our  respective  houses 
and  went  to  live  in  the  same  house,  num- 
ber one  Hatch  Street,  which  was  half  in 
Lower  Leeson  Street.  The  arrangement 
was  economical;  for  we  could  not  afford 
to  live  in  a  fashionable  house,  and  Lee 
could  not  afford  to  give  lessons  in  an  un- 
fashionable one,  though,  being  a  bache- 
lor, he  needed  only  a  music  room  and  a 
bedroom.  We  also  shared  a  cottage  in 
Dalkey,  high  up  on  Torca  Hill,  with  all 
Dublin  Bay  from  Dalkey  Island  to 
Howth  visible  from  the  garden,  and  all 
Killiney  Bay  with  the  Wicklow  moun- 
tains in  the  background  from  the  hall 
door.  Lee  bought  this  cottage  and  pre- 
sented it  to  my  mother,  though  she  never 
had  any  legal  claim  to  it  and  did  not  bene- 
fit by  its  sale  later  on.  It  was  not  conveni- 
ently situated  for  rehearsals  or  lessons; 
but  there  were  musical  neighbors  who 
allowed  me  to  some  extent  to  run  in  and 
out  of  their  houses  when  there  was  music 
going  on. 

The  manage  £  trois,  alternating  between 
Hatch  St.  and  Dalkey,  worked  in  its  ram- 


shackle way  quite  smoothly  until  I  was 
fifteen  or  thereabouts,  when  Lee  went  to 
London  and  our  family  broke  up  into 
fragments  that  never  got  pieced  together 
again. 

In  telling  the  story  so  far,  I  have  had 
to  reconstruct  the  part  of  it  which  occurred 
before  I  came  into  it  and  began,  as  my 
nurse  put  it,  to  take  notice.  I  can  remem- 
ber the  ante-Lee  period  in  Synge  St.  when 
my  father,  as  sole  chief  of  the  household, 
read  family  prayers  and  formally  ad- 
mitted that  we  had  done  those  things 
which  we  ought  not  to  have  done  and 
left  undone  those  things  which  we  ought 
to  have  done,  which  was  certainly  true  as 
far  as  I  was  personally  concerned.  He 
added  that  there  was  no  health  in  us;  and 
this  also  was  true  enough  about  myself; 
for  Dr  Newland,  our  apothecary,  was  in 
almost  continual  attendance  to  administer 
cathartics;  and  when  I  had  a  sore  throat 
I  used  to  hold  out  for  sixpence  before 
submitting  to  a  mustard  plaster  round  my 
neck.  We  children  (I  had  two  sisters 
older  than  myself  and  no  brothers)  were 
abandoned  entirely  to  the  servants,  who, 
with  the  exception  of  Nurse  Williams, 
who  was  a  good  and  honest  woman,  were 
utterly  unfit  to  be  trusted  with  the  charge 
of  three  cats,  much  less  three  children.  I 
had  my  meals  in  the  kitchen,  mostly  of 
stewed  beef,  which  I  loathed,  badly 
cooked  potatoes,  sound  or  diseased  as  the 
case  might  be,  and  much  too  much  tea 
out  of  brown  delft  teapots  left  to  "draw" 
on  the  hob  until  it  was  pure  tannin.  Sugar 
I  stole.  I  was  never  hungry,  because  my 
father,  often  insufficiently  fed  in  his  child- 
hood, had  such  a  horror  of  child  hunger 
that  he  insisted  on  unlimited  bread  and 
butter  being  always  within  our  reach. 
When  I  was  troublesome  a  servant 
thumped  me  on  the  head  until  one  day, 
greatly  daring,  I  rebelled,  and,  on  finding 
her  collapse  abjectly,  became  thenceforth 
uncontrollable.  I  hated  the  servants  and 
liked  my  mother  because,  on  the  one  or 
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two  rare  and  delightful  occasions  when 
she  buttered  my  bread  for  me,  she  but- 
tered it  thickly  instead  of  merely  wiping 
a  knife  on  it.  Her  almost  complete  neglect 
of  me  had  the  advantage  that  I  could 
idolize  her  to  the  utmost  pitch  of  my 
imagination  and  had  no  sordid  or  dis- 
illusioning contacts  with  her.  It  was  a 
privilege  to  be  taken  for  a  walk  or  a  visit 
with  her,  or  on  an  excursion. 

My  ordinary  exercise  whilst  I  was  still 
too  young  to  be  allowed  out  by  myself 
was  to  be  taken  out  by  a  servant,  who 
was  supposed  to  air  me  on  the  banks  of 
the  canal  or  round  the  fashionable  squares 
where  the  atmosphere  was  esteemed  salu- 
brious and  the  surroundings  gentlemanly. 
Actually  she  took  me  into  the  slums  to 
visit  her  private  friends,  who  dwelt  in 
squalid  tenements.  When  she  met  a  gen- 
erous male  acquaintance  who  insisted  on 
treating  her  she  took  me  into  the  public 
house  bars,  where  1  was  regaled  with 
lemonade  and  gingerbeer;  but  I  did  not 
enjoy  these  treats,  because  my  father's 
eloquence  on  the  evil  of  drink  had  given 
me  an  impression  that  a  public  house  was 
a  wicked  place  into  which  I  should  not 
have  been  taken.  Thus  were  laid  the 
foundations  of  my  lifelong  hatred  of 
poverty,  and  the  devotion  of  all  my 
public  life  to  the  task  of  exterminating 
the  poor  and  rendering  their  resurrection 
for  ever  impossible. 

Note,  by  the  way,  that  I  should  have 
been  much  more  decently  brought  up  if 
my  parents  had  been  too  poor  to  afford 
servants. 

As  to  early  education  I  can  remember 
our  daily  governess,  Miss  Hill,  a  needy 
lady  who  seemed  to  me  much  older  than 
she  can  really  have  been.  She  puzzled  me 
with  her  attempts  to  teach  me  to  read;  for 
I  can  remember  no  time  at  which  a  page 
of  print  was  not  intelligible  to  me,  and 
can  only  suppose  that  I  was  born  literate. 
She  tried  to  give  me  and  my  two  sisters 
a  taste  for  poetry  by  reciting  "Stop;  for 


thy  tread  is  on  an  empire's  dust"  at  us, 
and  only  succeeded,  poor  lady,  in  awaken- 
ing our  sense  of  derisive  humor.  She  pun- 
ished me  by  little  strokes  with  her  fingers 
that  would  not  have  discomposed  a  fly, 
and  even  persuaded  me  that  I  ought  to 
cry  and  feel  disgraced  on  such  occasions. 
She  gave  us  judgment  books  and  taught 
us  to  feel  jubilant  when  after  her  depar- 
ture we  could  rush  to  the  kitchen  crying 
"No  marks  today"  and  to  hang  back 
ashamed  when  this  claim  could  not  be 
substantiated.  She  taught  me  to  add,  sub- 
tract, and  multiply,  but  could  not  teach 
me  division,  because  she  kept  saying  two 
into  four,  three  into  six,  and  so  forth 
without  ever  explaining  what  the  word 
"into"  meant  in  this  connection.  This 
was  explained  to  me  on  my  first  day  at 
school;  and  I  solemnly  declare  that  it  was 
the  only  thing  I  ever  learnt  at  school. 
However,  I  must  not  complain;  for  my 
immurement  in  that  damnable  boy  prison 
effected  its  real  purpose  of  preventing  my 
being  a  nuisance  to  my  mother  at  home 
for  at  least  half  the  day. 

The  only  other  teaching  I  had  was 
from  my  clerical  Uncle  William  George 
(surnamed  Carroll)  who,  being  married 
to  one  of  my  many  maternal  aunts  (my 
father  had  no  end  of  brothers  and  sisters), 
had  two  boys  of  his  own  to  educate,  and 
took  me  on  with  them  for  awhile  in  the 
early  mornings  to  such  purpose  that  when 
his  lessons  were  ended  by  my  being  sent 
to  school,  I  knew  more  Latin  grammar 
than  any  other  boy  in  the  First  Latin 
Junior,  to  which  I  was  relegated.  After  a 
few  years  in  that  establishment  I  had  for- 
gotten most  of  it,  and,  as  aforesaid,  learnt 
nothing;  for  there  was  only  the  thinnest 
pretence  of  teaching  anything  but  Latin 
and  Greek,  if  asking  a  boy  once  a  day  in 
an  overcrowded  class  the  Latin  for  a  man 
or  a  horse  or  what  not,  can  be  called 
teaching  him  Latin.  I  was  far  too  busy 
educating  myself  out  of  school  by  reading 
every  book  1  could  lay  hands  on,  and 


858 


PREFACES  BY  BERNARD  SHAW 


clambering  all  over  Killiney  hill  looking 
at  the  endless  pictures  nature  painted  for 
me,  meanwhile  keeping  my  mind  busy 
by  telling  myself  all  sorts  of  stories,  to 
puzzle  about  my  vocabulary  lesson,  as  the 
punishments  were  as  futile  as  the  teach- 
ing. At  the  end  of  my  schooling  I  knew 
nothing  of  what  the  school  professed  to 
teach;  but  I  was  a  highly  educated  boy 
all  the  same.  I  could  sing  and  whistle 
from  end  to  end  leading  works  by  Han- 
del, Haydn,  Mozart,  Beethoven,  Rossini, 
Bellini,  Donizetti  and  Verdi.  I  was  satu- 
rated with  English  literature,  from  Shake- 
spear  and  Bunyan  to  Byron  and  Dickens. 
And  I  was  so  susceptible  to  natural 
beauty  that,  having  had  some  glimpse  of 
the  Dalkey  scenery  on  an  excursion,  I 
still  remember  the  moment  when  my 
mother  told  me  that  we  were  going  to 
live  there  as  the  happiest  of  my  life. 

And  all  this  I  owed  to  the  meteoric 
impact  of  Lee,  with  his  music,  his  method, 
his  impetuous  enterprise  and  his  magnet- 
ism, upon  the  little  Shaw  household 
where  a  thoroughly  disgusted  and  dis- 
illusioned woman  was  suffering  from  a 
hopelessly  disappointing  husband  and 
three  uninteresting  children  grown  too 
old  to  be  petted  like  the  animals  and  birds 
she  was  so  fond  of,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
humiliating  inadequacy  of  my  father's 
income.  We  never  felt  any  affection  for 
Lee;  for  he  was  too  excessively  unlike  us, 
too  completely  a  phenomenon,  to  rouse 
any  primitive  human  feeling  in  us.  When 
my  mother  introduced  him  to  me,  he 
played  with  me  for  the  first  and  last  time; 
but  as  his  notion  of  play  was  to  decorate 
my  face  with  moustaches  and  whiskers  in 
burnt  cork  in  spite  of  the  most  furious  re- 
sistance I  could  put  up,  our  encounter 
was  not  a  success;  and  the  defensive  atti- 
tude in  which  it  left  me  lasted,  though 
without  the  least  bitterness,  until  the  de- 
cay of  his  energies  and  the  growth  of 
mine  put  us  on  more  than  equal  terms. 
He  never  read  anything  except  Tyndall 


on  Sound,  which  he  kept  in  his  bedroom 
for  years.  He  complained  that  an  edition 
of  Shakespear  which  I  lent  him  was  in- 
complete because  it  did  not  contain  The 
School  for  Scandal,  which  for  some  rea- 
son he  wanted  to  read;  and  when  I  talked 
of  Carlyle  he  understood  me  to  mean  the 
Viceroy  of  that  name  who  had  graciously 
attended  his  concerts  in  the  Antient  Con- 
cert Rooms.  Although  he  supplanted  my 
father  as  the  dominant  factor  in  the  house- 
hold, and  appropriated  all  the  activity 
and  interest  of  my  mother,  he  was  so 
completely  absorbed  in  his  musical  affairs 
that  there  was  no  friction  and  hardly  any 
intimate  personal  contacts  between  the 
two  men:  certainly  no  unpleasantness. 
At  first  his  ideas  astonished  us.  He  said 
that  people  should  sleep  with  their  win- 
dows open.  The  daring  of  this  appealed 
to  me;  and  I  have  done  so  ever  since.  He 
ate  brown  bread  instead  of  white;  a  start- 
ling eccentricity.  He  had  no  faith  in  doc- 
tors, and  when  my  mother  had  a  serious 
illness  took  her  case  in  hand  unhesita- 
tingly and  at  the  end  of  a  week  or  so  gave 
my  trembling  father  leave  to  call  in  a 
leading  Dublin  doctor,  who  simply  said 
"My  work  is  done"  and  took  his  hat.  As 
to  the  apothecary  and  his  squills,  he 
could  not  exist  in  Lee's  atmosphere;  and 
I  was  never  attended  by  a  doctor  again 
until  I  caught  the  smallpox  in  the  epi- 
demic of  1 88 1.  He  took  no  interest  in 
pictures  or  in  any  art  but  his  own;  and 
even  in  music  his  interest  was  limited  to 
vocal  music:  I  did  not  know  that  such 
things  as  string  quartets  or  symphonies 
existed  until  I  began,  at  sixteen,  to  in- 
vestigate music  for  myself.  Beethoven's 
sonatas  and  the  classical  operatic  over- 
tures were  all  I  knew  of  what  Wagner 
called  absolute  music.  I  should  be  tempted 
to  say  that  none  of  us  knew  of  the  exist- 
ence of  Bach  were  it  not  that  my  mother 
sang  My  Heart  Ever  Faithful,  the  banjo- 
like  obbligato  of  which  amused  me  very 
irreverently. 
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Lee  was  like  all  artists  whose  know- 
ledge is  solely  a  working  knowledge: 
there  were  holes  in  his  culture  which  I 
had  to  fill  up  for  myself.  Fortunately  his 
richer  pupils  sometimes  presented  him 
with  expensive  illustrated  books.  He 
never  opened  them;  but  I  did.  He  was  so 
destitute  of  any  literary  bent  that  when 
he  published  a  book  entitled  The  Voice, 
it  was  written  for  him  by  a  scamp  of  a 
derelict  doctor  whom  he  entertained  for 
that  purpose,  just  as  in  later  years  his 
prospectuses  and  press  articles  were  writ- 
ten by  me.  He  never  visited  the  Dublin 
National  Gallery,  one  of  the  finest  col- 
lections of  its  size  in  Europe,  with  the 
usual  full  set  of  casts  from  what  was 
called  the  antique,  meaning  ancient  Greek 
sculpture.  It  was  by  prowling  in  this 
gallery  that  I  learnt  to  recognize  the 
work  of  the  old  masters  at  sight.  I  learnt 
French  history  from  the  novels  of  Du- 
mas p£rey  and  English  history  from 
Shakespear  and  Walter  Scott.  Good  boys 
were  meanwhile  learning  lessons  out  of 
schoolbooks  and  receiving  marks  at  ex- 
aminations: a  process  which  left  them 
pious  barbarians  whilst  I  was  acquiring 
an  equipment  which  enabled  me  not  only 
to  pose  as  Corno  di  Bassetto  when  the 
chance  arrived,  but  to  add  the  criticism 
of  pictures  to  the  various  strings  I  had  to 
my  bow  as  a  feuilletonist. 

Meanwhile  nobody  ever  dreamt  of 
teaching  me  anything.  At  fifteen,  when 
the  fan.ily  broke  up,  I  could  neither  play 
nor  read  a  note  of  music.  Whether  you 
choose  to  put  it  that  I  was  condemned  to 
be  a  critic  or  saved  from  being  an  execu- 
tant, the  fact  remains  that  when  the  house 
became  musicless,  I  was  forced  to  teach 
myself  how  to  play  written  music  on  the 
piano  from  a  book  with  a  diagram  of  the 
keyboard  in  it  or  else  be  starved  of  music. 

Not  that  I  wanted  to  be  a  professional 
musician.  My  ambition  was  to  be  a  great 
painter  like  Michael  Angelo  (one  of  my 
heroes);  but  my  attempts  to  obtain 


instruction  in  his  art  at  the  School  of  De- 
sign presided  over  by  the  South  Kensing- 
ton Department  of  Science  and  Art  only 
prevented  me  from  learning  anything 
except  how  to  earn  five  shilling  grants 
for  the  masters  (payment  by  results)  by 
filling  up  ridiculous  examination  papers 
in  practical  geometry  and  what  they 
called  freehand  drawing. 

With  competent  instruction  I  daresay 
I  could  have  become  a  painter  and 
draughtsman  of  sorts;  but  the  School  of 
Design  convinced  me  that  I  was  a  hope- 
less failure  in  that  direction  on  no  better 
ground  than  that  I  found  I  could  not 
draw  like  Michael  Angelo  or  paint  like 
Titian  at  the  first  attempt  without  know- 
ing how.  But  teaching,  of  art  and 
everything  else,  was  and  still  is  so  little 
understood  by  our  professional  instruc- 
tors (mostly  themselves  failures)  that  only 
the  readymade  geniuses  make  good;  and 
even  they  are  as  often  as  not  the  worse 
for  their  academic  contacts. 

As  an  alternative  to  being  a  Michael 
Angelo  I  had  dreams  of  being  a  Badeali. 
(Note,  by  the  way,  that  of  literature  I 
had  no  dreams  at  all,  any  more  than  a 
duck  has  of  swimming.)  What  that  led 
to  was  not  fully  explained  until  Matthias 
Alexander,  in  search,  like  Lee,  of  a  sound 
vocal  method,  invented  his  technique  of 
self-control. 

I  had  sung  like  a  bird  all  through  my 
childhood;  but  when  my  voice  broke  I 
at  once  fell  into  the  error  unmasked  by 
Alexander  of  trying  to  gain  my  end  be- 
fore I  had  studied  the  means.  In  my 
attempts  to  reproduce  the  frenzies  of  the 
Count  di  Luna,  the  sardonic  accents  of 
Gounod's  Mephistopheles,  the  noble 
charm  of  Don  Giovanni,  and  the  super- 
natural menace  of  the  Commendatore, 
not  to  mention  all  the  women's  parts  and 
the  tenor  parts  as  well  (for  all  parts,  high 
or  low,  male  or  female,  had  to  be  sung  or 
shrieked  or  whistled  or  growled  some- 
how) I  thought  of  nothing  but  the 
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dramatic  characters;  and  in  attacking  them 
I  set  my  jaws  and  my  glottis  as  if  I  had  to 
crack  walnuts  with  them.  I  might  have 
ruined  my  voice  if  I  had  not  imitated  good 
singers  instead  of  bad  ones;  but  even  so 
the  results  were  wretched.  When  I  re- 
joined my  mother  in  London  and  she 
found  that  I  had  taught  myself  to  play 
accompaniments  and  to  amuse  myself 
with  operas  and  oratorios  as  other  youths 
read  novels  and  smoke  cigarets,  she 
warned  me  that  my  voice  would  be 
spoiled  if  I  went  on  like  that.  Thereupon 
I  insisted  on  being  shewn  the  proper  way 
to  sing.  The  instructive  result  was  that 
when,  following  my  mother's  directions, 
I  left  my  jaw  completely  loose,  and  my 
tongue  flat  instead  of  convulsively  rolling 
it  up;  when  I  operated  my  diaphragm  so 
as  to  breathe  instead  of  "blowing";  when 
I  tried  to  round  up  my  pharynx  and  soft 
palate  and  found  it  like  trying  to  wag  my 
ears,  I  found  that  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I  could  not  produce  an  audible  note. 
It  seemed  that  I  had  no  voice.  But  I  be- 
lieved in  Lee's  plan  and  knew  that  my 
own  was  wrong.  I  insisted  on  being 
taught  how  to  use  my  voice  as  if  I  had 
one;  and  in  the  end  the  unused  and  in- 
voluntary pharyngeal  muscles  became 
active  and  voluntary,  and  I  developed  an 
uninteresting  baritone  voice  of  no  ex- 
ceptional range  which  I  have  ever  since 
used  for  my  private  satisfaction  and  exer- 
cise without  damaging  either  it  or  myself 
in  the  process. 

Here  I  must  digress  for  a  moment  to 
point  a  moral.  Years  after  I  learnt  how  to 
sing  without  spoiling  my  voice  and 
wrecking  my  general  health,  a  musician- 
reciter  (Matthias  Alexander  aforesaid) 
found  himself  disabled  by  the  complaint 
known  as  clergyman's  sore  throat.  Hav- 
ing the  true  scientific  spirit  and  industry, 
he  set  himself  to  discover  what  it  was 
that  he  was  really  doing  to  disable  him- 
self in  this  fashion  by  his  efforts  to  pro- 
duce die  opposite  result.  In  the  end  he 


found  this  out,  and  a  great  deal  more  as 
well.  He  established  not  only  the  begin- 
nings of  a  far  reaching  science  of  the 
apparently  involuntary  movements  we 
call  reflexes,  but  a  technique  of  correction 
and  selfcontrol  which  forms  a  substantial 
addition  to  our  very  slender  resources  in 
personal  education. 

Meanwhile  a  Russian  doctor  named 
Pavlov  devoted  himself  to  the  investiga- 
tion of  the  same  subject  by  practising  the 
horrible  voodoo  into  which  professional 
medical  research  had  lapsed  in  the  nine- 
teenth century.  For  quarter  of  a  century 
he  tormented  and  mutilated  dogs  most 
abominably,  and  finally  wrote  a  ponder- 
ous treatise  on  reflexes  in  which  he 
claimed  to  have  established  on  a  scientific 
basis  the  fact  that  a  dog's  mouth  will 
water  at  the  sound  of  a  dinner  bell  when 
it  is  trained  to  associate  that  sound  with 
a  meal,  and  that  dogs,  if  tormented, 
thwarted,  baffled,  and  incommoded  con- 
tinuously, will  suffer  nervous  break- 
down and  be  miserably  ruined  for  the 
rest  of  their  lives.  He  was  also  able  to 
describe  what  happens  to  a  dog  when 
half  its  brains  are  cut  out. 

What  his  book  and  its  shamefully 
respectful  reception  by  professional  bio- 
logists does  demonstrate  is  that  die  open- 
ing of  the  scientific  professions  to  persons 
qualified  for  them  neither  by  general 
capacity  nor  philosophic  moral  training 
plunges  professional  Science,  as  it  has  so 
often  plunged  professional  Religion  and 
Jurisprudence,  into  an  abyss  of  stupidity 
and  cruelty  from  which  nothing  but  the 
outraged  humanity  of  the  laity  can  rescue 
it. 

In  the  department  of  biology  especi- 
ally, the  professors,  most  brought  up  as 
Fundamentalists,  are  informed  that  the 
book  of  Genesis  is  not  a  scientific  docu- 
ment, and  that  the  tribal  idol  whom  Noah 
conciliated  by  the  smell  of  roast  meat  is 
not  God  and  never  had  any  objective  ex- 
istence. They  absurdly  infer  that  the  pur- 
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suit  of  scientific  knowledge:  that  is,  of  all 
knowledge,  is  exempt  from  moral  obli- 
gations, and  consequently  that  they  are 
privileged  as  scientists  to  commit  the 
most  revolting  cruelties  when  they  are 
engaged  in  research. 

Their  next  step  in  this  crazy  logic  is 
that  no  research  is  scientific  unless  it  in- 
volves such  cruelties.  With  all  the  infinite 
possibilities  of  legitimate  and  kindly  re- 
search open  to  anyone  with  enough 
industry  and  ingenuity  to  discover  inno- 
cent methods  of  exploration,  they  set  up 
a  boycott  of  brains  and  a  ritual  of  sacri- 
fice of  dogs  and  guinea  pigs  which  im- 
presses the  superstitious  public  as  all  such 
rituals  do.  Thereby  they  learn  many 
things  that  no  decent  person  ought  to 
know;  for  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that 
human  advancement  consists  not  only  of 
adding  to  the  store  of  human  knowledge 
and  experience  but  eliminating  much  that 
is  burdensome  and  brutish.  Our  fore- 
fathers had  the  knowledge  and  experience 
gained  by  seeing  heretics  burnt  at  the 
stake  and  harlots  whipped  through  the 
streets  at  the  cart's  tail.  Mankind  is  better 
without  such  knowledge  and  experience. 

If  Pavlov  had  been  a  poacher  he  would 
have  been  imprisoned  for  his  cruelty  and 
despised  for  his  moral  imbecility.  But  as 
Director  of  the  Physiological  Depart- 
ment of  the  Institute  of  Experimental 
Medicine  at  St  Petersburg,  and  Professor 
of  the  Medical  Academy,  he  was  virtually 
forced  to  mutilate  and  torment  dogs  in- 
stead of  discovering  the  methods  by 
which  humane  unofficial  investigators 
were  meanwhile  finding  out  all  that  he 
was  looking  for. 

The  reaction  against  this  voodoo  is 
gathering  momentum;  but  still  our  rich 
philanthropic  industrialists  lavish  mil- 
lions on  the  endowment  of  research  with- 
out taking  the  most  obvious  precautions 
against  malversation  of  their  gifts  for  the 
benefit  of  dog  stealers,  guinea  pig  breed- 
ers, laboratory  builders  and  plumbers, 


and  a  routine  of  cruel  folly  and  scoundrel- 
ism  that  perverts  and  wastes  all  the  scien- 
tific enthusiasm  that  might  otherwise  have 
by  this  time  reduced  our  death  and  dis- 
ease rates  to  their  natural  minimum.  I  am 
sorry  to  have  to  describe  so  many  highly 
respected  gentlemen  quite  deliberately  as 
fools  and  scoundrels;  but  the  only  defi- 
nition of  scoundrelism  known  to  me  is 
anarchism  in  morals;  and  I  cannot  admit 
that  the  hackneyed  pleas  of  the  dyna- 
miter and  the  assassin  in  politics  become 
valid  in  the  laboratory  and  the  hospital, 
or  that  the  man  who  thinks  they  do  is 
made  any  less  a  fool  by  calling  him  a  pro- 
fessor of  physiology. 

And  all  this  because  in  1860  the  men 
who  thought  they  wanted  to  substitute 
scientific  knowledge  for  superstition 
really  wanted  only  to  abolish  God  and 
marry  their  deceased  wives'  sisters! 

I  should  add  that  there  is  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  Pavlov  was  by  nature  a  bad 
man.  He  bore  a  strong  external  resem- 
blance to  myself,  and  was  wellmeaning, 
intelligent,  and  devoted  to  science.  It  was 
his  academic  environment  that  corrupted, 
stultified,  and  sterilized  him.  If  only  he 
had  been  taught  to  sing  by  my  mother 
no  dog  need  ever  have  collapsed  in  terror 
at  his  approach;  and  he  might  have  shared 
the  laurels  of  Alexander. 

And  now  I  must  return  to  my  story. 
Lee's  end  was  more  tragic  than  Pavlov's. 
I  do  not  know  at  what  moment  he  began 
to  deteriorate.  He  was  a  sober  and  moder- 
ate liver  in  all  respects;  and  he  was  never 
ill  until  he  treated  himself  to  a  tour  in 
Italy  and  caught  malaria  there.  He  fought 
through  it  without  a  doctor  on  cold 
water,  and  returned  apparently  well;  but 
whenever  he  worked  too  hard  it  came 
back  and  prostrated  him  for  a  day  or  two. 
Finally  his  ambition  undid  him.  Dublin 
in  those  days  seemed  a  hopeless  place  for 
an  artist;  for  no  success  counted  except 
a  London  success.  The  summit  of  a  pro- 
vincial conductor's  destiny  was  to  preside 
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at  a  local  musical  festival  modelled  on  the 
Three  Choirs  or  Handel  Festivals.  Lee 
declared  that  he  would  organize  and  con- 
duct a  Dublin  Festival  with  his  own 
chorus  and  with  all  the  famous  leading 
singers  from  the  Italian  opera  in  London. 
This  he  did  in  connection  with  an  Exhi- 
bition in  Dublin.  My  mother,  of  course, 
led  the  chorus.  At  a  rehearsal  the  con- 
tralto, Madame  de  Meric  Lablache,  took 
exception  to  something  and  refused  to 
sing.  Lee  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
asked  my  mother  to  carry  on,  which  she 
did  to  such  purpose  that  Madame  La- 
blache took  care  not  to  give  her  another 
such  chance. 

At  the  Festivals  Lee  reached  the  Dub- 
lin limit  of  eminence.  Nothing  remained 
but  London.  He  was  assured  that  London 
meant  a  very  modest  beginning  all  over 
again,  and  perhaps  something  of  an  estab- 
lished position  after  fifteen  years  or  so. 
Lee  said  that  he  would  take  a  house  in 
Park  Lane,  then  the  most  exclusive  and 
expensive  thoroughfare  in  the  west  end, 
sacred  to  peers  and  millionaires,  and — 
stupendous  on  the  scale  of  Irish  finance — 
made  his  pupils  pay  him  a  guinea  a  lesson. 
And  this  he  actually  did  with  a  success 
that  held  out  quite  brilliantly  for  several 
seasons  and  then  destroyed  him.  For 
whereas  he  had  succeeded  in  Dublin  by 
the  sheer  superiority  of  his  method  and 
talent  and  character,  training  his  pupils 
honestly  for  a  couple  of  years  to  sing 
beautifully  and  classically,  he  found  that 
the  London  ladies  who  took  him  up  so 
gushingly  would  have  none  of  his  beauty 
and  classicism,  and  would  listen  to  noth- 
ing less  than  a  promise  to  make  them  sing 
"like  Patti"  in  twelve  lessons.  It  was  that 
or  starve. 

He  submitted  perforce;  but  he  was  no 
longer  the  same  man,  the  man  to  whom 
all  circumstances  seemed  to  give  way, 
and  who  made  his  own  musical  world 
and  reigned  in  it.  He  had  even  to  change 
his  name  and  his  aspect.  G.  J.  Lee,  with 


the  black  whiskers  and  the  clean  shaven 
resolute  lip  and  chin,  became  Vandaleur 
Lee,  whiskerless,  but  with  a  waxed  and 
pointed  moustache  and  an  obsequious, 
attitude.  It  suddenly  became  evident  that 
he  was  an  elderly  man,  and,  to  those  who 
had  known  him  in  Dublin,  a  humbug. 
Performances  of  Marchetti's  Ruy  Bias 
with  my  sister  as  the  Queen  of  Spain,  and 
later  on  of  Sullivan's  Patience  and  scraps 
of  Faust  and  II  Trovatore  were  achieved; 
but  musical  society  in  London  at  last  got 
tired  of  the  damaged  Svengali  who  could 
manufacture  Pattis  for  twelve  guineas; 
and  the  guineas  ceased  to  come  in.  Still,, 
as  there  were  no  night  clubs  in  those  days, 
it  was  possible  to  let  a  house  in  Park  Lane 
for  the  night  to  groups  of  merrymakers; 
and  Lee  was  holding  out  there  without 
pupils  when  he  asked  me  to  draft  a  circu- 
lar for  him  announcing  that  he  could  cure 
clergyman's  sore  throat.  He  was  still  at 
Park  Lane  when  he  dropped  dead  in  the 
act  of  undressing  himself,  dying  as  he 
had  lived,  without  a  doctor.  The  post- 
mortem and  inquest  revealed  the  fact 
that  his  brain  was  diseased  and  had  been 
so  for  a  long  time.  I  was  glad  to  learn 
that  his  decay  was  pathological  as  well  as 
ecological,  and  that  the  old  efficient  and 
honest  Lee  had  been  real  after  all.  But  I 
took  to  heart  the  lesson  in  the  value  of 
London  fashionable  successes.  To  this 
day  I  look  to  the  provincial  and  the 
amateur  for  honesty  and  genuine  fecun- 
dity in  art. 

Meanwhile,  what  had  happened  to  the 
menage  a  trois?  and  how  did  I  turn  up  in 
Park  Lane  playing  accompaniments  and 
getting  glimpses  of  that  artstruck  side  of 
fashionable  society  which  takes  refuge  in 
music  from  the  routine  of  politics  and 
sport  which  occupies  the  main  Philistine 
body? 

Well,  when  Lee  got  his  foot  in  at  a 
country  house  in  Shropshire  whither  he 
had  been  invited  to  conduct  some  private 
performances,  he  sold  the  Dalkey  cottage 
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and  concluded  his  tenancy  of  Hatch 
Street.  This  left  us  in  a  house  which  we 
could  afford  less  than  ever;  for  my  father's 
moribund  business  was  by  now  consider- 
ably deader  than  it  had  been  at  the  date  of 
my  birth.  My  younger  sister  was  dying  of 
consumption  caught  from  reckless  con- 
tacts at  a  time  when  neither  consumption 
nor  pneumonia  were  regarded  as  catch- 
ing. All  that  could  be  done  was  to  recom- 
mend a  change  of  climate.  My  elder  sister 
had  a  beautiful  voice.  In  the  last  of  Lee's 
Dublin  adventures  in  amateur  opera  she 
had  appeared  as  Amina  in  Bellini's  La 
Sonnambula,  on  which  occasion  the  tenor 
lost  his  place  and  his  head,  and  Lucy 
obligingly  sang  most  of  his  part  as  well 
as  her  own.  Unfortunately  her  musical 
endowment  was  so  complete  that  it  cost 
her  no  effort  to  sing  or  play  anything  she 
had  once  heard,  or  to  read  any  music  at 
sight.  She  simply  could  not  associate  the 
idea  of  real  work  with  music;  and  as  in 
any  case  she  had  never  received  any  sort 
of  training,  her  very  facility  prevented 
her  from  becoming  a  serious  artist, 
though,  as  she  could  sing  difficult  music 
without  breaking  her  voice,  she  got 
through  a  considerable  share  of  public 
singing  in  her  time. 

Now  neither  my  mother  nor  any  of  us 
knew  how  much  more  is  needed  for  an 
opera  singer  than  a  voice  and  natural 
musicianship.  It  seemed  to  us  that  as, 
after  a  rehearsal  or  two,  she  could  walk 
on  to  the  stage,  wave  her  arms  about  in 
the  absurd  manner  then  in  vogue  in 
opera,  and  sing  not  only  her  own  part 
but  everybody  else's  as  well,  she  was 
quite  qualified  to  take  the  place  of  Chris- 
tine Nilsson  or  Adelina  Patti  if  only  she 
could  get  a  proper  introduction.  And 
clearly  Lee,  now  in  the  first  flush  of  his 
success  in  Park  Lane,  would  easily  be 
able  to  secure  this  for  her. 

There  was  another  resource.  My  now 
elderly  mother  believed  that  she  could 
renounce  her  amateur  status  and  make  a 


living  in  London  by  teaching  singing. 
Had  she  not  the  infallible  Method  to  im- 
part? So  she  realized  a  little  of  the  scrap 
of  settled  property  of  which  her  long  de- 
ceased aunt  had  not  been  able  to  deprive 
her;  sold  the  Hatch  Street  furniture; 
settled  my  father  and  myself  in  comfort- 
able lodgings  at  61  Harcourt  St;  and  took 
my  sisters  to  the  Isle  of  Wight,  where  the 
younger  one  died.  She  then  took  a  semi- 
detached villa  in  a  cul-de-sac  off  the  Ful- 
ham  Road,  and  waited  there  for  Lucy's 
plans  and  her  own  to  materialize. 

The  result  was  almost  a  worse  disillu- 
sion than  her  marriage.  That  had  been 
cured  by  Lee's  music:  besides,  my  father 
had  at  last  realized  his  dream  of  being  a 
practising  teetotaller,  and  was  now  as 
inoffensive  an  old  gentleman  as  any 
elderly  wife  could  desire.  It  was  charac- 
teristic of  the  Shavian  drink  neurosis  to 
vanish  suddenly  in  this  way.  But  that  Lee 
should  be  unfaithful!  unfaithful  to  The 
Method !  that  he,  the  one  genuine  teacher 
among  so  many  quacks,  should  now  stoop 
to  outquack  them  all  and  become  a  mous- 
tachioed charlatan  with  all  the  virtue  gone 
out  of  him:  this  was  the  end  of  all  things; 
and  she  never  forgave  it.  She  was  not  un- 
kind: she  tolerated  Lee  the  charlatan  as 
she  had  tolerated  Shaw  the  dipsomaniac 
because,  as  I  guess,  her  early  motherless 
privation  of  affection  and  her  many  dis- 
appointments in  other  people  had  thrown 
her  back  on  her  own  considerable  internal 
resources  and  developed  her  self-suffi- 
ciency and  power  of  solitude  to  an  extent 
which  kept  her  up  under  circumstances 
that  would  have  crushed  or  embittered 
any  woman  who  was  the  least  bit  of  a 
clinger.  She  dropped  Lee  very  gently:  at 
first  he  came  and  went  at  Victoria  Grove, 
Fulham  Road;  and  she  went  and  came  at 
13  Park  Lane,  helping  with  the  music 
there  at  his  At  Homes,  and  even  singing 
the  part  of  Donna  Anna  for  him  (elderly 
prima  donnas  were  then  tolerated  as  mat- 
ters of  course)  at  an  amateur  performance 
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of  Don  Giovanni.  But  my  sister,  who 
had  quarrelled  with  him  as  a  child  when 
he  tried  to  give  her  piano  lessons,  and 
had  never  liked  him,  could  not  bear  him 
at  all  in  his  new  phase,  and,  when  she 
found  that  he  could  not  really  advance 
her  prospects  of  becoming  a  prima  donna, 
broke  with  him  completely  and  made  it 
difficult  for  him  to  continue  his  visits. 
When  he  died  we  had  not  seen  him  for 
some  years;  and  my  mother  did  not  dis- 
play the  slightest  emotion  at  the  news. 
He  had  been  dead  for  her  ever  since  he 
had  ceased  to  be  an  honest  teacher  of 
singing  and  a  mesmeric  conductor. 

Her  plans  for  herself  came  almost  to 
nothing  for  several  years.  She  found  that 
Englishwomen  do  not  wish  to  be  made 
to  sing  beautifully  and  classically:  they 
want  to  sing  erotically;  and  this  my 
mother  thought  not  only  horrible  but 
unladylike.  Her  love  songs  were  those  of 
Virginia  Gabriel  and  Arthur  Sullivan,  all 
about  bereaved  lovers  and  ending  with  a 
hope  for  reunion  in  the  next  world.  She 
could  sing  with  perfect  purity  of  tone 
and  touching  expression 

Oh,  Ruby,  my  darling,  the  small  white 

hand 
Which  gathered  the  harebell  was  never 

my  own. 

But  if  you  had  been  able  to  anticipate  the 
grand  march  of  human  progress  and 
poetic  feeling  by  fifty  years,  and  asked 
her  to  sing 

You  made  me  love  you. 
I  didnt  want  to  do  it. 
I  didnt  want  to  do  it, 

she  would  have  asked  a  policeman  to  re- 
move you  to  a  third-class  carriage. 

Besides,  though  my  mother  was  not 
consciously  a  snob,  the  divinity  which 
hedged  an  Irish  lady  of  her  period  was 
not  acceptable  to  the  British  suburban 
parents,  all  snobs,  who  were  within  her 


reach.  They  liked  to  be  treated  with 
deference;  and  it  never  occurred  to  my 
mother  that  such  people  could  entertain 
a  pretension  so  monstrous  in  her  case. 
Her  practice  with  private  pupils  was  ne- 
gligible until  she  was  asked  to  become 
musical  instructress  at  the  North  London 
College.  Her  success  was  immediate;  for 
not  only  did  her  classes  leave  the  other 
schools  nowhere  musically,  but  the  di- 
vinity aforesaid  exactly  suited  her  new 
role  as  school-mistress.  Other  schools 
soon  sought  her  services;  and  she  re- 
mained in  request  until  she  insisted  on 
retiring  on  the  ground  that  her  age  made 
her  public  appearances  ridiculous.  By 
that  time  all  the  old  money  troubles  were 
over  and  forgotten,  as  my  financial  posi- 
tion enabled  me  to  make  her  perfectly 
comfortable  in  that  respect. 

And  now,  what  about  myself,  the  in- 
cipient Corno  di  Bassetto? 

Well,  when  my  mother  sold  the  Hatch 
Street  furniture,  it  never  occurred  to  her 
to  sell  our  piano,  though  I  could  not  play 
it,  nor  could  my  father.  We  did  not  re- 
alize, nor  did  she,  that  she  was  never 
coming  back  and  that,  except  for  a  few 
days  when  my  father,  taking  a  little  holi- 
day for  the  first  time  in  his  life  within  my 
experience,  came  to  see  us  in  London, 
she  would  never  meet  him  again.  Family 
revolutions  would  seldom  be  faced  if  they 
did  not  present  themselves  at  first  as 
temporary  makeshifts.  Accordingly,  hav- 
ing lived  since  my  childhood  in  a  house 
full  of  music,  I  suddenly  found  myself  in 
a  house  where  there  was  no  music,  and 
could  be  none  unless  I  made  it  myself.  I 
have  recorded  elsewhere  how,  having 
purchased  one  of  Weale's  Handbooks 
which  contained  a  diagram  of  the  key- 
board and  an  explanation  of  musical  nota- 
tion, I  began  my  self-tuition,  not  with 
Czerny's  five-finger  exercises,  but  with 
the  overture  to  Don  Giovanni,  thinking 
rightly  that  I  had  better  start  with  some- 
thing I  knew  well  enough  to  hear 
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whether  my  fingers  were  on  the  right 
notes  or  not.  There  were  plenty  of  vocal 
scores  of  operas  and  oratorios  in  our 
lodging;  and  although  I  never  acquired 
any  technical  skill  as  a  pianist,  and  cannot 
to  this  day  play  a  scale  with  any  certainty 
of  not  foozling  it,  I  acquired  what  I 
wanted:  the  power  to  take  a  vocal  score 
and  learn  its  contents  as  if  I  had  heard 
it  rehearsed  by  my  mother  and  her  col- 
leagues. I  could  manage  arrangements  of 
orchestral  music  much  better  than  piano 
music  proper.  At  last  I  could  play  the  old 
rum-turn  accompaniments  of  those  days 
well  enough  (knowing  how  they  should 
be  played)  to  be  more  agreeable  to 
singers  than  many  really  competent 
pianists.  I  bought  more  scores,  among 
them  one  of  Lohengrin,  through  which 
I  made  the  revolutionary  discovery  of 
Wagner.  I  bought  arrangements  of  Beet- 
hoven's symphonies,  and  discovered  the 
musical  regions  that  lie  outside  opera  and 
oratorio.  Later  on,  I  was  forced  to  learn 
to  play  the  classical  symphonies  and  over- 
tures in  strict  time  by  hammering  the  bass 
in  piano  duets  with  my  sister  in  London. 
I  played  Bach's  Inventions  and  his  Art  of 
Fugue.  I  studied  academic  textbooks,  and 
actually  worked  out  exercises  in  harmony 
and  counterpoint  under  supervision  by 
an  organist  friend  named  Crament,  avoid- 
ing consecutive  fifths  and  octaves,  and 
having  not  the  faintest  notion  of  what  the 
result  would  sound  like.  I  read  pseudo- 
scientific  treatises  about  the  roots  of 
chords  which  candidates  for  the  degree 
of  Mus.Doc.  at  the  universities  had  to 
swallow,  and  learnt  that  Stainer's  com- 
monsense  views  would  get  you  plucked 
at  Oxford,  and  Ouseley's  pedantries  at 
Cambridge.  I  read  Mozart's  Succinct 
Thoroughbass  (a  scrap  of  paper  with 
some  helpful  tips  on  it  which  he  scrawled 
for  his  pupil  Sussmaier);  and  this,  many 
years  later,  Edward  Elgar  told  me  was  the 
only  document  in  existence  of  the  smal- 
lest use  to  a  student  composer.  It  was,  I 


grieve  to  say,  of  no  use  to  me;  but  then  I 
was  not  a  young  composer.  It  ended  in 
my  knowing  much  more  about  music 
than  any  of  die  great  composers,  an  easy 
achievement  for  any  critic,  however 
barren.  For  awhile  I  must  have  become  a 
little  pedantic;  for  I  remember  being 
shocked,  on  looking  up  Lee's  old  vocal 
score  of  Don  Giovanni,  to  find  that  he 
had  cut  out  all  the  repetitions  which 
Mozart  had  perpetrated  as  a  matter  of 
sonata  form.  I  now  see  that  Lee  was  a 
century  before  his  time  in  this  reform, 
and  hope  some  day  to  hear  a  performance 
of  Mozart's  Idomeneo  in  which  nothing 
is  sung  twice  over. 

When  I  look  back  on  all  the  banging, 
whistling,  roaring,  and  growling  inflicted 
on  nervous  neighbors  during  this  process 
of  education,  I  am  consumed  with  useless 
remorse.  But  what  else  could  I  have  done! 
Today  there  is  the  wireless,  which  en- 
ables me  to  hear  from  all  over  Europe 
more  good  music  in  a  week  than  I  could 
then  hear  in  ten  years,  if  at  all.  When, 
after  my  five  years  office  slavery,  I  joined 
my  mother  in  London  and  lived  with  her 
for  twenty  years  until  my  marriage,  I 
used  to  drive  her  nearly  crazy  by  my 
favorite  selections  from  Wagner's  Ring, 
which  to  her  was  "all  recitative",  and 
horribly  discordant  at  that.  She  never 
complained  at  the  time,  but  confessed  it 
after  we  separated,  and  said  that  she  had 
sometimes  gone  away  to  cry.  If  I  had 
committed  a  murder  I  do  not  think  it 
would  have  troubled  my  conscience  very 
much;  but  this  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of. 
If  I  had  to  live  my  life  over  again  I  should 
devote  it  to  the  establishment  of  some 
arrangement  of  headphones  and  micro- 
phones or  the  like  whereby  the  noises 
made  by  musical  maniacs  should  be  aud- 
ible to  themselves  only.  In  Germany  it  is 
against  the  law  to  play  the  piano  with  the 
window  open.  But  of  what  use  is  that  to 
the  people  in  the  house?  It  should  be 
made  felony  to  play  a  musical  instrument 
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in  any  other  than  a  completely  sound- 
proof room.  The  same  should  apply  to 
loud  speakers  on  pain  of  confiscation. 

Readers  with  a  taste  for  autobiography 
must  now  take  my  Immaturity  preface 
and  dovetail  it  into  this  sketch  to  com- 
plete the  picture.  My  business  here  is  to 
account  for  my  proposal  to  Tay  Pay  and 
my  creation  of  Bassetto.  From  my  earliest 
recorded  sign  of  an  interest  in  music  when 
as  a  small  child  I  encored  my  mother's 
singing  of  the  page's  song  from  the  first 
act  of  Les  Huguenots  (note  that  I  shared 
Herbert  Spencer's  liking  for  Meyerbeer) 
music  has  been  an  indispensable  part  of 
my  life.  Harley  Granville-Barker  was  not 
far  out  when,  at  a  rehearsal  of  one  of  my 
plays,  he  cried  out  "Ladies  and  gentle- 
men: will  you  please  remember  that  this 
is  Italian  opera." 

I  reprint  Bassetto's  stuff  shamefacedly 
after  long  hesitation  with  a  reluctance 
which  has  been  overcome  only  by  my 
wife,  who  has  found  some  amusement  in 
reading  it  through,  a  drudgery  which  I 
could  not  bring  myself  to  undertake.  I 
know  it  was  great  fun  when  it  was  fresh, 
and  that  many  people  have  a  curious  anti- 
quarian taste  (I  have  it  myself)  for  old 
chronicles  of  dead  musicians  and  actors. 
I  must  warn  them,  however,  not  to  expect 
to  find  here  the  work  of  the  finished  critic 
who  wrote  my  volumes  entitled  Music  in 
London,  1890-94,  and  Our  Theatres  in 
the  Nineties.  I  knew  all  that  was  neces- 
sary about  music;  but  in  criticism  I  was 
only  a  beginner.  It  is  easy  enough  from 
the  first  to  distinguish  between  what  is 
pleasant  or  unpleasant,  accurate  or  in- 
accurate in  a  performance;  but  when 
great  artists  have  to  be  dealt  with,  only 
keenly  analytical  observation  and  com- 
parison of  them  with  artists  who,  how- 
ever agreeable,  are  not  great,  can  enable 
a  critic  to  distinguish  between  what  every- 
body can  do  and  what  only  a  very  few 
can  do,  and  to  get  his  valuations  right 
accordingly.  All  artsmen  know  what  it  is 


to  be  enthusiastically  praised  for  some- 
thing so  easy  that  they  are  half  ashamed 
of  it,  and  to  receive  not  a  word  of  en- 
couragement for  their  finest  strokes. 

I  cannot  deny  that  Bassetto  was  occa- 
sionally vulgar;  but  that  does  not  matter  if 
he  makes  you  laugh.  Vulgarity  is  a  neces- 
sary part  of  a  complete  author's  equip- 
ment; and  the  clown  is  sometimes  the  best 
part  of  the  circus.  The  Star,  then  a  ha- 
penny  newspaper,  was  not  catering  for  a 
fastidious  audience:  it  was  addressed  to 
the  bicycle  clubs  and  the  polytechnics, 
not  to  the  Royal  Society  of  Literature  or 
the  Musical  Association.  I  purposely  vul- 
garized musical  criticism,  which  was  then 
refined  and  academic  to  the  point  of  being 
unreadable  and  often  nonsensical.  Edi- 
tors, being  mostly  ignorant  of  music, 
would  submit  to  anything  from  their 
musical  critics,  not  pretending  to  under- 
stand it.  If  I  occasionally  carried  to  the 
verge  of  ribaldry  my  reaction  against  the 
pretentious  twaddle  and  sometimes  spite- 
ful cliquishness  they  tolerated  in  their 
ignorance,  think  of  me  as  heading  one  of 
the  pioneer  columns  of  what  was  then 
called  The  New  Journalism;  and  you  will 
wonder  at  my  politeness. 

You  may  be  puzzled,  too,  to  find  that 
the  very  music  I  was  brought  up  on:  the 
pre- Wagner  school  of  formal  melody  in 
separate  numbers  which  seemed  laid  out 
to  catch  the  encores  that  were  then  fash- 
ionable, was  treated  by  me  with  contemp- 
tuous levity  as  something  to  be  swept 
into  the  dustbin  as  soon  as  possible.  The 
explanation  is  that  these  works  were 
standing  in  the  way  of  Wagner,  who  was 
then  the  furiously  abused  coming  man  in 
London.  Only  his  early  works  were 
known  or  tolerated.  Haifa  dozen  bars  of 
Tristan  or  The  Mastersingers  made  pro- 
fessional musicians  put  their  fingers  in 
their  ears.  The  Ride  of  the  Valkyries  was 
played  at  the  Promenade  Concerts,  and 
always  encored,  but  only  as  an  insanely 
rampagious  curiosity.  The  Daily  Tele- 
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graph  steadily  preached  Wagner  down 
as  a  discordant  notoriety-hunting  charla- 
tan in  six  silk  dressing-gowns,  who  could 
not  write  a  bar  of  melody,  and  made  an 
abominable  noise  with  the  orchestra.  In 
pantomime  harlequinades  the  clown  pro- 
duced a  trombone,  played  a  bit  of  the 
pilgrims'  march  from  Tannhauser  fortis- 
simo as  well  as  he  could,  and  said  "The 
music  of  the  future !"  The  wars  of  religion 
were  not  more  bloodthirsty  than  the  dis- 
cussions of  the  Wagnerites  and  the  Anti- 
Wagnerites.  I  was,  of  course,  a  violent 
Wagnerite;  and  I  had  the  advantage  of 
knowing  the  music  to  which  Wagner 
grew  up,  whereas  many  of  the  most  fan- 
atical Wagnerites  (Ashton  Ellis,  who 
translated  the  Master's  prose  works,  was 
a  conspicuous  example)  knew  no  other 
music  than  Wagner's,  and  believed  that 
the  music  of  Donizetti  and  Meyerbeer 
had  no  dramatic  quality  whatever,  "A 
few  arpeggios"  was  the  description  Ellis 
gave  me  of  his  notion  of  Les  Huguenots. 
Nowadays  the  reaction  is  all  the  other 
way.  Our  young  lions  have  no  use  for 
Wagner  the  Liberator.  His  harmonies, 
which  once  seemed  monstrous  cacoph- 
onies, are  the  commonplaces  of  the  variety 
theatres.  Audacious  young  critics  dis- 
parage his  grandeurs  as  tawdry.  When 
the  wireless  strikes  up  the  Tannhauser 
overture  I  hasten  to  switch  it  off,  though 
I  can  always  listen  with  pleasure  to  Ros- 
sini's overture  to  William  Tell,  hack- 
neyed to  death  in  Bassetto's  time.  The 
funeral  march  from  Die  Gotterdammer- 
ung  hardly  keeps  my  attention,  though 
Handel's  march  from  Saul  is  greater  than 
even  Though  I  used  to  scarify  the  fools 


who  said  that  Wagner's  music  was  form- 
less, I  should  not  now  think  the  worse  of 
Wagner  if,  like  Bach  and  Mozart,  he  had 
combined  the  most  poignant  dramatic 
expression  with  the  most  elaborate  dec- 
orative design.  It  was  necessary  for  him  to 
smash  the  superstition  that  this  was  ob- 
ligatory; to  free  dramatic  melody  from 
the  tyranny  of  arabesques;  and  to  give 
the  orchestra  symphonic  work  instead  of 
rosalias  and  rum- turn;  but  now  that  this 
and  all  the  other  musical  superstitions  are 
in  the  dustbin,  and  the  post-Wagnerian 
harmonic  and  contrapuntal  anarchy  is  so 
complete  that  it  is  easier  technically  to 
compose  another  Parsifal  than  another 
Bach's  Mass  in  B  Minor  or  Don  Gio- 
vanni I  am  no  longer  a  combatant  anar- 
chist in  music,  not  to  mention  that  I  have 
learnt  that  a  successful  revolution's  first 
task  is  to  shoot  all  revolutionists.  This 
means  that  I  am  no  longer  Corno  di  Bas- 
setto.  He  was  pre-  and  pro-Wagner;  un- 
familiar with  Brahms;  and  unaware  that 
a  young  musician  named  Elgar  was 
chuckling  over  his  irreverent  boutades, 
As  to  Cyril  Scott,  Bax,  Ireland,  Goossens, 
Bliss,  Walton,  Schonberg,  Hindemith,  or 
even  Richard  Strauss  and  Sibelius,  their 
idioms  would  have  been  quite  outside 
Bassetto's  conception  of  music,  though 
today  they  seem  natural  enough.  There- 
fore I  very  greatly  doubt  whether  poor  old 
Bassetto  is  worth  reading  now.  Still,  you 
are  not  compelled  to  read  him.  Having 
read  the  preface  you  can  shut  the  book 
and  give  it  to  your  worst  enemy  as  a 
birthday  present. 

2nd  June  1935. 
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FOREWORD 


THE  practice  of  improving  Shakespear's 
plays,  more  especially  in  the  matter 
of  supplying  them  with  what  are  called 
happy  endings,  is  an  old  established  one 
which  has  always  been  accepted  with- 
out protest  by  British  audiences.  When 
Mr  Harley  Granville-Barker,  following 
up  some  desperate  experiments  by  the 
late  William  Poel,  introduced  the  start- 
ling innovation  of  performing  the  plays 
in  the  West  End  of  London  exactly  as 
Shakespear  wrote  them,  there  was  indeed 
some  demur;  but  it  was  expressed  outside 
the  theatre  and  led  to  no  rioting.  And  it 
set  on  foot  a  new  theory  of  Shakespearean 
representation.  Up  to  that  time  it  had 
been  assumed  as  a  matter  of  course  that 
everyone  behind  the  scenes  in  a  theatre 
must  know  much  better  than  Shakespear 
how  plays  should  be  written,  exactly  as  it 
is  believed  in  the  Hollywood  studios  to- 
day that  everyone  in  a  film  studio  knows 
better  than  any  professional  playwright 
how  a  play  should  be  filmed.  But  the 
pleasure  given  by  Mr  Granville-Barker's 
productions  shook  that  conviction  in 
the  theatre;  and  the  superstition  that 
Shakespear's  plays  as  written  by  him  are 
impossible  on  the  stage,  which  had  pro- 
duced a  happy  ending  to  King  Lear,  Gib- 
ber's Richard  III,  a  love  scene  in  the  tomb 
of  the  Capulets  between  Romeo  and  Juliet 
before  the  poison  takes  effect,  and  had  cul- 
minated in  the  crude  literary  butcheries 
successfully  imposed  on  the  public  and 
the  critics  as  Shakespear's  plays  by  Henry 
Irving  and  Augustin  Daly  at  the  end  of 
the  last  century,  is  for  the  moment  heavily 
discredited.  It  may  be  asked  then  why  I, 
who  always  fought  fiercely  against  that 
superstition  in  the  days  when  I  was  a 


journalist-critic,  should  perpetrate  a  spu- 
rious fifth  act  to  Cymbeline,  and  do  it 
too,  not  wholly  as  a  literary  jeu  dy  esprit, 
but  in  response  to  an  actual  emergency  in 
the  theatre  when  it  was  proposed  to  re- 
vive Cymbeline  at  no  less  sacred  a  place 
than  the  Shakespear  Memorial  Theatre 
at  Stratford-upon-Avon. 

Cymbeline,  though  one  of  the  finest 
of  Shakespear's  later  plays  now  on  the 
stage,  goes  to  pieces  in  the  last  act.  In 
fact  I  mooted  the  point  myself  by 
thoughtlessly  saying  that  the  revival 
would  be  all  right  if  I  wrote  a  last  act  for 
it.  To  my  surprise  this  blasphemy  was 
received  with  acclamation;  and  as  the 
applause,  like  the  proposal,  was  not 
wholly  jocular,  the  fancy  began  to  haunt 
me,  and  persisted  until  I  exorcised  it  by 
writing  the  pages  which  ensue. 

I  had  a  second  surprise  when  I  began 
by  reading  the  authentic  last  act  carefully 
through.  I  had  not  done  so  for  many 
years,  and  had  the  common  impression 
about  it  that  it  was  a  cobbled-up  affair 
by  several  hands,  including  a  vision  in 
prison  accompanied  by  scraps  of  quite 
ridiculous  doggerel. 

For  this  estimate  I  found  absolutely 
no  justification  nor  excuse.  I  must  have 
got  it  from  the  last  revival  of  the  play  at 
the  old  Lyceum  theatre,  when  Irving,  as 
lachimo,  a  statue  of  romantic  melancholy, 
stood  dumb  on  the  stage  for  hours  (as 
it  seemed)  whilst  the  others  toiled 
through  a  series  of  denouements  of  crushing 
tedium,  in  which  the  characters  lost  all 
their  vitality  and  individuality,  and  had 
nothing  to  do  but  identify  themselves  by 
moles  on  their  necks,  or  explain  why 
they  were  not  dead.  The  vision  and  the 
verses  were  cut  out  as  a  matter  of  course; 
and  I  ignorantly  thanked  Heaven  for  it. 
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When  I  read  the  act  as  aforesaid  I 
found  that  my  notion  that  it  is  a  cobbled- 
up  pasticcio  by  other  hands  was  an  un- 
pardonable stupidity.  The  act  is  genuine 
Shakespear  to  the  last  full  stop,  and  late 
phase  Shakespear  in  point  of  verbal 
workmanship. 

The  doggerel  is  not  doggerel:  it  is  a 
versified  masque,  in  Shakespear's  careless 
woodnotes  wild,  complete  with  Jupiter 
as  deus  ex  machina^  eagle  and  all,  intro- 
duced, like  the  Ceres  scene  in  The  Tem- 
pest, to  please  King  Jamie,  or  else  because 
an  irresistible  fashion  had  set  in,  just  as  at 
all  the  great  continental  opera  houses  a 
ballet  used  to  be  de  rigueur.  Gounod  had 
to  introduce  one  into  his  Faust,  and 
Wagner  into  his  Tannhauser,  before  they 
could  be  staged  at  the  Grand  Opera  in 
Paris.  So,  I  take  it,  had  Shakespear  to 
stick  a  masque  into  Cymbeline.  Per- 
formed as  such,  with  suitable  music  and 
enough  pictorial  splendor,  it  is  not  only 
entertaining  on  the  stage,  but,  with  the 
very  Shakespearean  feature  of  a  comic 
jailor  which  precedes  it,  just  the  thing  to 
save  the  last  act. 

Without  it  the  act  is  a  tedious  string  of 
unsurprising  denouements  sugared  with 
insincere  sentimentality  after  a  ludicrous 
stage  battle.  With  one  exception  the 
characters  have  vanished  and  left  nothing 
but  dolls  being  moved  about  like  the  glass 
balls  in  the  game  of  solitaire  until  they 
are  all  got  rid  of  but  one.  The  exception 
is  the  hero,  or  rather  the  husband  of  the 
heroine,  Leonatus  Posthumus.  The  late 
Charles  Charrington,  who  with  his  wife 
Janet  Achurch  broke  the  ice  for  Ibsen  in 
England,  used  to  cite  Posthumus  as 
Shakespear's  anticipation  of  his  Nor- 
wegian rival.  Certainly,  after  being  thea- 
trically conventional  to  the  extent  of 
ordering  his  wife  to  be  murdered,  he  be- 
gins to  criticize,  quite  on  the  lines  of  Mrs 
Alving  in  Ghosts,  the  slavery  to  an  in- 
human ideal  of  marital  fidelity  which  led 
him  to  this  villainous  extremity.  One  may 


say  that  he  is  the  only  character  left  really 
alive  in  the  last  act;  and  as  I  cannot  change 
him  for  the  better  I  have  left  most  of  his 
part  untouched.  I  make  no  apology  for 
my  attempt  to  bring  the  others  back  to 
dramatic  activity  and  individuality. 

I  should  like  to  have  retained  Cornelius 
as  the  exponent  of  Shakespear's  sen- 
sible and  scientific  detestation  of  vivisec- 
tion. But  as  he  has  nothing  to  say  except 
that  the  Queen  is  dead,  and  nobody  can 
possibly  care  a  rap  whether  she  is  alive  or 
dead,  I  have  left  him  with  her  in  the  box 
of  puppets  that  are  done  with. 

I  have  ruthlessly  cut  out  the  surprises 
that  no  longer  surprise  anybody.  I  really 
could  not  keep  my  countenance  over  the 
identification  of  Guiderius  by  the  mole 
on  his  neck.  That  device  was  killed  by 
Maddison  Morton,  once  a  famous  farce 
writer,  now  forgotten  by  everyone  save 
Mr  Gordon  Craig  and  myself.  In  Mor- 
ton's masterpiece,  Box  and  Cox,  Box  asks 
Cox  whether  he  has  a  strawberry  mark 
on  his  left  arm.  "No'*  says  Cox.  "Then 
you  are  my  long  lost  brother"  says  Box 
as  they  fall  into  one  another's  arms  and 
end  the  farce  happily.  One  could  wish 
that  Guiderius  had  anticipated  Cox. 

Plot  has  always  been  the  curse  of  seri- 
ous drama,  and  indeed  of  serious  litera- 
ture of  any  kind.  It  is  so  out-of-place 
there  that  Shakespear  never  could  invent 
one.  Unfortunately,  instead  of  taking 
Nature's  hint  and  discarding  plots,  he 
borrowed  them  all  over  the  place  and  got 
into  trouble  through  having  to  unravel 
them  in  the  last  act,  especially  in  The  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona  and  Cymbeline. 
The  more  childish  spectators  may  find 
some  delight  in  the  revelation  that  Poly- 
dore  and  Cadwal  are  Imogen's  long  lost 
brothers  and  Cymbeline's  long  lost  sons; 
that  lachimo  is  now  an  occupant  of  the 
penitent  form  and  very  unlike  his  old 
self;  and  that  Imogen  is  so  dutiful  that 
she  accepts  her  husband's  attempt  to  have 
her  murdered  with  affectionate  docility. 
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I  cannot  share  these  infantile  joys.  Having 
become  interested  in  lachimo,  in  Imogen, 
and  even  in  the  two  long  lost  princes,  I 
wanted  to  know  how  their  characters 
would  react  to  the  eclaircissement  which 
follows  the  battle.  The  only  way  to  satisfy 
this  curiosity  was  to  rewrite  the  act  as 
Shakespear  might  have  written  it  if  he 
had  been  post-Ibsen  and  post-Shaw  in- 
stead of  post-Marlowe. 

In  doing  so  I  had  to  follow  the  Shake- 
spearean verse  pattern  to  match  the  89 
lines  of  Shakespear's  text  which  I  re- 
tained. This  came  very  easily  to  me.  It 
happened  when  I  was  a  child  that  one  of 
the  books  I  delighted  in  was  an  illustrated 
Shakespear,  with  a  picture  and  two  or 
three  lines  of  text  underneath  it  on  every 
third  or  fourth  page.  Ever  since,  Shake- 
spearean blank  verse  has  been  to  me  as 
natural  a  form  of  literary  expression  as 
the  Augustan  English  to  which  I  was 
brought  up  in  Dublin,  or  the  latest  Lon- 
don fashion  in  dialogue.  It  is  so  easy 
that  if  it  were  possible  to  kill  it  it  would 
have  been  burlesqued  to  death  by  Tom 
Thumb,  Chrononhotonthologos,  and 
Bombastes  Furioso.  But  Shakespear  will 
survive  any  possible  extremity  of  carica- 
ture. 

I  shall  not  deprecate  the  most  violent 
discussion  as  to  the  propriety  of  med- 
dling with  masterpieces.  All  I  can  say  is 
that  the  temptation  to  do  it,  and  some- 
times the  circumstances  which  demand  it, 
are  irresistible.  The  results  are  very 
various.  When  a  mediocre  artist  tries  to 
improve  on  a  great  artist's  work  the 
effect  is  ridiculous  or  merely  contempt- 
ible. When  the  alteration  damages  the 
original,  as  when  a  bad  painter  repaints  a 
Velasquez  or  a  Rembrandt,  he  commits  a 
crime.  When  the  changed  work  is  sold  or 
exhibited  as  the  original,  the  fraud  is  in- 
dictable. But  when  it  comes  to  complete 
forgery,  as  in  the  case  of  Ireland's  Vorti- 
gern,  which  was  much  admired  and  at 
•  last  actually  performed  as  a  play  by 


Shakespear,  the  affair  passes  beyond  the 
sphere  of  crime  and  becomes  an  instruc- 
tive joke. 

But  what  of  the  many  successful  and 
avowed  variations?  What  about  the  addi- 
tions made  by  Mozart  to  the  score  of 
Handel's  Messiah?  Elgar,  who  adored 
Handel,  and  had  an  unbounded  con- 
tempt for  all  the  lesser  meddlers,  loved 
Mozart's  variations,  and  dismissed  all 
purist  criticism  of  them  by  maintaining 
that  Handel  must  have  extemporized 
equivalents  to  them  on  the  organ  at  his 
concerts.  When  Spontini  found  on  his 
visit  to  Dresden  that  Wagner  had  added 
trombone  parts  to  his  choruses,  he  appro- 
priated them  very  gratefully.  Volumes  of 
variations  on  the  tunes  of  other  compo- 
sers were  published  as  such  by  Mozart 
and  Beethoven,  to  say  nothing  of  Bach 
and  Handel,  who  played  Old  Harry  with 
any  air  that  amused  them.  Would  anyone 
now  remember  Diabelli's  vulgar  waltz 
but  for  Beethoven's  amazing  variations, 
one  of  which  is  also  a  variation  on  an  air 
from  Don  Giovanni? 

And  now  consider  the  practice  of 
Shakespear  himself.  Tolstoy  declared  that 
the  original  Lear  is  superior  to  Shake- 
spear's  rehandling,  which  he  abhorred  as 
immoral.  Nobody  has  ever  agreed  with 
him.  Will  it  be  contended  that  Shakespear 
had  no  right  to  refashion  Hamlet?  If  he 
had  spoiled  both  plays,  that  would  be  a 
reason  for  reviving  them  without  Shake- 
spear's  transfigurations,  but  not  for  chal- 
lenging Shakespear's  right  to  remake 
them. 

Accordingly,  I  feel  no  qualm  of  con- 
science and  have  no  apology  to  make  for 
indulging  in  a  variation  on  the  last  act  of 
Cymbeline.  I  stand  in  the  same  time  rela- 
tion to  Shakespear  as  Mozart  to  Handel, 
or  Wagner  to  Beethoven.  Like  Mozart,  I 
have  not  confined  myself  to  the  journey- 
man's job  of  writing  "additional  accom- 
paniments": I  have  luxuriated  in  varia- 
tions. Like  Wagner  dealing  with  Gluck's 
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overture  to  Iphigenia  in  Aulis  I  have 
made  a  new  ending  for  its  own  sake. 
Beethoven's  Ninth  Symphony  towers 
among  the  classic  masterpieces;  but  if 
Wagner  had  been  old  enough  in  his 
Dresden  days  not  only  to  rescore  the 
first  and  greatest  movement  as  he  did, 
but  to  supply  the  whole  work  with  a 
more  singable  ending  I  should  not  have 
discouraged  him;  for  I  must  agree  with 
Verdi  that  the  present  ending,  from  the 
change  to  six-four  onward,  though  in- 
tensely Beethovenish,  is  in  performance 
usually  a  screaming  voice  destroying 
orgy. 

I  may  be  asked  why  all  my  instances 
are  musical  instead  of  literary.  Is  it  a  plot 
to  take  the  literary  critics  out  of  their 
depth?  Well,  it  may  have  that  good 
effect;  but  I  am  not  aiming  at  it.  It  is,  I 
suppose,  because  music  has  succeeded  to 
the  heroic  rank  taken  by  literature  in  the 
sixteenth  century.  I  cannot  pretend  to 
care  much  about  what  Nat  Lee  did  in  his 
attempts  to  impart  Restoration  gentility 
to  Shakespear,  or  about  Thomas  Cor- 
neille's  bowdlerization  of  Moliere's  Fes  tin 
de  Pierre,  or  any  of  the  other  literary  pre- 


cedents, though  I  am  a  little  ashamed  of 
being  found  in  the  company  of  their  per- 
petrators. But  I  do  care  a  good  deal  about 
what  Mozart  did  to  Handel,  and  Wagner 
to  Gluck;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  to  dis- 
cuss the  artistic  morality  of  my  alterna- 
tive ending  without  reference  to  them 
would  be  waste  of  time.  Anyhow,  what 
I  have  done  I  have  done;  and  at  that  I 
must  leave  it. 

I  shall  not  press  my  version  on  mana- 
gers producing  Cymbeline  if  they  have 
the  courage  and  good  sense  to  present 
the  original  word-for-word  as  Shake- 
spear  left  it,  and  the  means  to  do  justice 
to  the  masque.  But  if  they  are  halfhearted 
about  it,  and  inclined  to  compromise  by 
leaving  out  the  masque  and  the  comic 
jailor  and  mutilating  the  rest,  as  their 
manner  is,  I  unhesitatingly  lecommend 
my  version.  The  audience  will  not  know 
the  difference;  and  the  few  critics  who 
have  read  Cymbeline  will  be  too  grateful 
for  my  shortening  of  the  last  act  to  com- 
plain. 

Ayot  Saint  Lawrence 
December  1945. 
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When  I  had  lived  for  58  years  free 
from  the  fear  that  war  could  come  to  my 
doorstep,  the  thing  occurred.  And  when 
the  war  to  end  war  had  come  to  a  glorious 
victory,  it  occurred  again,  worse  than 
ever.  I  have  now  lived  through  two 
" world  wars"  without  missing  a  meal  or 
a  night's  sleep  in  my  bed,  though  they 
have  come  near  enough  to  shatter  my 
windows,  break  in  my  door,  and  wreck 
my  grandfather  clock,  keeping  me  for 
nine  years  of  my  life  subject  to  a  con- 
tinual apprehension  of  a  direct  hit  next 
time  blowing  me  and  my  household  to 
bits. 

I  cannot  pretend  that  this  troubled  me 
much:  people  build  houses  and  live  on 
the  slopes  of  Etna  and  Vesuvius  and  at 
the  foot  of  Stromboli  as  cheerfully  as  on 
Primrose  Hill.  I  was  too  old  to  be  con- 
scribed  for  military  service;  and  the 
mathematical  probabilities  were  enor- 
mously against  a  bomb  coming  my  way; 
for  at  the  worst  of  the  bombardments 
only  from  ten  to  fifteen  inhabitants  of 
these  islands  were  killed  by  air  raids  every 
day;  and  a  dozen  or  so  out  of  fortyfive 
millions  is  not  very  terrifying  even  when 
each  of  us  knows  that  he  or  she  is  as  likely 
as  not  to  be  one  of  the  dozen.  The  risk  of 
being  run  over  by  a  motor  bus,  which 
townsmen  run  daily,  is  greater. 

HOODWINKED   HEROISM 

It  was  this  improbability  which  made 
pre-atomic  air  raiding  futile  as  a  means 
of  intimidating  a  nation,  and  enabled  the 
government  of  the  raided  nation  to  pre- 
vent the  news  of  the  damage  reaching 
beyond  its  immediate  neighborhood. 
One  night  early  in  the  resumed  war  I 


saw,  from  a  distance  of  30  miles,  London 
burning  for  three  hours.  Next  morning  I 
read  in  the  newspapers  that  a  bomb  had 
fallen  on  the  windowsill  of  a  city  office, 
and  been  extinguished  before  it  exploded. 
Returning  to  London  later  on  I  found 
that  half  the  ancient  city  had  been  levelled 
to  the  ground,  leaving  only  St  Paul's  and 
a  few  church  towers  standing.  The  wire- 
less news  never  went  beyond  "some 
damage  and  a  few  casualties  in  Southern 
England"  when  in  fact  leading  cities  and 
seaports  had  been  extensively  wrecked. 
All  threatening  news  was  mentioned  only 
in  secret  sessions  of  parliament,  hidden 
under  heavy  penalties  until  after  the  vic- 
tory. In  1941,  after  the  Dunkirk  rout,  our 
position  was  described  by  the  Prime 
Minister  to  the  House  of  Commons  in 
secret  session  as  so  desperate  that  if  the 
enemy  had  taken  advantage  of  it  we 
should  have  been  helplessly  defeated;  and 
it  is  now  the  fashion  to  descant  dithyram- 
bically  on  the  steadfast  heroism  with 
which  the  nation  faced  this  terrible  emer- 
gency. As  a  matter  of  fact  the  nation 
knew  nothing  about  it.  Had  we  been 
told,  the  Germans  would  have  overheard 
and  rushed  the  threatened  invasion  they 
were  bluffed  into  abandoning.  Far  from 
realizing  our  deadly  peril,  we  were  exult- 
ing in  the  triumph  of  our  Air  Force  in 
"the  Battle  of  Britain"  and  in  an  incident 
in  South  America  in  which  three  British 
warships  drove  one  German  one  into  the 
river  Plate.  Rather  than  be  interned  with 
his  crew  the  German  captain  put  to  sea 
again  against  hopeless  odds;  scuttled  his 
ship;  and  committed  suicide.  The  British 
newspapers  raved  about  this  for  weeks  as 
a  naval  victory  greater  than  Salamis,  Le- 
panto,  and  Trafalgar  rolled  into  one. 
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Later  on  our  flight  from  Tobruk  to 
the  border  of  Egypt  did  not  disturb  us  at 
home:  it  was  reported  as  a  trifling  set- 
back, whilst  trumpery  captures  of  lorries 
or  motor  bicycles  by  British  patrols 
figured  as  victories.  After  major  engage- 
ments German  losses  were  given  in 
figures;  Allies'  losses  were  not  given  at 
all,  the  impression  left  being  that  the 
Allies  had  killed  or  taken  prisoner  tens 
of  thousands  of  Axis  troops  without 
suffering  any  casualties  worth  mention- 
ing. Only  by  listening  to  the  German 
broadcasts,  similarly  cooked,  could  the 
real  facts  and  fortunes  of  the  war  be  esti- 
mated. Of  course  the  truth  leaked  out 
months  later;  but  it  produced  only  a 
fresh  orgy  of  bragging  about  our  heroic 
fortitude  in  the  face  of  the  deadly  peril 
we  knew  nothing  of. 

All  this  was  necessary  and  inevitable. 
It  was  dangerous  to  tell  the  truth  about 
anything,  even  about  the  weather.  The 
signposts  on  the  roads  had  to  be  taken 
down  and  hidden  lest  they  should  help 
an  invader  to  find  his  way.  It  was  a  crime 
to  give  an  address  with  a  date,  or  to 
scatter  a  few  crumbs  for  the  birds.  And  it 
was  an  act  of  heroic  patriotism  to  drop  a 
bomb  weighing  ten  thousand  pounds  on 
dwellings  full  of  women  and  children,  or 
on  crowded  railway  trains.  Our  bombing 
of  foreign  cities  not  only  in  Germany  but 
in  countries  which  we  claimed  to  be 
"liberating"  became  so  frightful  that  at 
last  the  word  had  to  be  given  to  two  of 
our  best  broadcasters  of  war  reports  to 
excuse  them  on  the  ground  that  by  shor- 
tening the  war  they  were  saving  the  lives 
of  thousands  of  British  soldiers. 

Meanwhile  nobody  noticed  how  com- 
pletely war,  as  an  institution,  had  reduced 
itself  to  absurdity.  When  Germany  an- 
nexed Poland  in  1939,  half  of  it  was 
snatched  out  of  her  jaws  by  Soviet 
Russia.  The  British  Commonwealth, 
having  bound  itself  to  maintain  inviolate 
the  frontiers  of  Poland  as  they  were  left 


after  the  fighting  of  1914-18  with  a 
Polish  corridor  cut  right  through  Prussia 
to  the  Baltic,  was  committed  to  declare 
war  on  Germany  and  Russia  simultane- 
ously. But  the  British  people  and  their 
rulers  were  in  no  mood  to  black  out  their 
windows  and  recommence  the  Four 
Years  War  in  defence  of  this  distant  and 
foreign  corridor.  Being,  as  usual,  unpre- 
pared for  war,  we  tried  to  appease  Ger- 
many and  yet  keep  the  peace  with  Soviet 
Russia. 

ENGLAND   FRIGHTENED  AND   GREAT 

Nations  should  always  be  prepared  for 
war,  just  as  people  with  any  property  to 
leave  should  always  have  made  their  wills. 
But  as  most  of  them  never  do  make  their 
wills,  and  the  rest  seldom  keep  them  re- 
vised and  up  to  date.  States,  however 
militarist,  are  never  fully  prepared  for 
war.  England  will  do  nothing  outside  her 
routine  until  she  is  thoroughly  fright- 
ened; but  when  England  is  frightened 
England  is  capable  of  anything.  Philip  II 
of  Spain  frightened  her.  Louis  XIV  of 
France  frightened  her.  Napoleon  fright- 
ened her.  Wilhelm  II  of  the  German 
Reich  frightened  her.  But  instead  of 
frightening  the  wits  out  of  her  they 
frightened  the  wits  into  her.  She  woke  up 
and  smashed  them  all.  In  vain  did  the 
Kaiser  sing  Deutschland  liter  Alles^  and 
Hitler  claim  that  his  people  were  the 
Herrenvolk  created  by  God  to  rule  the 
earth.  The  English  were  equally  con- 
vinced that  when  Britain  first  at  Heaven's 
command  arose  from  out  the  azure  main 
she  was  destined  to  rule  the  waves,  and 
make  the  earth  her  footstool.  This  is  so 
natural  to  Englishmen  that  they  are  un- 
conscious of  it,  just  as  they  cannot  taste 
water  because  it  is  always  in  their  mouths. 
Long  before  England  first  sang  Rule 
Britannia  at  Cliveden  she  had  annihilated 
Philip's  Invincible  Armada  to  the  music 
of  the  winds  and  waves,  and,  after  being 
defeated  again  and  again  by  General 
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Luxemburg,  made  hay  of  the  French 
armies  at  Blenheim,  Ramilies,  and  Mal- 
plaquet  to  the  senseless  gibberish  of  Lilli- 
bullerobullenalah.  She  not  only  took  on 
Hitler  singlehanded  without  a  word  to 
the  League  of  Nations  nor  to  anyone  else, 
but  outfought  him,  outbragged  him,  out- 
bullied  him,  outwitted  him  in  every  trick 
and  turn  of  warfare,  and  finally  extin- 
guished him  and  hanged  his  accomplices. 

ENGLAND    SECURE   AND   LAZY 

The  drawback  to  England's  capacity 
for  doing  impossible  things  when  in  dan- 
ger is  her  incapacity  for  doing  possible 
things  (except  repeating  what  was  done 
last  time)  in  security.  The  prefabrication 
in  England  of  harbors  for  France  and 
planting  them  there  as  part  of  the  bag- 
gage of  the  allied  invading  armies,  was  a 
feat  which  still  seems  incredible  even  now 
that  it  has  actually  been  achieved;  yet 
during  the  20  years  armistice  England 
could  not  bridge  the  Severn  below 
Gloucester,  harness  the  Pentland  tides, 
nor  tap  the  volcanic  fires  of  the  earth's 
boiling  core,  much  less  mechanize  the 
coalmines  or  even  design  an  alphabet  ca- 
pable of  saving  billionsworth  of  British 
time,  ink,  and  paper,  by  spelling  English 
speech  sounds  unequivocally  and  econom- 
ically. The  moment  the  Cease  Fire  is 
sounded  England  forgets  all  the  lessons 
of  the  war  and  proves  the  truth  of  Dr 
Inge's  old  comment  on  the  Anglo-Irish 
situation  as  illustrating  the  difficulty  of 
driving  in  double  harness  people  who  re- 
member nothing  with  people  who  for- 
get nothing.  Still,  as  forgetful  people  who 
act  in  the  present  can  master  vindic- 
tive people  who  only  brood  on  the  past 
there  is  much  to  be  said  for  England's 
full  share  of  human  thoughtlessness.  It 
is  sometimes  better  not  to  think  at  all 
than  to  think  intensely  and  think  wrong. 

Statesmen  who  know  no  past  history 
are  dangerous  because  contemporary 
history  cannot  be  ascertained.  No  epoch 


is  intelligible  until  it  is  completed  and 
can  be  seen  in  the  distance  as  a  whole, 
like  a  mountain.  The  victorious  combat- 
ants in  the  battle  of  Hastings  did  not 
know  that  they  were  inaugurating  feudal- 
ism for  four  centuries,  nor  the  Red 
Roses  on  Bosworth  Field  and  the  Iron- 
sides at  Naseby  know  that  they  were 
exchanging  it  for  Whig  plutocracy. 
Historians  and  newspaper  editors  can 
see  revolutions  three  centuries  off  but 
not  three  years  off,  much  less  three  hours. 
Had  Marx  and  Engels  been  contem- 
poraries of  Shakespear  they  could  not 
have  written  the  Communist  Manifesto, 
and  would  probably  have  taken  a  hand, 
as  Shakespear  did,  in  the  enclosure  of 
common  lands  as  a  step  forward  in 
civilization. 

HISTORY  STOPS  YESTERDAY: 
STATECRAFT  WORKS   BLINDFOLD 

This  is  why  history  in  our  schools 
stops  far  short  of  the  present  moment, 
and  why  statesmen,  though  they  can 
learn  the  lessons  of  history  from  books 
must  grope  their  way  through  daily 
emergencies  within  the  limits  of  their 
ignorance  as  best  they  can.  If  their  vision 
is  vulgar  and  vindictive  the  guesses  they 
make  may  be  worse  than  the  war.  That 
vision  has  not  widened  nor  that  ability 
grown  of  late.  But  the  perils  of  the 
situation  have  increased  enormously. 
Men  are  what  they  were;  but  war  has 
become  many  times  more  destructive, 
not  of  men,  who  can  be  replaced,  but  of 
the  plant  of  civilization,  the  houses  and 
factories,  the  railways  and  airways,  the 
orchards  and  furrowed  fields,  and  the 
spare  subsistence  which  we  call  capital, 
without  which  civilized  mankind  would 
perish.  Even  the  replacement  of  the  slain 
is  threatened  because  the  latest  bombs 
are  no  respecters  of  sex;  and  where 
there  are  no  women  there  will  soon  be 
no  warriors.  In  some  of  the  air  raids, 
more  women  were  killed  than  men.  The 
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turning  point  of  the  war  was  the  siege 
of  Stalingrad,  written  up  by  the  news- 
papers more  dithyrambically  than  any 
siege  in  history  since  the  siege  of  Troy. 
But  when  the  Greeks  captured  Troy  they 
had  the  city  for  their  pains  as  well  as  the 
glory.  When  the  Red  Army  triumphed 
at  Stalingrad  they  had  nothing  but 
festering  corpses  to  bury,  heaps  of 
rubble  to  clear  away,  and  a  host  of 
prisoners  to  feed.  Meanwhile  the  British 
and  American  armies  were  "liberating" 
French  cities,  Dutch  cities,  Belgian 
cities,  Italian  cities:  that  is,  they  were 
destroying  them  exactly  as  they  were 
destroying  German  cities,  and  having  to 
house  and  feed  their  surviving  inhabit- 
ants after  wrecking  their  water  mains, 
electric  power  stations,  and  railway 
communications.  From  the  national  point 
of  view  this  was  conquest,  glory, 
patriotism,  bravery,  all  claiming  to  be 
necessary  for  security.  From  the  Euro- 
pean wider  angle  it  was  folly  and  devil- 
ment, savagery  and  suicide.  The  ready 
money  collected  for  it  (wars  cannot  be 
fought  on  credit)  was  called  Savings:  a 
barefaced  wicked  lie.  All  the  belligerents 
have  been  bled  white,  and  will  find, 
when  they  claim  their  "savings"  back 
from  their  governments,  that  their  Chan- 
cellors of  the  Exchequer  will  reply,  like 
the  juvenile  spendthrift  exhorted  to  pay 
his  debts  by  Richelieu  in  Lytton's  play, 
"Willingly,  your  Eminence:  where  shall 
I  borrow  die  money?";  for  not  a  farthing 
of  it  (say  12  millions  shot  away  every 
day  for  six  years)  remains;  and  all  of  it 
that  achieved  its  purpose  of  ruin  has 
imposed  on  us  the  added  burden  of 
repairing  what  we  have  destroyed. 

So  much  for  England  frightened  into 
fighting.  The  question  now  is  has  war 
become  frightful  enough  to  frighten  her 
out  of  it?  In  the  last  months  the  bombs 
launched  by  young  British  warriors 
from  airplanes  at  the  risk  of  their  lives 
grew  to  such  prodigious  weight  and 


destructiveness  that  they  wrecked  not 
merely  houses  but  whole  streets,  and 
scattered  blazing  phosphorus  and  mag- 
nesium on  such  a  scale  that  the  victims, 
chiefly  women  \vith  children  who  could 
not  escape  by  flight  as  a  few  of  the  men 
did,  were  stifled  by  having  nothing  to 
breathe  but  white  hot  air,  and  then  burnt 
to  cinders  and  buried  under  the  piles  of 
rubble  that  had  been  their  houses.  We 
rained  these  monster  bombs  on  Ger- 
many until  the  destruction  of  their 
railways  and  munition  factories  made 
retaliation  in  kind  impossible.  Our  flame 
throwing  from  tanks  finished  the  fugi- 


tives. 


WE   SPLIT  THE  ATOM 


But  the  resources  of  decivilization 
were  not  exhausted.  When  we  were 
exulting  in  our  demolition  of  cities  like 
Cologne  and  Hamburg  we  were  very 
considerably  frightened  by  the  descent 
on  London  of  new  projectiles,  un- 
manned yet  aimed  and  guided,  which 
demolished  not  only  streets  but  districts. 
And  when  we  and  our  allies  "liberated" 
German-occupied  territory  (blowing  its 
cities  to  smithereens  largely  in  the  pro- 
cess) we  discovered  that  the  manufacture 
of  these  new  horrors  had  been  planned 
for  on  such  a  scale  that  but  for  their 
capture  in  time  the  tables  might  have 
been  turned  on  us  with  a  vengeance. 

But  we  had  another  card  up  our  sleeve: 
this  time  a  trump  so  diabolical  that  when 
we  played  it  the  war,  which  still  lingered 
in  Japan,  was  brought  to  an  abrupt  stop 
by  an  Anglo-American  contrivance  whicli 
may  conceivably  transform  the  globe 
into  a  cloud  of  flaming  gas  in  which  no 
form  of  life  known  to  us  could  survive 
for  a  moment.  That  such  explosions 
have  visibly  occurred  on  other  stars 
(called  novas)  is  vouched  for  by  our 
astronomers,  who  have  seen  diem  with 
their  naked  eyes  and  studied  their  photo- 
graphs and  spectrographs  for  years  past. 
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When  England  and  the  United  States  of 
North  America  got  ahead  of  Germany 
and  Japan  with  this  terrific  weapon  all 
their  opponents  at  once  surrendered  at 
discretion. 


AN  AMORAL  VICTORY 

This  time  there  could  be  no  sustain- 
able pretence  of  a  moral  victory,  though 
plenty  were  made  as  usual;  for  nothing 
yet  discovered  has  cured  mankind  of 
lying  and  boasting.  It  was  what  Welling- 
ton called  Waterloo,  a  very  near  thing; 
for  had  the  Germans  not  concentrated 
on  the  jet  propulsion  of  pilotless  aero- 
planes instead  of  on  the  atomic  bomb, 
they  might  have  contrived  it  before  us 
and  made  themselves  masters  of  the 
situation  if  not  of  the  world.  They  may 
yet  cheapen  and  improve  on  it.  Or  they 
may  discover  a  gas  lighter  than  air, 
deadly  but  not  destructive.  And  then 
where  shall  we  be?  Ethical  victories 
endure.  Discoveries  cannot  be  guaran- 
teed for  five  minutes. 

Still,  though  the  victory  was  not  a 
triumph  of  Christianity  it  was  a  triumph 
of  Science.  American  and  British  scien- 
tists, given  carte  blanche  in  the  matter  of 
expense,  had  concentrated  on  a  romantic 
and  desperate  search  for  a  means  of 
harnessing  the  mysterious  forces  that 
mould  and  hold  atoms  into  metals, 
minerals,  and  finally  into  such  miracles 
as  human  geniuses,  taking  some  grains 
of  metal  and  a  few  salts  purchasable  at 
the  nearest  oilshop  and  fashioning  with 
them  the  head  of  Shakespear,  to  say 
nothing  of  my  own.  It  is  already  known 
that  the  energy  that  makes  uranium  out 
of  molecules,  escapes  by  slow  radiation 
and  both  kills  and  cures  living  organ- 
isms, leaving  behind  it  not  radium  but 
lead.  If  this  disintegration  could  be 
speeded  up  to  instantaneousness  it  would 
make  a  heat  so  prodigious  that  a  couple 
of  morsels  of  uranium  dropped  from  a 


plane  and  timed  to  collide  and  dis- 
integrate above  a  city  could  convert  that 
city  and  its  inhabitants  into  a  heap  of 
flaming  gas  in  a  fraction  of  a  second. 
The  experiment  was  tried  on  two  Japa- 
nese cities.  Four  square  miles  of  them 
vanished  before  the  experimenters  could 
say  Jack  Robinson. 

There  is  no  getting  away  from  the 
fact  that  if  another  world  war  be  waged 
with  this  new  weapon  there  may  be  an 
end  of  our  civilization  and  its  massed 
populations.  Even  for  those  philosophers 
who  are  of  opinion  that  this  would  not 
be  any  great  loss  there  is  a  further 
possibility.  An  atomic  bomb  attached  to 
a  parachute  and  exploded  in  the  air 
would  devastate  only  as  many  square 
miles  as  it  was  meant  to;  but  if  it  hung 
fire  and  exploded  in  the  earth  it  might 
start  a  continuous  process  of  disintegra- 
tion in  which  our  planet  would  become 
a  nova  to  astronomers  on  Mars,  blazing 
up  and  dimming  out,  leaving  nothing  of 
it  and  of  us  in  the  sky  but  a  gaseous 
nebula. 

It  seems  that  if  "the  sport  of  kings"  is 
to  continue  it  must  be  fought  under 
Queensberry  rules  classing  atomic  bombs 
with  blows  below  the  belt,  and  barring 
them.  But  it  was  the  British  refusal  to 
bar  aerial  bombardment  that  made  the 
air  battles  of  the  world  war  lawful;  and 
these  air  battles  had  already  reduced  war 
to  economic  absurdity  before  the  atomic 
bomb  came  into  action.  War  had  be- 
come logical:  enemies  were  massacred 
or  transported:  wayleave  was  abolished. 
Thus  the  victors  were  left  with  the  terror 
of  their  own  discovery,  and  the  van- 
quished with  the  hope  that  they  may 
soon  discover  for  themselves  how  to 
disintegrate  uranium  or  perhaps  some 
other  element  with  ten  times  its  energy. 
And  two  of  the  great  allies,  England  and 
America,  flatly  refuse  to  share  the  secret 
of  the  new  bomb  with  Russia,  the  third. 
Villages  in  India  are  still  wiped  out  to 
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"larn"  their  mostly  harmless  inhabitants 
not  to  snipe  at  British  soldiers.  The 
alarm  is  general:  the  cry  of  all  hands,  the 
triumphant  even  more  than  the  subju- 
gated, is  that  there  must  be  an  end  of 
war.  But  all  the  other  cries  are  as  warlike 
as  ever.  The  victorious  Allies  agree  in 
demanding  that  Germans  and  Japanese 
must  be  treated  as  Catholic  Ireland  was 
treated  by  England  in  the  seventeenth 
century. 

Some  of  them  are  now  consoling 
themselves  with  the  hope  that  the  atomic 
bomb  has  made  war  impossible.  That 
hope  ha^often  been  entertained  before. 
Colonel  Robinson,  in  The  Nineteenth 
Century  And  After,  has  given  a  list  of 
previous  discoveries,  dating  back  to  B.C., 
which  have  developed  the  technique  of 
killing  from  the  single  combats  of  the 
Trojan  war,  fought  man  to  man,  to 
artillery  operations  and  air  raids  in  which 
the  combatants  are  hundreds  of  miles 
apart  on  the  ground  or  thousands  of  feet 
up  in  the  air  dropping  bombs  and  flying 
away  at  a  speed  of  ten  miles  per  second, 
never  seeing  one  another  nor  the  mischief 
they  do.  At  every  development  it  is 
complained  that  war  is  no  longer  justifi- 
able as  a  test  of  heroic  personal  qualities, 
and  demonstrated  that  it  has  become  too 
ruinous  to  be  tolerated  as  an  institution. 
War  and  imperialist  diplomacy  persist 
none  the  less. 

CIVILIZATION'S  WILL  TO  LIVE  ALWAYS 
DEFEATED  BY  DEMOCRACY 

Mankind,  though  pugnacious,  yet  has 
an  instinct  which  checks  it  on  the  brink 
of  selfdestruction.  We  are  still  too  close 
to  the  time  when  men  had  to  fight  with 
wild  beasts  for  their  lives  and  with  one 
another  for  their  possessions,  and  when 
women  had  to  choose  fighters  for  their 
mates  to  protect  them  from  robbery  and 
rapine  at  their  work  as  mothers,  nurses, 
cooks,  and  kitchen  gardeners.  There  are 
still  places  in  the  world  where  after 


tribal  battles  the  victors  eat  the  van- 
quished and  the  women  share  the  feast 
with    the  warriors.   In    others    foreign 
explorers,  visitors,  and  passengers  are 
killed  as  strangers.  The  veneer  of  civili- 
zation  which    distinguishes   Europeans 
from  these  tribesmen  and  their  wives  is 
dangerously  thin.  Even  English  ladies 
and  gentlemen  "go  Fan  tee"  occasionally. 
Christmas  cards  will  not  prevent  them 
from  using  atomic  bombs  if  they  are 
again  frightened  and  provoked.  But  the 
magnitude  of  the  new  peril  rouses  that 
other  instinct,  stronger  finally  than  pug- 
nacity, that  the  race  must  not  perish. 
This   does   not   mean   that   civilization 
cannot  perish.  Civilizations  have  never 
finally  survived:  they  have  perished  over 
and  over  again  because  they  failed  to 
make  themselves  worth  their  cost  to  the 
masses  whom  they  enslaved.  Even  at 
home  they  could  not  master  the  art  of 
governing  millions  of  people  for  the 
common  good  in  spite  of  people's  in- 
veterate objection  to  be  governed  at  all. 
Law  has  been  popularly  known  only  as 
oppression  and  taxation,  and  politics  as 
a  clamor  for  less  government  and  more 
liberty.  That  citizens  get  better  value  for 
the  rates  and  taxes  they  pay  than  for 
most  other  items  in  their  expenditure 
never  occurs  to  them.  They  will  pay  a 
third  of  their  weekly  earnings  or  more 
to  an  idle  landlord  as  if  that  were  a  law 
of  nature;  but  a  collection  from  them  by 
the  rate  collector  they  resent  as  sheer 
robbery:  the  truth  being  precisely  the 
reverse.  They  see  nothing  extravagant  in 
basing  democracy  on  an  assumption  that 
every  adult  native  is  either  a  Marcus 
Aurelius    or    a    combination    of   Saint 
Teresa    and    Queen    Elizabeth   Tudor, 
supremely    competent    to    choose    any 
tinker  tailor  soldier  sailor  or  any  good- 
looking  well  dressed  female  to  rule  over 
them.  This  insane  prescription  for  per- 
fect democracy  of  course  makes  democ- 
racy impossible  and  the  adventures  of 
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Cromwell,  Napoleon,  Hitler,  and  the  in- 
numerable conquistadores  and  upstart 
presidents  of  South  American  history 
inevitable.  There  never  has  been  and 
never  will  be  a  government  which  is  both 
plebiscitary  and  democratic,  because  the 
plebs  do  not  want  to  be  governed,  and 
the  plutocrats  who  humbug  them,  though 
they  are  so  far  democratic  that  they  must 
for  their  own  sakes  keep  their  slaves 
alive  and  efficient,  use  their  powers  to 
increase  their  revenues  and  suppress 
resistance  to  their  appropriation  of  all 
products  and  services  in  excess  of  this 
minimum.  Substitute  a  plebeian  govern- 
ment, and  it  can  only  carry  on  to  the 
same  point  with  the  same  political 
machinery,  except  that  the  plunder  goes 
to  the  Trade  Unions  instead  of  to  the 
plutocrats.  This  may  be  a  considerable 
advance;  but  when  the  plebeian  govern- 
ment attempts  to  re-organize  production 
collectively  so  as  to  increase  the  product 
and  bring  the  highest  culture  within  the 
reach  of  all  who  are  capable  of  it,  and 
make  the  necessary  basic  material  pros- 
perity general  and  equal,  the  dread  and 
natred  of  government  as  such,  calling 
itself  Liberty  and  Democracy,  reasserts 
itself  and  stops  the  way.  Only  when  a 
war  makes  collective  organization  com- 
pulsory on  pain  of  slaughter,  subjuga- 
tion, and  nowadays  extinction  by  bombs, 
jet  propelled  or  atomic,  is  any  substantial 
advance  made  or  men  of  action  tolerated 
as  Prime  Ministers.  The  first  four  years 
of  world  war  forced  us  to  choose  a  man 
of  action  as  leader;  but  when  the  armis- 
tice came  we  got  rid  of  him  and  had  a 
succession  of  premiers  who  could  be 
trusted  to  do  nothing  revolutionary. 
Our  ideal  was  "a  commonplace  type 
with  a  stick  and  a  pipe  and  a  half  bred 
black  and  tan."  Even  Franklin  Roosevelt 
won  his  first  presidential  election  more 
by  a  photograph  of  himself  in  the  act  of 
petting  a  baby  than  by  his  political 
program,  which  few  understood:  indeed 


he  only  half  understood  it  himself. 
When  Mr  Winston  Churchill,  as  a  man 
of  action,  had  to  be  substituted  for  the 
faineants  when  the  war  was  resumed,  his 
big  cigars  and  the  genial  romantic  oratory 
in  which  he  glorified  the  war  maintained 
his  popularity  until  the  war  was  over  and 
he  opened  the  General  Election  cam- 
paign by  announcing  a  domestic  policy 
which  was  a  hundred  years  out  of  fashion, 
and  promised  nothing  to  a  war  weary 
proletariat  eager  for  a  Utopia  in  which 
there  should  be  no  military  controls  and 
a  New  World  inaugurated  in  which 
everybody  was  to  be  both  employed  and 
liberated. 

Mr  Churchill  at  once  shared  the  fate  of 
Lloyd  George;  and  the  Utopians  carried 
the  day  triumphantly.  But  the  New 
World  proved  the  same  as  the  old  one, 
with  the  same  fundamental  resistance  to 
change  of  habits  and  the  same  dread  of 
government  interference  surviving  in  the 
adult  voter  like  the  child's  dread  of  % 
policeman. 

It  may  be  asked  how  it  is  that  social 
changes  do  actually  take  place  under 
these  circumstances.  The  reply  is  that 
other  circumstances  create  such  emergen- 
cies, dangers,  and  hardships,  that  the  very 
people  who  dread  Government  action 
are  the  first  to  run  to  the  Government 
for  a  remedy,  crying  that  "something 
must  be  done."  And  so  civilization, 
though  dangerously  slowed  down,  forces, 
its  way  piecemeal  in  spite  of  stagnant 
ignorance  and  selfishness. 

Besides,  there  are  always  ancient  con- 
stitutions and  creeds  to  be  reckoned  with; 
and  these  are  not  the  work  of  adult  suf- 
frage, but  inheritances  from  feudal  and 
ecclesiastical  systems  which  had  to  pro- 
vide law  and  order  during  the  intervals 
between  dominating  personalities,  when 
ordinary  governments  had  to  mark  time 
by  doing  what  was  done  last  time  until 
the  next  big  boss  came  along  and  became 
a  popular  idol,  worshipped  at  the  polls  by- 
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99  per  cent  majorities. 

All  the  evidence  available  so  far  is  to 
the  effect  that  since  the  dawn  of  history 
there  has  been  no  change  in  the  natural 
political  capacity  of  the  human  species. 
The  comedies  of  Aristophanes  and  the 
Bible  are  at  hand  to  convince  anyone  who 
doubts  this.  But  this  does  not  mean  that 
enlightenment  is  impossible.  Without  it 
our  attempts  at  democracy  will  wreck  our 
civilization  as  they  have  wrecked  all  the 
earlier  civilizations  we  know  of.  The 
ancient  empires  were  not  destroyed  by 
foreign  barbarians.  They  assimilated  them 
easily.  They  destroyed  themselves:  their 
collapse  was  the  work  of  their  own  well 
meaning  native  barbarians.  Yet  these  bar- 
barians, like  our  own  at  present,  included 
a  percentage  of  thinkers  who  had  their 
imaginations  obsessed  by  Utopias  in 
which  perfectly  wise  governments  were 
to  make  everybody  prosperous  and 
happy.  Their  old  men  saw  visions  and 
their  young  men  dreamed  dreams  just  as 
they  do  now.  But  they  were  not  all  such 
fools  as  to  believe  that  their  visions  and 
dreams  could  be  realized  by  Tom,  Dick, 
and  Harriet  voting  for  Titus  Gates,  Lord 
George  Gordon,  Horatio  Bottomley, 
Napoleon,  or  Hitler.  My  experience  as  an 
enlightener,  which  is  considerable,  is  that 
what  is  wrong  with  the  average  citizen  is 
not  altogether  deficient  political  capacity. 
It  is  largely  ignorance  of  facts,  creating  a 
vacuum  into  which  all  sorts  of  romantic 
antiquarian  junk  and  cast-off  primitive 
religion  rushes.  I  have  to  enlighten  sects 
describing  themselves  as  Conservatives, 
Socialists,  Protestants,  Catholics,  Com- 
munists, Fascists,  Fabians,  Friends  (Qua- 
kers), Ritualists,  all  bearing  labels  which 
none  of  them  can  define,  and  which  indi- 
cate tenets  which  none  of  them  accept  as 
practical  rules  of  life  and  many  of  them 
repudiate  with  abhorrence  when  they  are 
presented  without  their  labels.  I  was  bap- 
tized as  a  member  of  the  then  established 
Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  Ireland. 


My  religious  education  left  me  convinced 
that  I  wras  entitled  to  call  myself  a  Prot- 
estant because  I  believed  that  Catholics 
were  an  inferior  species  who  would  all  go, 
to  hell  when  they  died;  and  I  daresay  the 
Roman  Catholic  children  with  whom  I 
was  forbidden  to  play  believed  that  the 
same  eternity  of  torment  awaited  me  in 
spite  of  Pope  Pius  the  Ninth's  humane  in- 
struction to  them  to  absolve  me  on  the 
plea  of  invincible  ignorance.  We  were 
both  taught  to  worship  "a  tenth  rate  tri- 
bal deity"  of  the  most  vindictive,  jealous, 
and  ruthless  pugnacity,  equally  with  his 
Christlike  Son.  Just  so  today  Conserva- 
tives know  nothing  of  the  Tory  creed, 
but  are  convinced  that  the  rulers  of  Russia 
are  bloodstained  tyrants,  robbers  and 
murderers,  and  their  subjects  slaves  with- 
out rights  or  liberties.  All  good  Russians 
believe  equally  that  the  capitalist  rulers  of 
the  Western  plutocracies  are  ruthless  des- 
pots out  for  nothing  but  exploiting  labor 
in  pursuit  of  surplus  value,  as  Marx  called 
rent,  interest,  and  profit.  They  group, 
themselves  in  political  parties  and  clubs 
in  which  none  of  them  knows  what  he  or. 
she  is  talking  about.  Some  of  them  have. 
Utopian  aspirations,  and  have  read  the 
prophets  and  sages,  from  Moses  to  Marx> 
and  from  Plato  to  Ruskin  and  Inge;  but  a 
question  as  to  a  point  of  existing  law  or 
the  function  of  a  County  Council  strikes 
them  dumb.  They  are  more  dangerous 
than  simpletons  and  illiterates  because  on 
the  strength  of  their  irrelevant  schooling 
they  believe  themselves  politically  edu- 
cated, and  are  accepted  as  authorities  on 
political  subjects  accordingly. 

Now  this  political  ignorance  and  delu- 
sion is  curable  by  simple  instruction  as  to, 
the  facts  without  any  increase  of  political 
capacity.  I  am  ending  as  a  sage  with  a 
very  scrappy  and  partial  knowledge  of 
the  world.  I  do  not  see  why  I  should  not 
have  begun  with  it  if  I  had  been  told  it  all 
to  begin  with:  I  was  more  capable  of  it 
then  than  I  am  now  in  my  dotage.  When 
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I  am  not  writing  plays  as  a  more  or  less 
inspired  artist  I  write  political  school- 
books  in  which  I  say  nothing  of  the 
principles  of  Socialism  or  any  other  Ism 
(I  disposed  of  all  that  long  ago),  and  try 
to  open  my  readers'  eyes  to  the  political 
facts  under  which  they  live.  I  cannot 
change  their  minds;  but  I  can  increase 
their  knowledge.  A  little  knowledge  is  a 
dangerous  thing;  but  we  must  take  that 
risk  because  a  little  is  as  much  as  our  big- 
gest heads  can  hold;  and  a  citizen  who 
knows  that  the  earth  is  round  and  older 
than  six  thousand  years  is  less  dangerous 
than  one  of  equal  capacity  who  believes  it 
is  a  flat  groundfloor  between  a  first  floor 
heaven  and  a  basement  hell. 


INCOMPETENT  GOVERNMENTS  ARE 
THE  CRUELLEST 

The  need  for  confining  authority  to 
the  instructed  and  capable  has  been  de- 
monstrated by  terrible  lessons  daily  for 
years  past.  As  I  write,  dockfulls  of  Ger- 
man prisoners  of  war,  male  and  female, 
are  being  tried  on  charges  of  hideous 
cruelties  perpetrated  by  them  at  concen- 
tration camps.  The  witnesses  describe  the 
horrors  of  life  and  death  in  them;  and  the 
newspapers  class  the  accused  as  fiends  and 
monsters.  But  they  also  publish  photo- 
graphs of  them  in  which  they  appear  as 
ordinary  human  beings  who  could  be 
paralleled  from  any  crowd  or  army. 

These  Germans  had  to  live  in  the 
camps  with  their  prisoners.  It  must  have 
been  very  uncomfortable  and  dangerous 
for  them.  But  they  had  been  placed  in 
authority  and  management,  and  had  to 
organize  the  feeding,  lodging,  and  sani- 
tation of  more  and  more  thousands  of 
prisoners  and  refugees  thrust  upon  them 
by  the  central  government.  And  as  they 
were  responsible  for  the  custody  of  their 
prisoners  they  had  to  be  armed  to  the 
teeth  and  their  prisoners  completely  dis- 
armed. Only  eminent  leadership,  experi- 


ence, and  organizing  talent  could  deal 
with  such  a  situation. 

Well,  they  simply  lacked  these  quali- 
ties. They  were  not  fiends  in  human  form; 
but  they  did  not  know  what  to  do  with 
the  thousands  thrown  on  their  care.  There 
was  some  food;  but  they  could  not  dis- 
tribute it  except  as  rations  among  them- 
selves. They  could  do  nothing  with  their 
prisoners  but  overcrowd  them  within  any 
four  walls  that  were  left  standing,  lock 
them  in,  and  leave  them  almost  starving 
to  die  of  typhus.  When  further  over- 
crowding became  physically  impossible 
they  could  do  nothing  with  their  un- 
walled  prisoners  but  kill  them  and  burn 
the  corpses  they  could  not  bury.  And 
even  this  they  could  not  organize  frankly 
and  competently:  they  had  to  make  their 
victims  die  of  illusage  instead  of  by  mili- 
tary law.  Under  such  circumstances  any 
miscellaneous  collection  of  irresistibly 
armed  men  would  be  demoralized;  and 
the  natural  percentage  of  callous  toughs 
among  them  would  wallow  in  cruelty  and 
in  the  exercise  of  irresponsible  authority 
for  its  own  sake.  Man  beating  is  better 
sport  than  bear  baiting  or  cock  fighting 
or  even  child  beating,  of  which  some  sen- 
sational English  cases  were  in  the  papers 
at  home  at  the  time.  Had  there  been  effi- 
cient handling  of  the  situation  by  the 
authorities  (assuming  this  to  have  been 
possible)  none  of  these  atrocities  would 
have  occurred.  They  occur  in  every  war 
when  the  troops  get  out  of  hand. 

HITLER 

The  German  government  was  rotten 
at  the  centre  as  well  as  at  the  periphery. 
The  Hohenzollern  monarchy  in  Ger- 
many, with  an  enormous  military  pres- 
tige based  on  its  crushing  defeat  of  the 
Bonapartist  French  Army  in  1871  (I  was 
fifteen  at  the  time,  and  remember  it  quite 
well)  was  swept  away  in  1918  by  the 
French  Republic.  The  rule  of  the  mon- 
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arch  was  succeeded  by  the  rule  of  any- 
body chosen  by  everybody,  supposed,  as 
usual,  to  secure  the  greatest  common 
measure  of  welfare,  which  is  the  object 
of  democracy,  but  which  really  means 
that  a  political  career  is  open  to  any  ad- 
venturer. It  happened  that  in  Munich  in 
1930  there  was  a  young  man  named  Hitler 
who  had  served  in  the  Four  Years  War. 
Having  no  special  military  talent  he  had 
achieved  no  more  as  a  soldier  than  the 
Iron  Cross  and  the  rank  of  corporal.  He 
was  poor  and  what  we  call  no  class,  being 
a  Bohemian  with  artistic  tastes  but  neither 
training  nor  talent  enough  to  succeed  as 
an  artist,  and  was  thus  hung  up  between 
the  bourgeoisie  for  which  he  had  no  in- 
come and  the  working  class  for  which  he 
had  no  craft.  But  he  had  a  voice  and  could 
talk,  and  soon  became  a  beer  cellar  orator 
who  could  hold  his  audience.  He  joined  a 
cellar  debating  society  (like  our  old 
Coger's  Hall)  and  thereby  brought  its 
numbers  up  to  seven.  His  speeches  soon 
attracted  considerable  reinforcements  and 
established  him  as  a  leading  spirit.  Much 
of  what  he  spouted  was  true.  As  a  soldier 
he  had  learnt  that  disciplined  men  can 
make  short  work  of  mobs;  that  party  par- 
liaments on  the  British  model  neither 
could  nor  would  abolish  the  poverty  that 
was  so  bitter  to  him;  that  the  Treaty  of 
Versailles  under  which  Germany,  de- 
feated and  subjected  far  beyond  the  last 
penny  she  could  spare,  could  be  torn  up 
clause  by  clause  by  anyone  with  a  big 
enough  army  to  intimidate  the  plunder- 
ers; and  that  Europe  was  dominated  eco- 
nomically by  a  plutocracy  of  financiers 
who  had  got  the  whip  hand  even  of  the 
employers.  So  far  he  was  on  solid  ground, 
with  unquestionable  facts  to  support  him. 
But  he  mixed  the  facts  up  with  fancies 
such  as  that  all  plutocrats  are  Jews;  that 
the  Jews  are  an  accursed  race  who  should 
be  exterminated  as  such;  that  the  Ger- 
mans are  a  chosen  race  divinely  destined 
to  rule  the  world;  and  that  all  she  needs 


to  establish  her  rule  is  an  irresistible  army. 
These  delusions  were  highly  flattering  to 
Hans,  Fritz,  and  Gretchen  at  large  as  well 
as  to  the  beer  drinkers  in  the  cellar;  and 
when  an  attempt  was  made  to  silence 
the  new  Hitlerites  by  hired  gangsters, 
Hitler  organized  a  bodyguard  for  himself 
so  effectively  that  the  opposition  was 
soon  sprawling  in  the  street. 

With  this  stock  in  trade  Hitler  found 
himself  a  born  leader,  and,  like  Jack  Cade, 
Wat  Tyler,  Essex  under  Elizabeth  Tudor, 
Emmet  under  Dublin  Castle,  and  Louis 
Napoleon  under  the  Second  Republic, 
imagined  he  had  only  to  appear  in  the 
streets  with  a  flag  to  be  acclaimed  and 
followed  by  the  whole  population.  He 
tried  the  experiment  with  a  general  from 
the  Four  Years  War  at  his  side  and  such 
converts  to  his  vogue  and  eloquence  as 
his  beer  cellar  orations  had  made.  With 
this  nucleus  he  marched  through  the 
streets.  A  rabble  gathered  and  followed 
to  see  the  fun,  as  rabbles  always  will  in 
cities.  In  London  I  have  seen  thousands 
of  citizens  rushing  to  see  why  the  others 
were  rushing,  and  to  find  out  why.  It 
looked  like  a  revolutionary  imeute.  On 
one  occasion  it  was  a  runaway  cow.  On 
another  it  was  Mary  Pickford,  "World's 
Sweetheart"  of  the  old  silent  films,  dri- 
ving to  her  hotel  in  a  taxi. 

For  a  moment  Hitler  may  have  fancied 
that  a  success  like  that  of  Mussolini's 
march  to  Rome  (he  went  by  train)  was 
within  his  grasp.  He  had  the  immediate 
precedent  of  Kurt  Eisner's  successful 
Putsch  to  encourage  him.  But  Eisner  was 
not  resisted.  When  Hitler  and  his  crowd 
came  face  to  face  with  the  Government 
troops  they  did  not  receive  him  as  the 
grognards  of  the  Bourbon  army  received 
Napoleon  on  his  return  from  Elba.  They 
opened  fire  on  him.  His  rabble  melted 
and  fled.  He  and  General  Ludendorff  had 
to  throw  themselves  flat  on  the  pavement 
to  avoid  the  bullets.  He  was  imprisoned  for 
eight  months  for  his  escapade,  not  having 
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frightened  the  Government  enough  to 
be  considered  worth  killing  as  Cade, 
Tyler,  and  Essex  were  killed.  In  prison, 
he  and  his  companion-secretary  Hess, 
wrote  a  book  entitled  Mein  KampfQAy 
Struggle,  My  Program,  My  Views  or 
what  you  please). 

Like  Louis  Napoleon  he  had  now  learnt 
his  lesson:  namely,  that  Putsches  are  a 
last  desperate  method,  not  a  first  one,  and 
that  adventurers  must  come  to  terms  with 
the  captains  of  finance  and  industry,  the 
bankers,  and  the  Conservatives  who  really 
control  the  nations  wherever  the  people 
choose  what  rulers  they  please,  before  he 
can  hope  to  be  accepted  by  them  as  a 
figure  head.  Hitler  had  sufficient  histri- 
onic magnetism  to  strike  this  bargain 
even  to  the  extent  of  being  made  perpet- 
ual chancellor  of  the  German  Realm  with 
more  than  royal  honors,  though  his 
whole  stock-in-trade  was  a  brazen  voice 
and  a  doctrine  made  up  of  scraps  of 
Socialism,  mortal  hatred  of  the  Jews,  and 
complete  contempt  for  pseudo-demo- 
cratic parliamentary  mobocracy. 

PSEUDO   MESSIAH   AND   MADMAN 

So  far  he  was  the  creature  and  tool  of 
the  plutocracy.  But  the  plutocracy  had 
made  a  bad  bargain.  The  moment  it  made 
Hitler  a  figure  head,  popular  idolatry 
made  a  prophet  and  a  hero  of  him,  and 
gave  him  a  real  personal  power  far  in  ex- 
cess of  that  enjoyed  by  any  commercial 
magnate.  He  massacred  all  his  political 
rivals  not  only  with  impunity  but  with 
full  parliamentary  approval.  Like  St  Peter 
on  a  famous  earlier  occasion  the  German 
people  cried  "Thou  art  the  Christ",  with 
the  same  result.  Power  and  worship 
turned  Hitler's  head;  and  the  national 
benefactor  who  began  by  abolishing  un- 
employment, tearing  up  the  Treaty  of 
Versailles,  and  restoring  the  selfrespect  of 
sixty  millions  of  his  fellow  countrymen, 
became  the  mad  Messiah  who,  as  lord  of 


a  Chosen  Race,  was  destined  to  establish 
the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth — a  Ger- 
man kingdom  of  a  German  God — by 
military  conquest  of  the  rest  of  mankind. 
Encouraged  by  spineless  attempts  to  ap- 
pease him  he  attacked  Russia,  calculating 
that  as  a  crusader  against  Soviet  Com- 
munism he  would  finally  be  joined  by  the 
whole  Capitalist  West. 

But  the  Capitalist  West  was  much  too 
shortsighted  and  jealous  to  do  anything 
so  intelligent.  It  shook  hands  with  Stalin 
and  stabbed  Hitler  in  the  back.  He  put  up 
a  tremendous  fight,  backed  by  his  fellow 
adventurers  in  Italy  and  Spain;  but,  being 
neither  a  Julius  Caesar  nor  a  Mahomet, 
he  failed  to  make  his  initial  conquests 
welcome  and  permanent  by  improving 
the  condition  of  the  inhabitants.  On  the 
contrary  he  made  his  name  execrated 
wherever  he  conquered.  The  near  West 
rose  up  against  him,  and  was  joined  by 
the  mighty  far  West  of  America.  After 
twelve  years  of  killing  other  people  he 
had  to  kill  himself,  and  leave  his  accomp- 
lices to  be  hanged. 

The  moral  for  conquerors  of  empires 
is  that  if  they  substitute  savagery  for 
civilization  they  are  doomed.  If  they  sub- 
stitute civilization  for  savagery  they  make 
good,  and  establish  a  legitimate  title  to 
the  territories  they  invade.  When  Musso- 
lini invaded  Abyssinia  and  made  it  pos- 
sible for  a  stranger  to  travel  there  without 
being  killed  by  the  native  Danakils  he 
was  rendering  the  same  service  to  the 
world  as  we  had  in  rendering  by  the  same 
methods  (including  poison  gas)  in  the 
north  west  provinces  of  India,  and  had 
already  completed  in  Australia,  New 
Zealand,  and  the  Scottish  Highlands.  It 
was  not  for  us  to  throw  stones  at  Musso, 
and  childishly  refuse  to  call  his  puppet 
king  Emperor.  But  we  did  throw  stones, 
and  made  no  protest  when  his  star 
was  eclipsed  and  he  was  scandalously 
lynched  in  Milan.  The  Italians  had  had 
enough  of  him;  for  he,  too,  was  neither 
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a  Caesar  nor  a  Mahomet. 

Contemplating  the  careers  of  these  two 
poor  devils  one  cannot  help  asking  was 
their  momentary  grandeur  worth  while? 
I  pointed  out  once  that  the  career  of 
Bourrienne,  Napoleon's  valet-secretary 
for  a  while,  was  far  longer,  more  fortu- 
nate, easier  and  more  comfortable  in 
every  commonsense  way,  than  that  of 
Napoleon,  who,  with  an  interval  of  one 
year,  was  Emperor  for  fourteen  years. 
Mussolini  kept  going  for  more  than 
twenty.  So  did  Louis  Napoleon,  backed 
by  popular  idolization  of  his  uncle,  who 
had  become  a  national  hero,  as  Hitler  will 
become  in  Germany  presently.  Whether 
these  adventurers  would  have  been  hap- 
pier in  obscurity  hardly  matters;  for  they 
were  kept  too  busy  to  bother  themselves 
about  happiness;  and  the  extent  to  which 
they  enjoyed  their  activities  and  authority 
and  deification  is  unknown.  They  were 
finally  scrapped  as  failures  and  nuisances, 
though  they  all  began  by  effecting  some 
obvious  reforms  over  which  party  parlia- 
ments had  been  boggling  for  centuries. 
Such  successes  as  they  had  were  reactions 
from  the  failures  of  the  futile  parliament- 
ary talking  shops,  which  were  them- 
selves reactions  from  the  bankruptcies  of 
incompetent  monarchs,  both  mobs  and 
monarchs  being  products  of  political  idol- 
atry and  ignorance.  The  wider  the  suf- 
frage, the  greater  the  confusion.  "Swings 
to  the  Left"  followed  by  "swings  to  the 
Right"  kept  the  newspapers  and  the  poli- 
tical windbags  amused  and  hopeful.  We 
are  still  humbugging  ourselves  into  the 
belief  that  the  swings  to  the  Left  are 
democratic  and  those  to  the  Right  im- 
perial. They  are  only  swings  from  failure 
to  failure  to  secure  substantial  democ- 
racy, which  means  impartial  government 
for  the  good  of  the  governed  by  qualified 
rulers.  Popular  anarchism  defeats  them 
all. 

Upstart  dictators  and  legitimate  mon- 
archs have  not  all  been  personal  failures. 


From  Pisistratus  to  Porfirio,  Ataturk, 
and  Stalin,  able  despots  have  made  good 
by  doing  things  better  and  much  more 
promptly  than  parliaments.  They  have 
kept  their  heads  and  known  their  limita- 
tions. Ordinary  mortals  like  Nero,  Paul 
of  Russia,  our  James  the  Second,  Riza 
Khan  in  Iran,  and  some  of  the  small  fry 
of  degenerate  hereditary  tribal  chiefs  like 
Theebaw  in  Burma  have  gone  crazy  and 
become  worse  nuisances  than  mad  dogs. 
Lord  Acton's  dictum  that  power  cor- 
rupts gives  no  idea  of  the  extent  to  which 
flattery,  deference,  power  and  apparently 
unlimited  money,  can  upset  and  demoral- 
ize simpletons  who  in  their  proper  places 
are  good  fellows  enough.  To  them  the 
exercise  of  authority  is  not  a  heavy  and 
responsible  job  which  strains  their  mental 
capacity  and  industry  to  the  utmost,  but 
a  delightful  sport  to  be  indulged  for  its 
own  sake,  and  asserted  and  reasserted  by 
cruelty  and  monstrosity. 

DEMOCRACY  MISUNDERSTOOD 

Democracy  and  equality,  without  which 
no  State  can  achieve  the  maximum  of  be- 
neficence and  stability,  are  still  frightfully 
misunderstood  and  confused.  Popular 
logic  about  them  is,  like  most  human 
logic,  mere  association  of  ideas,  or,  to  call 
it  by  die  new  name  invented  by  its  mon- 
strous product  Pavlov,  conditional  reflex. 
Government  of  the  people  for  the  people, 
which  is  democracy,  is  supposed  to  be 
achievable  through  government  by  the 
people  in  the  form  of  adult  suffrage, 
which  is  finally  so  destructive  of  democ- 
racy that  it  ends  in  a  reaction  into  despot- 
idolatry.  Equality  is  supposed  to  mean 
similarity  of  political  talent,  which  varies 
as  much  as  musical  or  mathematical  or 
military  capacity  from  individual  to  indi- 
vidual, from  William  Rufus  to  Charles 
II,  from  Nero  to  Marcus  Aurelius,  from 
Monmouth  and  Prince  Charlie  to  Alex- 
ander and  Napoleon.  Genuine  democ- 
racy requires  that  the  people  shall  choose 
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their  rulers,  and,  if  they  will,  change  them 
at  sufficient  intervals;  but  the  choice  must 
be  limited  to  the  public  spirited  and  politi- 
cally talented,  of  whom  Nature  always 
provides  not  only  the  necessary  percent- 
age, but  superfluity  enough  to  give  the 
people  a  choice.  Equality,  which  in  prac- 
tice means  intermarriageability,  is  based 
on  the  hard  facts  that  the  greatest  genius 
costs  no  more  to  feed  and  clothe  and 
lodge  than  the  narrowest  minded  duffer, 
and  at  a  pinch  can  do  with  less,  and  that 
the  most  limited  craftsman  or  laborer 
who  can  do  nothing  without  direction 
from  a  thinker,  is,  if  worth  employing  at 
all,  as  necessary  and  important  socially  as 
the  ablest  director.  Equality  between 
them  is  either  equality  of  income  and  of 
income  only  or  an  obvious  lie. 

Equality  of  income  is  practicable 
enough:  any  sporting  peer  with  his  mind 
bounded  by  the  racecourse  can  dine  on 
equal  terms  with  an  astronomer  whose 
mental  domain  is  the  universe.  Their 
children  are  intermarriageable  without 
misalliance.  But  when  we  face  the  demo- 
cratic task  of  forming  panels  of  the  per- 
sons eligible  for  choice  as  qualified  rulers 
we  find  first  that  none  of  our  tests  are 
trustworthy  or  sufficient,  and  finally  that 
we  have  no  qualified  rulers  at  all,  only 
bosses.  The  rule  of  vast  commonwealths 
is  beyond  the  political  capacity  of  man- 
kind at  its  ablest.  Our  Solons,  Caesars  and 
Washingtons,  Lenins,  Stalins  and  Night- 
ingales, may  be  better  than  their  best 
competitors;  but  they  die  in  their  child- 
hood as  far  as  statesmanship  is  concerned, 
playing  golf  and  tennis  and  bridge,  smok- 
ing tobacco  and  drinking  alcohol  as  part 
of  their  daily  diet,  hunting,  shooting, 
coursing,  reading  tales  of  murder  and 
adultery  and  police  news,  wearing  fan- 
tastic collars  and  cuffs,  with  the  women 
on  high  heels  staining  their  nails,  daubing 
their  lips,  painting  their  faces:  in  short, 
doing  all  sorts  of  things  that  are  child's 
play  and  not  the  exercises  or  recreations 


of  statesmen  and  senators.  Evca  when 
they  have  read  Plato,  the  Gospels,  and 
Karl  Marx,  and  to  that  extent  know  what 
they  have  to  do,  they  do  not  know  how 
to  do  it,  and  stick  in  the  old  grooves  for 
want  of  the  new  political  technique  which 
is  evolving  under  pressure  of  circum- 
stances in  Russia.  Their  attempts  at  edu- 
cation and  schooling  end  generally  in  boy 
farms  and  concentration  camps  with  flog- 
ging blocks,  from  which  the  prisoners 
when  they  adolesce  emerge  as  trained  and 
prejudiced  barbarians  with  a  hatred  of 
learning  and  discipline,  and  a  dense  ignor- 
ance of  what  life  is  to  nine  tenths  of  their 
compatriots. 

"GREAT  MEN" 

Here  and  there,  however,  cases  of  extra- 
ordinary faculty  shew  what  mankind  is 
capable  of  within  its  existing  framework. 
In  mathematics  we  have  not  only  New- 
tons  and  Einsteins,  but  obscure  illiterate 
"lightning  calculators,"  to  whom  the 
answers  to  arithmetical  and  chronological 
problems  that  would  cost  me  a  long  pro- 
cess of  cyphering  (if  I  could  solve  them 
at  all)  are  instantly  obvious.  In  grammar 
and  scripture  I  am  practically  never  at  a 
loss;  but  I  have  never  invented  a  machine, 
though  I  am  built  like  engineers  who, 
though  they  are  never  at  a  loss  with 
machinery,  are  yet  so  unable  to  put  de- 
scriptions of  their  inventions  into  words 
that  they  have  to  be  helped  out  by  patent 
agents  of  no  more  than  common  literary 
ability.  Mozart,  able  in  his  infancy  to  do 
anything  he  pleased  in  music,  from  the 
simplest  sonata  to  the  most  elaborate  sym- 
phony or  from  the  subtlest  comic  or 
tragic  opera  to  fugal  settings  of  the  Mass, 
resembled  millions  of  Austrians  who 
could  not  to  save  their  lives  hum  a  line  of 
Deutschland  iiber  Alles  nor  compose  a  bar 
of  music  playable  by  one  finger,  much 
less  concerted  for  30  different  orchestral 
instruments.  In  philosophy  we  spot  Des- 
cartes and  Kant,  Swift  and  Schopenhauer, 
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Butler  and  Bergson,  Richard  Wagner  and 
Karl  Marx,  Blake  and  Shelley,  Ruskin 
and  Morris,  with  dozens  of  uncrucified 
Jesuses  and  saintly  women  in  every  gener- 
ation, look  like  vindictive  retaliators,pug- 
nacious  sportsmen,  and  devout  believers 
in  ancient  tribal  idols.  The  geniuses  them- 
selves are  steeped  in  vulgar  superstitions 
and  prejudices:  Bunyan  and  Newton  as- 
tound us  not  only  by  their  specific  talents 
but  by  their  credulity  and  Bible  fetichism. 
We  prate  gravely  of  their  achievements 
and  faculties  as  attainments  of  mankind, 
as  if  every  Italian  were  Michael  Angelo 
and  Raphael  and  Dante  and  Galileo  rolled 
into  one,  every  German  a  Goethe,  and 
every  Englishman  a  compound  of  Shake- 
spear  and  Eddington.  Of  this  folly  we 
have  had  more  than  enough.  The  appar- 
ent freaks  of  nature  called  Great  Men 
mark  not  human  attainment  but  human 
possibility  and  hope.  They  prove  that 
though  we  in  the  mass  are  only  child  Ya- 
hoos it  is  possible  for  creatures  built  ex- 
actly like  us,  bred  from  our  unions  and 
developed  from  our  seeds,  to  reach  the 
heights  of  these  towering  heads.  For  the 
moment,  however,  when  we  are  not  vio- 
lently persecuting  them  we  are  like  Gold- 
smith's villagers,  wondering  how  their 
little  heads  can  carry  all  they  know  and 
ranking  them  as  passing  rich  on  four 
hundred  pounds  a  year  when  they  are 
lucky  enough  to  get  paid  for  their  work 
instead  of  persecuted. 

WE  CAN  AND   MUST  LIVE   LONGER 

Considering  now  that  I  have  lived 
fourteen  years  longer  than  twice  as  long 
as  Mozart  or  Mendelssohn,  and  that  with- 
in my  experience  men  and  women,  espec- 
ially women,  are  younger  at  fifty  than 
they  were  at  thirty  in  the  middle  of  the 
nineteenth  century,  it  is  impossible  to  re- 
sist at  least  a  strong  suspicion  that  the 
term  of  human  life  cannot  be  fixed  at 
seventy  years  or  indeed  fixed  at  all.  If  we 


master  the  art  of  living  instead  of  digging 
our  graves  with  our  teeth  as  we  do  at 
present  we  may  conceivably  reach  a  point 
at  which  the  sole  cause  of  death  will  be 
the  fatal  accident  which  is  statistically  in- 
evitable if  we  live  long  enough.  In  short, 
it  is  not  proved  that  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  natural  death:  it  is  life  that  is  natural 
and  infinite. 

How  long,  then,  would  it  take  us  to 
mature  into  competent  rulers  of  great 
modern  States  instead  of,  as  at  present, 
trying  vainly  to  govern  empires  with 
the  capacity  of  village  headmen.  In 
my  Methuselah  cycle  I  put  it  at  three 
hundred  years:  a  century  of  childhood 
and  adolescence,  a  century  of  administra- 
tion, and  a  century  of  oracular  senator- 
ism. 

But  nobody  can  foresee  what  periods 
my  imaginary  senators  will  represent. 
The  pace  of  evolutionary  development  is 
not  constant:  the  baby  in  the  womb  re- 
capitulates within  a  few  months  an  evolu- 
tion which  our  biologists  assure  us  took 
millions  of  years  to  acquire.  The  old 
axiom  that  Nature  never  jumps  has  given 
way  to  a  doubt  whether  Nature  is  not  an 
incorrigible  kangaroo.  What  is  certain  is 
that  new  faculties,  however  long  they 
may  be  dreamt  of  and  desired,  come  at 
last  suddenly  and  miraculously  like  the 
balancing  of  the  bicyclist,  the  skater,  and 
the  acrobat.  The  development  of  homo 
sapiens  into  a  competent  political  animal 
may  occur  in  the  same  way. 

THE   NEXT  DISCOVERY 

Meanwhile  here  we  are,  with  our  in- 
competence armed  with  atomic  bombs. 
Now  power  civilizes  and  develops  man- 
kind, though  not  without  having  first 
been  abused  to  the  point  of  wiping  out 
entire  civilizations.  If  the  atomic  bomb 
wipes  out  ours  we  shall  just  have  to  begin 
again.  We  may  agree  on  paper  not  to  use 
it  as  it  is  too  dangerous  and  destructive; 
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but  tomorrow  may  see  the  discovery 
of  that  poisonous  gas  lighter  than  air  and 
capable  before  it  evaporates  through  the 
stratosphere  of  killing  all  the  inhabitants 
of  a  city  without  damaging  its  buildings 
or  sewers  or  water  supplies  or  railways 
or  electric  plants.  Victory  might  then  win 
cities  if  it  could  repopulate  them  soon 


enough,  whereas  atomic  bombing  leaves 
nothing  for  anyone,  victor  or  vanquished. 
It  is  conceivable  even  that  the  next  great 
invention  may  create  an  overwhelming 
interest  in  pacific  civilization  and  wipe  out 
war.  You  never  can  tell. 

Ayot  Saint  Lawrence,  1945. 


LV 
"IN  GOOD  KING  CHARLES'S  GOLDEN  DAYS5 


1939 


In  providing  a  historical  play  for  the 
Malvern  Festival  of  1939 1  departed  from 
the  established  practice  sufficiently  to  re- 
quire a  word  of  explanation.  The  "his- 
tories" of  Shakespear  are  chronicles 
dramatized;  and  my  own  chief  historical 
plays,  Caesar  and  Cleopatra  and  St  Joan, 
are  fully  documented  chronicle  plays  of 
this  type.  Familiarity  with  them  would 
get  a  student  safely  through  examination 
papers  on  their  periods. 

STAGE   CHAPTERS   OF   HISTORY 

A  much  commoner  theatrical  product 
is  the  historical  romance,  mostly  fiction 
with  historical  names  attached  to  the 
stock  characters  of  the  stage.  Many  of 
these  plays  have  introduced  their  heroines 
as  Nell  Gwynn,  and  Nell's  principal  lover 
as  Charles  II.  As  Nell  was  a  lively  and 
lovable  actress,  it  was  easy  to  reproduce 
her  by  casting  a  lively  and  lovable  actress 
for  the  part;  but  the  stage  Charles,  though 
his  costume  and  wig  were  always  unmis- 
takeable,  never  had  any  other  resembl- 
ance to  the  real  Charles,  nor  to  anything 
else  on  earth  except  what  he  was  not:  a 
stage  walking  gentleman  with  nothing 
particular  to  say  for  himself. 

Now  the  facts  of  Charles's  reign  have 
been  chronicled  so  often  by  modern  his- 
torians of  all  parties,  from  the  Whig 
Macaulay  to  the  Jacobite  Hilaire  Belloc, 
that  there  is  no  novelty  left  for  the 
chronicler  to  put  on  the  stage.  As  to  the 
romance,  it  is  intolerably  stale:  the  spec- 
tacle of  a  Charles  sitting  with  his  arm 
round  Nell  Gwynn's  waist,  or  with  Moll 
Davis  seated  on  his  knee,  with  the  volup- 
tuous termagant  Castlemaine  raging  in 
the  background,  has  no  interest  for  me, 
if  it  ever  had  for  any  grown-up  person, 

But  when  we  turn  from  the  sordid  facts 


of  Charles's  reign,  and  from  his  Solo- 
monic polygamy,  to  what  might  have 
happened  to  him  but  did  not,  the  situ- 
ation becomes  interesting  and  fresh.  For 
instance,  Charles  mighi  have  met  that 
human  prodigy  Isaac  Newton.  And  New- 
ton might  have  met  thai  prodigy  of 
another  sort,  George  Fox,  the  founder  of 
the  morally  mighty  Society  of  Friends, 
vulgarly  called  the  Quakers.  Better  again, 
all  three  might  have  met.  Now  anyone 
who  considers  a  hundred  and  fiftieth  edi- 
tion of  Sweet  Nell  of  Old  Drury  more 
attractive  than  Isaac  Newton  had  better 
avoid  my  plays:  they  are  not  meant  for 
such.  And  anyone  who  is  more  interested 
in  Lady  Castlemaine's  hips  than  in  Fox's 
foundation  of  the  great  Cult  of  Friend- 
ship should  keep  away  from  theatres  and 
frequent  worse  places.  Still,  though  the 
interest  of  my  play  lies  mainly  in  the 
clash  of  Charles,  George,  and  Isaac,  there 
is  some  fun  in  the  clash  between  all  three 
and  Nelly,  Castlemaine,  and  the  French- 
woman Louise  de  Keroualle,  whom  we 
called  Madame  Carwell.  So  I  bring  the 
three  on  the  stage  to  relieve  the  intel- 
lectual tension. 

NEWTON'S  RECTILINEAR  UNIVERSE 

There  is  another  clash  which  is  impor- 
tant and  topical  in  view  of  the  hold  that 
professional  science  has  gained  on  popu- 
lar credulity  since  the  middle  of  the  nine- 
teenth century.  I  mean  the  eternal  clash 
between  the  artist  and  the  physicist.  I 
have  therefore  invented  a  collision  be- 
tween Newton  and  a  personage  whom  I 
should  like  to  have  called  Hogarth;  for  it 
was  Hogarth  who  said  "the  line  of  beauty 
is  a  curve,"  and  Newton  whose  first  dog- 
ma it  was  that  the  universe  is  in  principle 
rectilinear.  He  called  straight  lines  right 
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lines;  and  they  were  still  so  called  in  my 
school  Euclid  eighty  years  ago.  But  Ho- 
garth could  not  by  any  magic  be  fitted 
into  the  year  1680,  my  chosen  date;  so  I 
had  to  fall  back  on  Godfrey  Kneller. 
Kneller  had  not  Hogarth's  brains;  but  I 
have  had  to  endow  him  with  them  to  pro- 
vide Newton  with  a  victorious  antagonist. 
In  point  of  date  Kneller  just  fitted  in. 

But  I  must  ma^e  an  exception  to  this 
general  invitation.  If  by  any  chance  you 
are  a  great  mathematician  or  astronomer 
you  had  perhaps  better  stay  away.  I  have 
made  Newton  aware  of  something  wrong 
with  the  perihelion  of  Mercury.  Not  since 
Shakespear  made  Hector  of  Troy  quote 
Aristotle  has  the  stage  perpetrated  a  more 
staggering  anachronism.  But  I  find  the 
perihelion  of  Mercury  so  irresistible  as  a 
laugh  catcher  (like  Weston-super-Mare) 
that  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  sacrifice  it. 
I  am  actually  prepared  to  defend  it  as  a 
possibility.  Newton  was  not  only  a  light- 
ning calculator  with  a  monstrous  memo- 
ry: he  was  also  a  most  ingenious  and 
dexterous  maker  of  apparatus.  He  made 
his  own  telescope;  and  when  he  wanted 
to  look  at  Mercury  without  being  dazzled 
by  the  sun  he  was  quite  clever  enough  to 
produce  an  artificial  eclipse  by  putting  an 
obturator  into  the  telescope,  though  no- 
body else  hit  on  that  simple  device  until 
long  after.  My  ignorance  in  these  matters 
is  stupendous;  but  I  refuse  to  believe  that 
Newton's  system  did  not  enable  him  to 
locate  Mercury  theoretically  at  its  nearest 
point  to  the  sun,  and  then  to  find  out 
with  his  telescope  that  it  was  apparently 
somewhere  else. 

For  the  flash  of  prevision  in  which 
Newton  foresees  Einstein's  curvilinear 
universe  I  make  no  apology.  Newton's 
first  law  of  motion  is  pure  dogma.  So  is 
Hogarth's  first  law  of  design.  The  mod- 
ern astronomers  have  proved,  so  far,  that 
Hogarth  was  right  and  Newton  wrong, 
But  as  the  march  of  science  during  my 
long  lifetime  has  played  skittles  with  all 


the  theories  in  turn  I  dare  not  say  how 
the  case  will  stand  by  the  time  this  play 
of  mine  reaches  its  thousandth  perform- 
ance (if  it  ever  does).  Meanwhile  let  me 
admit  that  Newton  in  my  play  is  a  stage 
astronomer:  that  is,  an  astronomer  not 
for  an  age  but  for  all  time.  Newton  as  a 
man  was  the  queerest  of  the  prodigies; 
and  I  have  chapter  and  verse  for  all  his 
contradictions. 

CHARLES'S  GOLDEN  DAYS 

As  to  Charles,  he  adolesced  as  a 
princely  cosmopolitan  vagabond  of  curi- 
ously mixed  blood,  and  ended  as  the  first 
king  in  England  whose  kingship  was 
purely  symbolic,  and  who  was  clever 
enough  to  know  that  the  work  of  the 
regicides  could  not  be  undone,  and  that 
he  had  to  reign  by  his  wits  and  not  by  the 
little  real  power  they  had  left  him.  Un- 
fortunately the  vulgarity  of  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  Solomonic  polygamist  has  not 
only  obscured  his  political  ability,  but 
eclipsed  the  fact  that  he  was  the  best  of 
husbands.  Catherine  of  Braganza,  his 
wife,  has  been  made  to  appear  a  nobody, 
and  Castlemaine,  his  concubine,  almost  a 
great  historical  figure.  When  you  have 
seen  my  play  you  will  not  make  that  mis- 
take, and  may  therefore  congratulate 
yourself  on  assisting  at  an  act  of  historical 
justice. 

Let  us  therefore  drop  the  popular  sub- 
ject of  The  Merry  Monarch  and  his 
women.  On  the  stage,  and  indeed  off  it, 
he  is  represented  as  having  practically  no 
other  interest,  and  being  a  disgracefully 
unfaithful  husband.  It  is  inferred  that  he 
was  politically  influenced  by  women,  es- 
pecially by  Louise  de  Keroualle,  who,  as 
an  agent  of  Louis  XIV,  kept  him  under 
the  thumb  of  that  Sun  of  Monarchs  as  his 
secret  pensioner.  The  truth  is  that 
Charles,  like  most  English  kings,  was 
continually  in  money  difficulties  because 
the  English  people,  having  an  insuperable 
dislike  of  being  governed  at  all,  would 
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not  pay  taxes  enough  to  finance  an  effi- 
cient civil  and  military  public  service.  In 
Charles's  day  especially  they  objected 
furiously  to  a  standing  army,  having  had 
enough  of  that  under  Cromwell,  and 
grudged  their  king  even  the  lifeguards 
which  were  the  nucleus  of  such  an  army. 
Charles,  to  carry  on,  had  to  raise  the 
necessary  money  somewhere;  and  as  he 
could  not  get  it  from  the  Protestant 
people  of  England  he  was  clever  enough 
to  get  it  from  the  Catholic  king  of  France; 
for,  though  head  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, he  privately  ranked  Protestants  as 
an  upstart  vulgar  middle-class  sect,  and 
the  Catholic  Church  as  the  authentic 
original  Church  of  Christ,  and  the  only 
possible  faith  for  a  gentleman.  In  achiev- 
ing this  he  made  use  of  Louise:  there  is  no 
evidence  that  she  made  use  of  him.  To 
the  Whig  historians  the  transaction  makes 
Charles  a  Quisling  in  the  service  of  Louis 
and  a  traitor  to  his  own  country.  This  is 
mere  Protestant  scurrility:  the  only  shady 
part  of  it  is  that  Charles,  spending  the 
money  in  the  service  of  England,  gave  le 
Roi  Soleil  no  value  for  it. 

The  other  mistresses  could  make  him 
do  nothing  that  his  goodnature  did  not 
dispose  him  to  do,  whether  it  was  build- 
ing Greenwich  Hospital  or  making  dukes 
of  his  bastards.  As  a  husband  he  took  his 
marriage  very  seriously,  and  his  sex  ad- 
ventures as  calls  of  nature  on  an  entirely 
different  footing.  In  this  he  was  in  the 
line  of  evolution,  which  leads  to  an  in- 
creasing separation  of  die  unique  and  in- 
tensely personal  and  permanent  marriage 
relation  from  the  carnal  intercourse  de- 
scribed in  Shakespear's  sonnet.  This, 
being  a  response  to  the  biological  decree 
that  the  world  must  be  peopled,  may 
arise  irresistibly  between  persons  who 
could  not  live  together  endurably  for 
a  week  but  can  produce  excellent  chil- 
dren. Historians  who  confuse  Charles's 
feelings  for  his  wife  with  his  appetite 
for  Barbara  Villiers  do  not  know  chalk 


from  cheese  biologically. 


THE  FUTURE   OF  WOMEN   IN  POLITICS 

The  establishment  of  representative 
government  in  England  is  assumed  to 
have  been  completed  by  the  enfranchise- 
ment of  women  in  1928.  The  enormous 
hiatus  left  by  their  previous  disenfran- 
chisement  is  supposed  to  have  been  filled 
up  and  finished  with.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
it  has  only  reduced  Votes  For  Women  to 
absurdity;  for  the  women  immediately 
used  their  vote  to  keep  women  out  of 
Parliament.  After  seventeen  years  of  it 
the  nation,  consisting  of  men  and  women 
in  virtually  equal  numbers,  is  misrepre- 
sented at  Westminster  by  24  women  and 
616  men.  During  the  Suffragette  revolt  of 
1913  I  gave  great  offence  to  the  agitators 
by  forecasting  this  result,  and  urging  that 
what  was  needed  was  not  the  vote,  but  a 
constitutional  amendment  enacting  that 
all  representative  bodies  shall  consist  of 
women  and  men  in  equal  numbers, 
whether  elected  or  nominated  or  co-opted 
or  registered  or  picked  up  in  the  street 
like  a  coroner's  jury. 

THE  COUPLED  VOTE 

In  the  case  of  elected  bodies  the  only 
way  of  effecting  this  is  by  the  Coupled 
Vote.  The  representative  unit  must  be 
not  a  man  or  a  woman  but  a  man  and  a 
woman.  Every  vote,  to  be  valid,  must  be 
for  a  human  pair,  with  the  result  that  the 
elected  body  must  consist  of  men  and 
women  in  equal  numbers.  Until  this  is 
achieved  it  is  idle  to  prate  about  political 
democracy  as  existing,  or  ever  having 
existed,  at  any  known  period  of  English 
history. 

It  is  to  be  noted  that  the  half-and-half 
proportion  is  valid  no  matter  what  the 
proportion  of  women  to  men  is  in  the 
population.  It  never  varies  considerably; 
but  even  if  it  did  the  natural  unit  would 
still  be  the  complete  couple  and  not  its 
better  (or  worse)  half. 
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The  wisdom  or  expediency  of  this  re- 
form is  questioned  on  various  grounds. 
There  are  the  people  who  believe  that  the 
soul  is  a  masculine  organ  lacking  in 
women,  as  certain  physical  organs  are, 
and  is  the  seat  of  male  political  faculty. 
But,  so  far,  dissection,  spectrum  analysis, 
the  electronic  microscope,  have  failed  to 
discover  in  either  sex  any  specific  organ 
or  hormone  that  a  biologist  can  label  as 
the  soul.  So  we  christen  it  The  Holy  Ghost 
or  The  Lord  of  Hosts  and  dechristen  it  as 
a  Life  Force  or  £lan  Vital.  As  this  is 
shared  by  women  and  men,  and,  when  it 
quits  the  individual,  produces  in  both 
alike  the  dissolution  we  call  death,  demo- 
cratic representation  cannot  be  said  to 
exist  where  women  are  not  as  fully  en- 
franchised and  qualified  as  men.  So  far 
no  great  harm  has  been  done  by  their 
legal  disabilities  because  men  and  women 
are  so  alike  that  for  the  purposes  of  our 
crude  legislation  it  matters  little  whether 
juries  and  parliaments  are  packed  with 
men  or  women;  but  now  that  the  activi- 
ties of  government  have  been  greatly  ex- 
tended, detailed  criticism  by  women  has 
become  indispensable  in  Cabinets.  For 
instance,  the  House  of  Lords  is  more  rep- 
resentative than  the  House  of  Commons 
because  its  members  are  there  as  the  sons 
of  their  fathers,  which  is  the  reason  for 
all  of  us  being  in  the  world;  but  it  would 
be  a  much  more  human  body  if  it  were 
half-and-half  sons  and  daughters. 

All  this  went  on  with  the  approval  of 
the  women,  who  formed  half  the  com- 
munity, and  yet  were  excluded  not  only 
from  the  franchise  but  from  the  profes- 
sions and  public  services,  except  the 
thrones.  Up  to  a  point  this  also  did  not 
matter  much;  for  in  oligarchies  women 
exercise  so  much  influence  privately  and 
irresponsibly  that  the  cleverest  of  them 
are  for  giving  all  power  to  the  men,  know- 
ing that  they  can  get  round  them  without 
being  hampered  by  the  female  majority 
whose  world  is  the  kitchen,  the  nursery, 


and  the  drawingroom  if  such  a  luxury  is 
within  their  reach. 

But  representation  on  merely  plangent 
Parliamentary  bodies  is  not  sufficient. 
Anybody  can  complain  of  a  grievance; 
but  its  remedy  demands  constructive  po- 
litical capacity.  Now  political  capacity  is 
rare;  but  it  is  not  rarer  in  women  than  in 
men.  Nature's  supply  of  five  per  cent  or 
so  of  born  political  thinkers  and  adminis- 
trators are  all  urgently  needed  in  modern 
civilization;  and  if  half  of  that  natural 
supply  is  cut  off  by  the  exclusion  of 
women  from  Parliament  and  Cabinets  the 
social  machinery  will  fall  short  and  per- 
haps break  down  for  lack  of  sufficient 
direction.  Competent  women,  of  whom 
enough  are  available,  have  their  proper 
places  filled  by  incompetent  men:  there  is 
no  Cabinet  in  Europe  that  would  not  be 
vitally  improved  by  having  its  male  tail 
cut  off  and  female  heads  substituted. 

But  how  is  this  to  be  done^  Giving  all 
women  the  vote  makes  it  impossible  be- 
cause it  only  doubles  the  resistance  to  any 
change.  When  ii  was  introduced  in  Eng- 
land not  a  single  woman  was  returned  at 
the  ensuing  General  Election,  though 
there  were  women  of  proved  ability  in 
the  field.  They  were  all  defeated  by  male 
candidates  who  were  comparative  noodles 
and  nobodies. 

Therefore  I  suggest  and  advocate  The 
Coupled  Vote,  making  all  votes  invalid 
except  those  for  a  bisexed  couple,  and 
thus  ensuring  the  return  of  a  body  in 
which  men  and  women  are  present  in 
equal  numbers.  Until  this  is  done,  adult 
suffrage  will  remain  the  least  democratic 
of  all  political  systems.  I  leave  it  to  our 
old  parliamentary  hands  to  devise  a  plan 
by  which  our  electorate  can  be  side- 
tracked, humbugged,  cheated,  lied  to,  or 
frightened  into  tolerating  such  a  change. 
If  it  has  to  wait  for  their  enlightenment  it 
will  wait  too  long. 

Malvern,  1939.^0* Saint  Lawrence,  1945. 
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I  commit  this  to  print  within  a  few 
weeks  of  completing  my  9ind  year.  At 
such  an  age  I  should  apologize  for  perpe- 
trating another  play  or  presuming  to 
pontificate  in  any  fashion.  I  can  hardly 
walk  through  my  garden  without  a 
tumble  or  two;  and  it  seems  out  of  all 
reason  to  believe  that  a  man  who  cannot 
do  a  simple  thing  like  that  can  practise 
the  craft  of  Shakespear.  Is  it  not  a  serious 
sign  of  dotage  to  talk  about  oneself,  which 
is  precisely  what  I  am  now  doing?  Should 
it  not  warn  me  that  my  bolt  is  shot,  and 
my  place  silent  in  the  chimney  corner? 

Well,  I  grant  all  this;  yet  I  cannot  hold 
my  tongue  nor  my  pen.  As  long  as  I  live 
I  must  write.  If  I  stopped  writing  I  should 
die  for  wanting  of  something  to  do. 

If  I  am  asked  why  I  have  written  this 
play  I  must  reply  that  I  do  not  know. 
Among  the  many  sects  of  Peculiar  People 
which  England  produces  so  eccentrically 
and  capriciously  are  the  Spiritualists. 
They  believe  in  personal  immortality  as 
far  as  any  mortal  can  believe  in  an  un- 
imaginable horror.  They  have  a  cohort  of 
Slate  Writers  and  Writing  Mediums  in 
whose  hands  a  pencil  of  any  sort  will, 
apparently  of  its  own  volition,  write  com- 
munications, undreamt-of  by  the  medium 
that  must,  they  claim,  be  supernatural.  It 
is  objected  to  these  that  they  have  neither 
novelty,  profundity,  literary  value  nor 
artistic  charm,  being  well  within  the 
capacity  of  very  ordinary  mortals,  and 
are  therefore  dismissed  as  fraudulent  on 
the  ground  that  it  is  much  more  probable 
that  the  mediums  are  pretending  and 
lying  than  performing  miracles. 

As  trueblue  Britons  the  mediums  do 
not  know  how  to  defend  themselves. 
They  only  argue-bargue.  They  should 


simply  point  out  that  the  same  objection 
may  be  raised  against  any  famous  scrip- 
ture. For  instance,  the  Peculiars  known 
as  Baconians  believe,  with  all  the  evidence 
against  them,  that  the  plays  attributed  to 
Shakespear  must  have  been  written  by 
somebody  else,  being  unaccountably  be- 
yond his  knowledge  and  capacity.  Who 
that  somebody  else  was  is  the  mystery; 
for  the  plays  are  equally  beyond  the 
capacity  of  Bacon  and  all  the  later  rival 
claimants.  Our  greatest  masterpiece  of 
literature  is  the  Jacobean  translation  of 
the  Bible;  and  this  the  Christian  Churches 
declare  to  be  the  word  of  God,  super- 
naturally  dictated  through  Christian 
mediums  and  transcribed  by  them  as 
literally  as  any  letter  dictated  by  a  mer- 
chant to  his  typist. 

Take  my  own  case.  There  is  nothing 
in  my  circumstances  or  personality  to 
suggest  that  I  differ  from  any  other  son 
of  a  down-start  gentleman  driven  by  lack 
of  unearned  income  to  become  an  incom- 
petent merchant  and  harp  on  his  gentility. 
When  I  take  my  pen  or  sit  down  to  my 
typewriter,  I  am  as  much  a  medium  as 
Browning's  Mr  Sludge  or  Dunglas  Home, 
or  as  Job  or  John  of  Patmos.  When  I 
write  a  play  I  do  not  foresee  nor  intend  a 
page  of  it  from  one  end  to  the  other:  the 
play  writes  itself.  I  may  reason  out  every 
sentence  until  I  have  made  it  say  exactly 
what  it  comes  to  me  to  say;  but  whence 
and  how  and  why  it  comes  to  me,  or 
why  I  persisted,  through  nine  years  of 
unrelieved  market  failure,  in  writing 
instead  of  in  stockbroking  or  turf  book- 
making  or  peddling,  I  do  not  know.  You 
may  say  it  was  because  I  had  a  talent  that 
way.  So  I  had;  but  that  fact  remains  in- 
explicable. What  less  could  Mr  Sludge 
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say?  or  John  Hus,  who  let  himself  be 
burnt  rather  than  recant  his  "I  dont 
know.  Instruct  me"? 

When  I  was  a  small  boy  I  saw  a  pro- 
fessional writing  medium,  pencil  in  hand, 
slash  down  page  after  page  with  astonish- 
ing speed  without  lifting  his  pencil  from 
the  blank  paper  we  fed  on  to  his  desk. 
The  fact  that  he  was  later  transported  for 
forgery  did  not  make  his  performance 
and  his  choice  of  mediumship  as  his  pro- 
fession less  unaccountable.  When  I  was 
an  elderly  man,  my  mother  amused  her- 
self with  a  planchette  and  a  ouija,  which 
under  her  hands  produced  what  are  called 
spirit  writings  abundantly.  It  is  true  that 
these  screeds  might  have  been  called 
wishful  writings  (like  wishful  thinkings) 
so  clearly  were  they  as  much  her  own 
story-telling  inventions  as  the  Waverley 
novels  were  Scott's.  But  why  did  she 
choose  and  practise  this  senseless  activity? 
Why  was  I  doing  essentially  the  same  as 
a  playwright?  I  do  not  know.  We  both 
got  some  satisfaction  from  it  or  we  would 
not  have  done  it. 

This  satisfaction,  this  pleasure,  this 
appetite,  is  as  yet  far  from  being  as 
intense  as  the  sexual  orgasm  or  the  ecstasy 
of  a  saint,  though  future  cortical  evolu- 
tion may  leave  them  far  behind.  Yet  there 
are  the  moments  of  inexplicable  happi- 
ness of  which  Mr  J.  B.  Priestley  spoke  in 
a  recent  broadcast  as  part  of  his  exper 
ience.  To  me  they  have  come  only  in 
dreams  not  oftener  than  once  every 
fifteen  years  or  so.  I  do  not  know  how 
common  they  are;  for  I  never  heard  any- 
one but  Mr  Priestley  mention  them.  They 
have  an  exalted  chronic  happiness,  as  of 
earth  become  heaven,  proving  that  such 
states  are  possible  for  us  even  as  we  now 


are. 


The  happiest  moment  of  my  life  was 
when  as  a  child  I  was  told  by  my  mother 
that  we  were  going  to  move  from  our 
Dublin  street  to  Dalkey  Hill  in  sight  of 
the  skies  and  seas  of  the  two  great  bays 


between  Howth  and  Bray,  with  Dalkey 
Island  in  the  middle.  I  had  already  had  a 
glimpse  of  them,  and  of  Glencree  in  the 
mountains,  on  Sunday  excursions;  and 
they  had  given  me  the  magic  delight 
Mr  Ivor  Brown  has  described  as  the  effect 
on  him  of  natural  scenery.  Let  who  can 
explain  it.  Poets  only  can  express  it.  It  is 
a  hard  fact,  waiting  for  some  scientific 
genius  to  make  psychology  of  it. 

The  professional  biologists  tell  us  no- 
thing of  all  this.  It  would  take  them  out 
of  the  realm  of  logic  into  that  of  magic 
and  miracle,  in  which  they  would  lose 
their  reputation  for  omniscience  and  in- 
fallibility. But  magic  and  miracle,  as  far 
as  they  are  not  flat  lies,  are  not  divorced 
from  facts  and  consequently  from  science: 
they  are  facts:  as  yet  unaccounted  for, 
but  none  the  less  facts.  As  such  they  raise 
problems;  and  genuine  scientists  must 
face  them  at  the  risk  of  being  classed 
with  Cagliostro  instead  of  with  Clerk- 
Maxwell  and  Einstein,  Galileo  and  New- 
ton, who,  by  the  way,  worked  hard  at 
interpreting  the  Bible,  and  was  ashamed  of 
his  invention  of  the  Infinitesimal  Calculus 
until  Leibniz  made  it  fashionable. 

Now  Newton  was  right  in  rating  the 
Calculus  no  higher  than  a  schoolboy's 
crib,  and  the  interpretation  of  The  Bible 
as  far  more  important.  In  this  valuation, 
which  seems  so  queer  to  us  today,  he  was 
not  in  the  least  lapsing  from  science  into 
superstition:  he  was  looking  for  the 
foundation  of  literary  art  in  the  facts  of 
history.  Nothing  could  be  more  impor- 
tant or  more  scientific;  and  the  fact  that 
the  result  was  the  most  absurd  book  in 
the  English  language  (his  Chronology) 
does  not  invalidate  in  the  least  his 
integrity  as  a  scientific  investigator,  nor 
exemplify  his  extraordinary  mental  gifts 
any  less  than  his  hypothesis  of  gravita- 
tion, which  might  have  occurred  to  any- 
one who  had  seen  an  apple  fall  when  he 
was  wondering  why  moving  bodies  did 
not  move  in  straight  lines  away  into 
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•space.  Newton  was  no  farther  off  the 
scientific  target  in  his  attribution  of  in- 
fallibility to  Archbishop  Ussher  than 
most  modern  biologists  and  self-styled 
scientific  socialists  in  their  idolatry  of 
Darwin  and  Marx.  The  scientist  who 
solves  the  problem  of  the  prophet  Daniel 
and  John  of  Patmos,  and  incidentally  of 
Shakespear  and  myself,  will  make  a 
longer  stride  ahead  than  any  solver  of 
physical  problems. 

My  readers  keep  complaining  in 
private  letters  and  public  criticisms  that 
I  have  not  solved  all  the  problems  of  the 
universe  for  them.  As  I  am  obviously 
neither  omnipotent,  omniscient,  nor  in- 
fallible, being  not  only  not  a  god  nor 
^even  the  proprietor  of  The  Times  (as 
they  all  assume),  they  infuriate  me.  In- 
stead of  reminding  them  calmly  that,  like 
Newton,  all  I  know  is  but  a  grain  of  sand 
picked  up  on  the  verge  of  the  ocean  of 


undiscovered  knowledge,  I  have  some 
difficulty  in  refraining  from  some  para- 
phrase of  "An  evil  and  idolatrous  genera- 
tion clamours  for  a  miracle."  But  as 
Mahomet  kept  his  temper  under  the  same 
thoughtless  pressure,  so,  I  suppose,  must 
I. 

This  is  all  I  can  write  by  way  of  preface 
to  a  trivial  comedy  which  is  the  best  I  can 
do  in  my  dotage.  It  is  only  a  prefacette  to 
a  comedietta.  Forgive  it.  At  least  it  will 
not  rub  into  you  the  miseries  and  sins  of 
the  recent  wars,  nor  even  of  the  next  one. 
History  will  make  little  of  them;  and  the 
sooner  we  forget  them  the  better.  I 
wonder  how  many  people  really  prefer 
bogus  war  news  and  police  news  to 
smiling  comedy  with  some  hope  in  it! 
I  do  not.  When  they  begin  I  switch  off 
the  wireless. 

Ayot  Saint  Lawrence ,  July  1947. 
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As  I  have  now  entered  my  93rd  year, 
my  fans  must  not  expect  from  me  more 
than  a  few  crumbs  dropped  from  the 
literary  loaves  I  distributed  in  my  prime, 
plus  a  few  speculations  as  to  what  may 
happen  in  the  next  million  light  years  that 
are  troubling  me  in  the  queer  second 
wind  that  follows  second  childhood. 

Being  unable  to  put  everything  in  the 
heavens  above  and  on  the  earth  beneath 
into  every  page  I  write,  as  some  of  my 
correspondents  seem  to  expect,  I  have 
had  to  leave  some  scraps  and  shavings 
out;  and  now  I  gather  up  a  few  of  them 
and  present  them  in  the  childish  form  of 
Farfetched  Fables.  Philosophic  treatises, 
however  precise  and  lucid,  are  thrown 
away  on  readers  who  can  enjoy  and  some- 
times even  understand  parables,  fairy 
tales,  novels,  poems,  and  prophecies. 
Proverbs  are  more  memorable  than  cate- 
chisms and  creeds.  Fictions  like  The 
Prodigal  Son,  The  Good  Samaritan,  The 
Pilgrim's  Progress,  and  Gulliver's  Tra- 
vels, stick  in  minds  impervious  to  the 
Epistles  of  Paul,  the  sermons  of  Bunyan, 
and  the  wisecracks  of  Koheleth  and 
Ecclesiasticus.  Hard  workers  who  devour 
my  plays  cannot  all  tackle  my  prefaces 
without  falling  asleep  almost  at  once. 

The  Panjandrums  of  literature  will  no 
doubt  continue  to  assume  that  whoever 
can  read  anything  can  read  everything, 
and  that  whoever  can  add  two  and  two, 
bet  on  a  horse,  or  play  whist  or  bridge, 
can  take  in  the  tensor  calculus.  I  know 
better,  and  can  only  hope  that  a  batch  of 
childish  fables  may  stick  in  some  heads 
that  my  graver  performances  overshoot. 

THE   NEW   PSYCHOBIOLOGY 

Nowadays  biology  is  taking  a  new 
turn  in  my  direction.  What  I  called  meta- 


biology  when  I  wrote  The  Doctor's 
Dilemma  has  made  a  step  towards  reality 
as  psychobiology.  The  medical  pro- 
fession has  split  violently  into  psycho- 
therapists and  old-fashioned  pill  and 
bottle  prescribers  backed  by  surgeons 
practising  on  our  living  bodies  as  flesh 
plumbers  and  carpenters.  When  these 
surgeons  find  a  tumor  or  a  cancer  they 
just  cut  it  out.  When  your  digestion  or 
excretion  goes  wrong  the  bottlemen  dose 
you  with  hydrochloric  acid  or  chalk-and- 
opium  ("the  old  mixture")  as  the  case 
may  be.  When  these  treatments  fail,  or 
when  they  are  impracticable,  they  tell 
you  sympathetically  that  you  must  die; 
and  die  you  do,  unless  you  cure  yourself 
or  are  cured  by  a  disciple  of  Mrs  Eddy 
practising  Christian  Science. 

The  more  intelligent,  observant,  and 
open-minded  apothecaries  and  Saw- 
boneses, wakened  up  by  an  extra- 
ordinarily indelicate  adventurer  named 
Sigmund  Freud,  and  by  the  able  Scotch 
doctor  Scott  Haldane  (J.  B.  S.  Haldane's 
father),  become  more  and  more  sceptical 
of  the  dogma  that  a  healthy  body  insures 
a  healthy  mind  (metis  sana  in  corpore  sano) 
and  more  and  more  inclined  to  believe 
that  an  unhealthy  body  is  the  result  of  a 
diseased  mind.  As  I  write,  a  treatise  on 
Mental  Abnormality  by  Dr  Millais 
Culpin  has  just  been  published.  It  would 
have  been  impossible  when  I  wrote  The 
Doctor's  Dilemma.  In  spite  of  its  author's 
efforts  to  be  impartial,  it  is  convincing 
and  converting  as  to  his  evident  belief 
that  the  old  mechanistic  surgery  and 
materia  medica  cost  many  lives. 

AM   I   A  PATHOLOGICAL  CASE? 

This  leads  my  restlessly  speculative 
mind  further  than  Dr  Culpin  has  VCTV 
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tared.  Is  literary  genius  a  disease?  Shake- 
spear,  Walter  Scott,  Alexandre  Dumas, 
myself:  are  we  all  mental  cases?  Are  we 
simply  incorrigible  liars?  Are  players 
impostors  and  hypocrites?  Were  the 
Bible  Christians  right  when  they  dis- 
owned Bunyan  because  the  incidents  he 
described  had  never  occurred  nor  the 
characters  of  whom  he  told  such  circum- 
stantial tales  ever  existed?  He  pleaded 
that  Jesus  had  taught  by  parables;  but 
this  made  matters  worse;  for  the  Biblio- 
lators  never  doubted  that  the  Prodigal 
Son  and  the  Good  Samaritan  were  his- 
torical personages  whose  adventures  had 
actually  occurred.  To  them  Bunyan's 
plea,  classing  the  parables  with  Esop's 
Fables  and  the  stories  of  Reynard  the 
Fox,  was  a  blasphemy.  The  first  Freud- 
ians used  to  recite  a  string  of  words  to 
their  patients,  asking  what  they  suggested, 
and  studying  the  reaction,  until  they 
wormed  their  way  into  the  sufferer's  sub- 
conscious mind,  and  unveiled  some  for- 
gotten trouble  that  had  been  worrying 
him  and  upsetting  his  health.  By  bringing 
it  to  light  they  cured  the  patient. 

When  this  Freudian  technique  was 
tried  on  me  it  failed  because  the  words 
suggested  always  something  fictitious. 
On  the  salt  marshes  of  Norfolk  I  had  been 
struck  by  the  fact  that  when  the  horses 
stood  round  timidly  at  a  distance,  a  hand- 
some and  intelligent  donkey  came  and 
conversed  with  me  after  its  fashion.  I  still 
have  the  photograph  I  took  of  this  interest- 
ing acquaintance.  The  word  Ass  would 
have  recalled  this  experience  to  any 
normal  person.  But  when  it  was  put  to  me, 
I  immediately  said  Dogberry.  I  was  once 
shewn  the  dagger  with  which  Major  Sirr 
killed  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald;  but  the 
word  dagger  got  nothing  from  me  but 
Macbeth.  Highway  or  stile  produced 
Autolycus,  Interpreter  the  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress, blacksmith  Joe  Gargery.  I  was 
Uv  ing  in  an  imaginary  world.  Deeply  as  I 
wat,  interested  in  politics,  Hamlet  and 


Falstaff  were  more  alive  to  me  than  any 
living  politician  or  even  any  relative.  Can 
I  then  be  given  credit  for  common  sanity? 
Can  I  make  any  effective  excuse  except 
Bunyan's  excuse,  which  is  no  excuse  at 
all?  If  I  plead  that  I  am  only  doing  what 
More  and  Bunyan,  Dickens  and  Wells  did 
I  do  not  exonerate  myself:  I  convict  them. 
All  I  can  plead  is  that  as  events  as  they 
actually  occur  mean  no  more  than  a 
passing  crowd  to  a  policemen  on  point 
duty,  they  must  be  arranged  in  some  com- 
prehensible order  as  stories.  Without  this 
there  can  be  no  history,  no  morality,  no 
social  conscience.  Thus  the  historian,  the 
story  teller,  the  playwright  and  his  actors, 
the  poet,  the  mathematician,  and  the 
philosopher,  are  functionaries  without 
whom  civilization  would  not  be  possible. 
I  conclude  that  I  was  born  a  story  teller 
because  one  was  needed.  I  am  therefore 
not  a  disease  but  a  social  necessity. 

DIVINE   PROVIDENCE 

Providence,  which  I  call  The  Life 
Force,  when  not  defeated  by  the  imper- 
fection of  its  mortal  instruments,  always 
takes  care  that  the  necessary  function- 
aries are  born  specialized  for  their  job. 
When  no  specialization  beyond  that  of 
common  mental  ability  is  needed,  millions 
of  "hands"  (correctly  so  called  industri- 
ally) are  born.  But  as  they  are  helpless 
without  skilled  craftsmen  and  mechanics, 
without  directors  and  deciders,  without 
legislators  and  thinkers,  these  also  are 
provided  in  the  required  numbers.  Chau- 
cer and  Shakespear,  Dante  and  Michael 
Angelo,  Goethe  and  Ibsen,  Newton  and 
Einstein,  Adam  Smith  and  Karl  Marx 
arrive  only  once  at  intervals  of  hundreds 
of  years,  whilst  carpenters  and  tailors, 
stockbrokers  and  parsons,  industrialists 
and  traders  are  all  forthcoming  in 
thousands  as  fast  as  they  are  needed. 

I  present  myself  therefore  as  an  instru- 
ment of  the  Life  Force,  writing  by  what 
is  called  inspiration;  but  as  the  Life  Force 
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proceeds  experimentally  by  Trial-and- 
Error,  and  never  achieves  a  100  per  cent 
success,  I  may  be  one  of  its  complete 
failures,  and  certainly  fall  very  short  not 
only  of  perfection  but  of  the  Force's 
former  highest  achievements.  For  instance 
I  am  much  less  mentally  gifted  than,  say, 
Leibniz,  and  can  only  have  been  needed 
because,  as  he  was  so  gifted  as  to  be  un- 
intelligible to  the  mob,  it  remained  for 
some  simpler  soul  like  myself  to  translate 
his  nomads  and  his  universal  substance, 
as  he  called  the  Life  Force,  into  fables 
which,  however  farfetched,  can  at  least 
interest,  amuse,  and  perhaps  enlighten 
those  capable  of  such  entertainment,  but 
baffled  by  Leibniz's  algebraic  symbols 
and  his  philosophic  jargon. 

Here  I  must  warn  you  that  you  can 
make  no  greater  mistake  in  your  social 
thinking  than  to  assume,  as  too  many  do, 
that  persons  with  the  rarest  mental  gifts 
or  specific  talents  are  in  any  other  respect 
superior  beings.  The  Life  Force,  when  it 
gives  some  needed  extraordinary  quality 
to  some  individual,  does  not  bother  about 
his  or  her  morals.  It  may  even,  when  some 
feat  is  required  which  a  human  being  can 
perform  only  after  drinking  a  pint  of 
brandy,  make  him  a  dipsomaniac,  like 
Edmund  Kean,  Robson,  and  Dickens  on 
his  last  American  tour.  Or,  needing  a 
woman  capable  of  bearing  first  rate 
children,  it  may  endow  her  with  enchant- 
ing sexual  attraction  yet  leave  her  destitute 
of  the  qualities  that  make  married  life 
with  her  bearable.  Apparently  its  aim  is 
always  the  attainment  of  power  over 
circumstances  and  matter  through  science, 
and  is  to  this  extent  benevolent;  but  out- 
side this  bias  it  is  quite  unscrupulous,  and 
lets  its  agents  be  equally  so.  Geniuses  are 
often  spendthrifts,  drunkards,  libertines, 
liars,  dishonest  in  money  matters, 
backsliders  of  all  sorts,  whilst  many 
simple  credulous  souls  are  models  of 
integrity  and  piety,  high  in  the  calendar 
of  saints. 


MENTAL  CAPACITY  DIFFERS  AND   DIVIDES 

When  reading  what  follows  it  must 
not  be  forgotten  that  though  we  differ 
widely  in  practical  ability  and  mental 
scope,  the  same  basic  income,  or  ration, 
or  minimum  wage,  or  national  dividend, 
or  whatever  the  newspapers  call  it  for  the 
moment,  will  suffice  for  mayor  and  sca- 
venger, for  admiral  and  cabin  boy,  for 
judge  and  executioner,  for  field  marshal 
and  drummer  boy,  for  sexton  and  arch- 
bishop, bank  manager  and  bank  porter, 
sister  of  charity  and  prison  wardress,  and 
who  not.  What  is  more,  they  are  all 
equally  indispensable.  An  industrial  mag- 
nate once  wrote  asking  me  did  I  realize 
that  his  army  of  laborers  would  be  desti- 
tute and  helpless  without  him.  I  replied 
that  if  he  did  not  realize  that  without 
them  he  would  be  a  nobody  he  was  no 
gentleman.  This  closed  the  correspon- 
dence. 

Equality  of  income  is  an  obvious  corol- 
lary. Yes;  but  how  much  income?  A 
national  dividend  of,  say,  thirteen  shillings 
a  week  per  family,  which  was  the  share 
agricultural  laborers  got  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  kept  them  alive  for  thirty  years 
or  so,  but  left  no  surplus  for  education 
and  culture:  in  short,  for  civilization.  Now 
without  cultured  homes  civilization  is 
impossible.  Without  culture  possible  in 
every  home  democratic  civilization  is  im- 
possible, because  equality  of  opportunity 
is  impossible.  The  present  combination 
of  class  culture  and  general  savagery  pro- 
duces civil  war,  called  class  war,  until 
strikes,  lock-outs,  and  police  batons  are 
succeeded  by  shot  and  shell.  Then  the 
final  destruction  of  civilization  is  threat- 
ened. 

Consequently  the  basic  income  to  be 
aimed  at  must  be  sufficient  to  establish 
culture  in  every  home,  and  wages  must 
be  levelled  up,  not  down,  to  this  quota  by 
increased  production.  When  the  quota  is 
achieved,  arithmetical  inequality  will  no 
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longer  matter;  for  the  eugenic  test  is 
general  intermarriageability;  and  though 
the  difference  between  £53  week  and 
£50  makes  the  recipients  practically 
exogamous,  millionaires  could  not  marry 
at  all  if  they  scorned  brides  from  homes 
with  £5000  a  year.  There  is  no  harm  in  a 
few  people  having  some  spare  money, 
called  capital,  to  experiment  with;  for  the 
basic  income  will  keep  them  in  the  normal 
grooves. 

So  much  for  the  economics  of  the 
situation  produced  by  differences  in  men- 
tal capacity!  Having  dealt  with  it  in 
former  writings,  I  mention  it  here  only 
for  new  readers  saturated  with  the  com- 
mon notion  that  income  ought  to  vary 
with  mental  capacity,  personal  talent,  and 
business  ability.  Such  equations  are  wildly 
impossible,  and  have  nothing  to  do  with 
the  insane  mis-distribution  of  national 
income  produced  by  nineteenth  century 
plutocracy.  And  so  I  pass  on  to  political 
ethics. 

Most  of  us  so  far  are  ungovernable  by 
abstract  thought.  Our  inborn  sense  of 
right  and  wrong,  of  grace  and  sin,  must 
be  embodied  for  us  in  a  supernatural 
ruler  of  the  universe:  omnipotent,  omnisc- 
ient, all  wise,  all  benevolent.  In  ancient 
Greece  this  was  called  making  the  word 
flesh,  because  the  Greeks  did  not  then 
discriminate  between  thought  and  the 
words  that  expressed  it.  The  Bible  trans- 
lators have  Englished  it  too  literally  as  the 
word  made  flesh. 

But  as  the  minds  of  the  masses  could 
not  get  beyond  their  trades  and  their 
localities,  their  God  could  not  be  omni- 
present; and  a  host  of  minor  gods  sprang 
up.  The  Greeks  added  to  Zeus  and 
Chronos  vocational  deities:  Vulcan  the 
blacksmith,  Athene  (Minerva)  the  thinker, 
Diana  the  huntress,  Aphrodite  (Venus) 
the  sexmistress.  They  reappear  in  Christ- 
ianity as  Peter  the  fisherman,  Luke  the 
painter,  Joseph  the  carpenter,  Saint 
Cecilia  the  musician,  and  the  rest. 


But  this  also  was  too  wide  a  classifi- 
cation for  the  very  simple  souls,  who 
carried  the  localization  of  their  gods  to 
the  extent  of  claiming  exclusive  property 
for  their  own  city  in  each  saint,  and 
waging  civil  war  in  the  name  of  the  black 
image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  their 
parish  church  against  die  worshippers  of 
her  white  image  in  the  next  village. 

SATANIC  SOLUTION  OF  THE 
PROBLEM  OF  EVIL 

A  difficulty  was  raised  by  the  fact  that 
evil  was  in  the  world  as  well  as  good,  and 
often  triumphed  over  the  good.  Conse- 
quently there  must  be  a  devil  as  well  as  a 
divinity:  Poochlihoochli  as  well  as  Hooch- 
lipoochli,  Ahriman  as  well  as  Ormudz, 
Lucifer  Beelzebub  and  Apollyon  as  well 
as  the  Holy  Trinity,  the  Scarlet  Woman 
as  well  as  Our  Lady:  in  short  as  many 
demons  as  saints. 

At  first,  however,  this  setting  up 
against  God  of  a  rival  deity  with  a  con- 
trary ideology  was  resented  as  a  Mani- 
chean  heresy,  because  plague  pestilence 
and  famine,  battle  murder  and  sudden 
death,  were  not  regarded  with  horror  as 
the  work  of  Shelley's  Almighty  Fiend, 
but  with  awe  as  evidence  of  the  terrible 
greatness  of  God,  the  fear  of  him  being 
placed  to  his  credit  as  the  beginning  of 
wisdom.  The  invention  of  Satan  is  a 
heroic  advance  on  Jahvism.  It  is  an 
attempt  to  solve  the  Problem  of  Evil, 
and  at  least  faces  the  fact  that  evil  is  evil. 

Thus  the  world,  as  we  imagine  it,  is 
crowded  with  anthropomorphic  super- 
natural beings  of  whose  existence  there 
is  no  scientific  proof.  None  the  less, 
without  such  belief  the  human  race  can- 
not be  civilized  and  governed,  though 
the  ten  per  cent  or  so  of  persons  mentally 
capable  of  civilizing  and  governing  are 
mostly  too  clever  to  be  imposed  on  by 
fairy  tales,  and  in  any  case  have  to  deal 
with  hard  facts  as  well  as  fancies  and 
fictions. 
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This  lands  them  in  the  quaintest  moral 
dilemmas.  It  drives  them  to  falsehoods, 
hypocrisies,  and  forgeries  most  distress- 
ing to  their  intellectual  consciences.  When 
the  people  demand  miracles,  worship 
relics,  and  will  not  obey  any  author- 
ity that  does  not  supply  them,  the 
priest  must  create  and  nourish  their  faith 
by  liquefying  the  blood  of  Saint  Janu- 
arius,  and  saying  Mass  over  a  jawbone 
labelled  as  that  of  Saint  Anthony  of 
Padua.  When  the  people  believe  that  the 
earth  is  flat,  immovable,  and  the  centre 
of  the  universe,  and  Copernicus  and 
Leonardo  convince  both  Galileo  the 
scientist  and  the  Vatican  that  the  earth 
is  a  planet  of  the  sun,  the  Pope  and  the 
cardinals  have  to  make  Galileo  recant 
and  pretend  that  he  believes  what  the 
people  believe,  because,  if  the  Church 
admits  that  it  has  ever  been  mistaken,  its 
whole  authority  will  collapse,  and  civi- 
lization perish  in  anarchy.  If  Joshua 
could  not  make  the  sun  stand  still,  there 
is  a  blunder  in  the  Bible.  When  the 
Protestants  blew  the  gaff  to  discredit  the 
Vatican,  and  the  secret  could  no  longer 
be  kept  by  forbidding  Catholics  to  read 
the  Bible,  the  people  were  not  logical 
enough  to  draw  subversive  inferences. 
They  swallowed  the  contradiction  cheer- 
fully. 

Meanwhile  the  people  had  to  be 
threatened  with  a  posthumous  eternity 
in  a  brimstone  hell  if  they  behaved  in  an 
uncivilized  way.  As  burning  brimstone 
could  not  hurt  a  spirit,  they  had  to  be 
assured  that  their  bodies  would  be  resur- 
rected on  a  great  Day  of  Judgment.  But 
the  official  translators  of  the  Bible  in 
England  were  presently  staggered  by  a 
passage  in  the  Book  of  Job,  in  which 
that  prophet  declared  that  as  worms 
would  destroy  his  body,  in  the  flesh  he 
should  not  see  God.  Such  a  heresy,  if 


published,  would  knock  the  keystone 
out  of  the  arch  of  British  civilization. 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  alter  the 
word  of  God,  making  Job  say  that 
though  worms  would  destroy  his  body 
yet  in  his  flesh  he  should  see  God.  The 
facts  made  this  forgery  necessary;  but  it 
was  a  forgery  all  the  same. 

A  later  difficulty  was  more  easily  got 
over.  The  apostles  were  Communists  so 
Red  that  St  Peter  actually  struck  a  man 
and  his  wife  dead  for  keeping  back 
money  from  the  common  stock.  The 
translators  could  not  pretend  that 
S  t  Peter  was  a  disciple  of  the  unborn  Adam 
Smith  rather  than  of  Jesus;  so  they  let 
the  narrative  stand,  but  taught  that 
Ananias  and  Sapphira  were  executed  for 
telling  a  lie  and  not  for  any  economic 
misdemeanor.  This  view  was  impressed 
on  me  in  my  childhood.  I  now  regard  it 
as  a  much  graver  lie  than  that  of  Ananias. 

"The  lie"  said  Ferdinand  Lassalle  "is 
a  European  Power/'  He  might,  however, 
have  added  that  it  is  none  the  worse  when 
it  does  a  necessary  job;  for  I  myself  have 
been  a  faker  of  miracles.  Let  me  tell  one 
of  my  old  stories  over  again. 

G.B.S.   MIRACLE   FAKER 

When  I  was  a  vestryman  I  had  to 
check  the  accounts  of  the  Public  Health 
Committee.  It  was  a  simple  process:  I 
examined  one  in  every  ten  or  so  of  the 
receipted  accounts  and  passed  it  whilst 
my  fellow  members  did  the  same;  and  so 
enough  of  the  accounts  got  checked  to 
make  their  falsification  too  risky. 

As  it  happened,  one  which  I  examined 
was  for  sulphur  candles  to  disinfect 
houses  in  which  cases  of  fever  had 
occurred.  I  knew  that  experiments  had 
proved  that  the  fumes  of  burning 
sulphur  had  no  such  effect.  Pathogenic 
bacilli  like  them  and  multiply  on  them. 

I  put  the  case  to  the  Medical  Officer  of 
Health,  and  asked  why  the  money  of  the 
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ratepayers  should  be  spent  on  a  useless 
fumigant.  He  replied  that  the  sulphur 
was  not  useless:  it  was  necessary.  But,  I 
urged,  the  houses  are  not  being  dis- 
infected at  all.  "Oh  yes  they  are"  he 
said.  "How?"  I  persisted.  "Soap  and 
water  and  sunshine"  he  explained.  "Then 
why  sulphur?"  "Because  the  strippers 
and  cleaners  will  not  venture  into  an 
infected  house  unless  we  make  a  horrible 
stink  in  it  with  burning  sulphur." 

I  passed  the  account.  It  was  precisely 
equivalent  to  liquefying  the  blood  of 
Saint  Januarius. 

Some  twenty  years  later  I  wrote  a  play 
called  Saint  Joan  in  which  I  made  an 
archbishop  explain  that  a  miracle  is  an 
event  that  creates  faith,  even  if  it  is  faked 
for  that  end.  Had  I  not  been  a  vulgar 
vestryman  as  well  as  a  famous  playwright 
I  should  not  have  thought  of  that.  All 
playwrights  should  know  that  had  I  not 
suspended  my  artistic  activity  to  write 
political  treatises  and  work  on  political 
committees  long  enough  to  have  written 
twenty  plays,  the  Shavian  idiosyncrasy 
which  fascinates  some  of  them  (or  used 
to)  and  disgusts  the  Art  For  Art's  Sake 
faction,  would  have  missed  half  its  value, 
such  as  it  is. 

PARENTAL  DILEMMAS 

The  first  and  most  intimate  of  the 
moral  dilemmas  that  arise  from  differ- 
ences in  mental  ability  are  not  between 
classes  and  Churches,  but  in  the  daily 
work  of  bringing  up  children.  The  differ- 
ence between  Einstein  and  an  average 
ploughman  is  less  troublesome  than  the 
difference  between  children  at  five,  at 
ten,  and  at  fifteen.  At  five  the  Church 
catechism  is  only  a  paradigm:  I  learnt  it 
at  that  age  and  still  remember  its  phrases; 
but  it  had  no  effect  on  my  conduct.  I  got 
no  farther  with  it  critically  than  to 
wonder  why  it  obliged  me,  when  asked 
what  my  name  was,  to  reply  that  it  was 
N  or  M,  which  was  not  true. 


What  did  affect  my  conduct  was  my 
nurse's  threat  that  if  I  was  naughty  or 
dirty  the  cock  would  come  down  the 
chimney.  I  confidently  recommend  this 
formula  to  all  parents,  nurses,  and  kinder- 
garten teachers,  as  it  effects  its  purpose 
and  then  dies  a  natural  death,  fading 
from  the  mind  as  the  child  grows  out  of 
it  without  leaving  any  psychic  complexes. 

But  the  same  cannot  be  said  for  more 
complicated  schemes  of  infant  civiliza- 
tion. If  they  begin  with  Law's  Serious 
Call,  as  many  pious  parents  think  they 
should,  they  may  be  worse  than  no 
scheme  at  all.  I  knew  a  man  whose 
youth  was  made  miserable  by  a  dread  of 
hell  sedulously  inculcated  from  his 
infancy.  His  reaction  against  it  carried 
him  into  Socialism,  whereupon  he  founded 
a  Labor  Church  in  which  all  the  meetings, 
began  by  calling  on  the  speakers  to  pray; 
a  demand  which  so  took  aback  my  Fabian 
colleagues  that  one  of  them  began  with 
"Heavenly  Father:  unaccustomed  as  I 
have  been  many  years  to  address  you, 
I  etc.  etc"  The  Labor  Church  did  not 
last;  but  the  reaction  did;  and  the  last  I 
heard  of  its  founder  was  that  he  was 
helping  the  movement  against  Victorian 
prudery  in  a  very  practical  way  as  a 
Nudist  photographer,  the  basis  of  that 
prudery  being  the  fact  that  the  clothing, 
or  rather  upholstering,  of  Victorian 
women  was  much  more  aphrodisiac  than 
their  unadorned  bodies. 

As  to  the  Socialist  orator  who  parodied 
"Unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  public  speak- 
ing," he  died  in  the  bosom  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church. 

I  tell  these  anecdotes  because  they  give 
an  impression,  better  than  any  abstract 
argument  could,  of  the  way  in  which 
highly  intelligent  children  of  pious 
families,  or  of  irreligious  ones  capable  of 
nothing  more  intellectual  than  sport  and 
sex,  reacted  against  their  bringing-up. 
One  day,  at  a  rehearsal  of  one  of  my 
plays,  an  actress  who  was  a  Roman 
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Catholic  consulted  me  in  some  distress 
because  her  adolescent  son  had  become 
an  atheist.  I  advised  her  not  to  worry; 
for  as  family  religions  have  to  be  cast  off 
as  thoughtless  habits  before  they  can  be 
replaced  by  genuine  religious  convic- 
tions, she  might  safely  leave  her  son's 
case  to  God. 

Edmund  Gosse  was  the  son  of  a  Ply- 
mouth Brother,  and  was  baptized  by 
total  immersion,  of  which  he  wrote  a 
highly  entertaining  description  in  his 
book  called  Father  and  Son.  The  immer- 
sion had  washed  all  the  father's  pious 
credulity  out  of  the  son.  George  Eliot, 
also  piously  brought  up,  began  her  re- 
action by  translating  Emil  Strauss's  Life 
of  Jesus,  which  divested  the  worshipped 
Redeemer  of  supernatural  attributes,  and 
even  questioned  the  sanity  of  his  pre- 
tension to  them. 


THE  ALL  OR  NOTHING  COMPLEX 

In  those  days  we  were  all  what  I  called 
Soot  or  Whitewash  merchants,  pilloried 
as  All  or  Nothings  in  Ibsen's  Brand. 
When  one  link  in  our  mental  chain 
snapped  we  did  not  pick  up  the  sound 
links  and  join  them,  we  threw  the  chain 
away  as  if  all  its  links  had  snapped.  If  the 
story  of  Noah's  Ark  was  a  fable,  if 
Joshua  could  not  have  delayed  the  sunset 
in  the  Valley  of  Ajalon,  if  the  big  fish 
could  not  have  swallowed  Jonah  nor  he 
survive  in  its  belly,  then  nothing  in  the 
Bible  was  true.  If  Jehovah  was  a  bar- 
barous tribal  idol,  irreconcilable  with  the 
God  of  Micah,  then  there  was  no  God  at 
all,  and  the  heavens  were  empty.  On  the 
other  hand  if  Galileo,  the  man  of  science, 
knew  better  than  Joshua,  and  Linneus 
and  Darwin  better  than  Moses,  then 
everything  that  scientists  said  was  true. 
Thus  the  credulity  that  believed  in  the 
Garden  of  Eden  with  its  talking  serpent, 
and  in  the  speeches  of  Balaam's  ass,  was 
not  cured.  It  was  simply  transferred  to 


Herbert  Spencer  and  John  Stuart  Mill. 
The  transfer  was  often  for  the  worse,  as 
when  baptism  by  water  and  the  spirit, 
consecrating  the  baptized  as  a  soldier 
and  a  servant  of  the  Highest,  was  re- 
placed by  the  poisonous  rite  of  vaccina- 
tion on  evidence  that  could  not  have 
imposed  on  any  competent  statistician, 
and  was  picked  up  by  Jenner  from  a  dairy 
farmer  and  his  milkmaids. 


CATHOLICISM   IMPRACTICABLE 

The  lesson  of  this  is  that  a  totally 
Catholic  Church  or  Communist  State  is 
an  impossible  simplification  of  social 
organization.  It  is  contrary  to  natural 
history.  No  Church  can  reconcile  and 
associate  in  common  worship  a  Jehovah's 
Witness  with  William  Blake,  who  called 
Jehovah  Old  Nobodaddy.  Napoleon, 
who  pointed  to  the  starry  sky  and  asked 
"Who  made  all  that?"  did  not  kneel 
beside  those  who  replied  that  it  made 
itself,  or  retorted  "We  dont  know:  and 
neither  do  you."  I,  as  a  Creative  Evolu- 
tionist, postulate  a  creative  Life  Force  or 
Evolutionary  Appetite  seeking  power 
over  circumstances  and  mental  develop- 
ment by  the  method  of  Trial  and  Error, 
making  mistake  after  mistake,  but  still 
winning  its  finally  irresistible  way.  Where 
in  the  world  is  there  a  Church  that  will 
receive  me  on  such  terms,  or  into  which 
I  could  honestly  consent  to  be  received? 
There  are  Shaw  Societies;  but  they  are 
not  Catholic  Churches  in  pretence,  much 
less  in  reality.  And  this  is  exactly  as  it 
should  be,  because,  as  human  mental 
capacity  varies  from  grade  to  grade, 
those  who  cannot  find  a  creed  which  fits 
their  grade  have  no  established  creed  at 
all,  and  are  ungovernable  unless  they  are 
naturally  amiable  Vicars  of  Bray  support- 
ing any  government  that  is  for  the 
moment  established.  There  are  hosts  of 
such  creedless  Voters,  acting  strongly 
as  a  conservative  force,  and  usefully 
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stabilizing  government  as  such.  But  they 
make  reforms  very  difficult  sometimes. 

THE  TARES   AND   THE  WHEAT 

I  therefore  appreciate  the  wisdom  of 
Jesus's  warning  to  his  missionaries  that  if 
they  tore  up  the  weeds  they  would  tear 
up  the  wheat  as  well,  meaning  that  if 
they  tried  to  substitute  his  gospel  for  that 
of  Moses  instead  of  pouring  the  new  wine 
into  the  old  bottles  (forgive  the  Biblical 
change  of  metaphor)  nothing  would  be 
left  of  either  Jesus  or  Moses.  As  I  put  it, 
the  conversion  of  savagery  to  Christianity 
is  the  conversion  of  Christianity  to 
savagery. 

This  is  as  true  as  ever.  Not  only  are 
the  immediate  black  converts  of  our 
missionaries  inferior  in  character  both  to 
the  unconverted  and  the  born  converted, 
but  all  the  established  religions  in  the 
world  are  deeply  corrupted  by  the  neces- 
sity for  adapting  their  original  inspired 
philosophic  creeds  to  the  narrow  intelli- 
gences of  illiterate  peasants  and  of  chil- 
dren. Eight  thousand  years  ago  religion 
was  carried  to  the  utmost  reach  of  the 
human  mind  by  the  Indian  Jainists,  who 
renounced  idolatry  and  blood  sacrifice 
long  before  Micah,  and  repudiated  every 
pretence  to  know  the  will  of  God,  for- 
bidding even  the  mention  of  his  name  in 
the  magnificent  temples  they  built  for 
their  faith. 

But  go  into  a  Jainist  temple  today: 
what  do  you  find?  Idols  everywhere. 
Not  even  anthropomorphic  idols  but 
horse  idols,  cat  idols,  elephant  idols  and 
what  not?  The  statues  of  the  Jainist  sages 
and  saints,  far  from  being  contemplated 
as  great  seers,  are  worshipped  as  gods. 

THE  THIRTYNINE  ARTICLES 

For  such  examples  it  is  not  necessary 
to  travel  to  Bombay.  The  articles  of  the 
Church  of  England  begin  with  the  funda- 


mental truth  that  God  has  neither  body, 
parts,  nor  passions,  yet  presently  enjoin 
the  acceptance  as  divine  revelation  of  a 
document  alleging  that  God  exhibited 
his  hind  quarters  to  one  of  die  prophets, 
and  when  he  had  resolved  to  destroy  the 
human  race  as  one  of  his  mistakes,  was 
induced  to  make  an  exception  in  the  case 
of  Noah  and  his  family  by  a  bribe  of 
roast  meat.  Later  articles  instruct  us  to 
love  our  fellow-creatures,  yet  to  obey  an 
injunction  to  hold  accursed  all  who  do 
good  works  otherwise  than  in  the  name 
of  Christ,  such  works  being  sinful,  In 
one  article  it  is  at  first  assumed  that  the 
swallowing  of  a  consecrated  wafer  is  only 
the  heathen  rite  of  eating  the  god  (tran- 
substantiation)  and  as  such  abominable, 
and  then  that  it  is  holy  as  a  memorial  of 
the  last  recorded  supper  of  Jesus.  No 
man  can  be  ordained  a  minister  of  the 
Church  of  England  unless  he  swears 
without  any  mental  reservation  that  he 
believes  these  contradictions.  I  once  held 
lightly  that  candidates  of  irresistible 
vocation  might  swear  this  blamelessly 
because  they  were  under  duress.  But  one 
day  I  was  present  at  the  induction  of  a 
rector.  When  the  bishop  asked  the  postu- 
lant to  tell  a  flat  lie  which  both  ojf  them 
knew  to  be  a  lie,  and  he  told  it  without  a 
blush,  the  impression  made  on  me  was 
so  shocking  that  I  have  felt  ever  since 
that  the  Church  of  England  must  revise 
its  articles  at  all  hazards  if  it  is  to  be 
credited  with  the  intellectual  honesty 
necessary  to  its  influence  and  authority. 
Shake  that  authority,  and  clmrchgoing 
will  be  nothing  more  than  parading  in 
our  best  clothes  every  Sunday. 

A  HUNDRED  RELIGIONS  AND 
ONLY  ONE  SAUCE 

As  it  is,  Christianity  has  split  into 
sects,  persuasions,  and  Nonconformities 
in  all  directions.  The  Statesman's  Year- 
Book  has  given  up  trying  to  list  them. 
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They  range  from  Pillars  of  Fire,  Jeho- 
vah's Witnesses,  Plymouth  Brothers,  and 
Glasites,  to  Presbyterians,  Methodists, 
Congregationalists,  Baptists,  Friends 
(Quakers),  and  Unitarians.  Within  the 
Established  Church  itself  there  are  Ritual- 
ists, Anglo-Catholics  who  call  their 
services  Masses  and  never  mention  the 
Reformation,  Laodicean  Broad  Church- 
men, and  Low  Church  Protestants.  The 
Friends  abhor  ritual  and  dictated  prayers, 
and  repudiate  cathedral  services  and 
Masses  as  playacting,  whilst  the  Anglo- 
Catholics  cannot  think  religiously  with- 
out them.  Presbyterians  and  Congrega- 
tionalists differ  from  the  clergy  of  the 
Established  Church  on  the  political  issue 
of  episcopal  or  lay  Church  government. 
The  Unitarians  reject  the  Trinity  and 
deny  deity  to  Jesus.  Calvinists  deny 
universal  atonement,  preached  by  our 
missionaries,  who  are  practically  all  Inde- 
pendents. 

Common  to  these  irreconcilable  faiths 
is  the  pretension  that  each  is  the  true 
Catholic  Church,  and  should  hand  over 
all  whom  it  cannot  convert  to  the  State 
(the  Secular  Arm)  to  be  exterminated  for 
the  crime  of  heresy  by  the  cruellest 
possible  methods,  even  to  burning  alive. 
This  does  not  mean  that  all  rulers  who 
order  such  extermination  are  horribly 
cruel.  "Bloody  Mary"  believed  that  here- 
tics must  be  liquidated;  but  she  was  not 
responsible  for  the  political  circumstance 
that  the  secular  criminal  law  was  atro- 
ciously cruel,  and  that  no  other  agency 
could  effect  the  liquidation.  Calvin 
agreed  that  Servetus  must  be  killed;  but 
he  objected  humanely  to  his  being 
burned.  Charles  II,  humane  (indeed,  as 
some  think,  too  humane  in  his  kindness 
to  his  dozen  dogs  and  half  dozen  mis- 
tresses), could  not  question  the  necessity 
for  punishing  the  Regicides  with  death; 
but  he  loathed  the  butchering  of  them  in 
the  hideous  manner  ordained  centuries 
earlier  for  the  punishment  of  William 


Wallace,  and  stopped  it  as  soon  as  he 
dared.  It  was  still  unrepealed  during  my 
own  lifetime;  and  has  only  just  (1948) 
been  repealed  in  Scotland. 

So  far  I  have  not  been  imprisoned,  as 
poorer  men  have  been  in  my  time,  for 
blasphemy  or  apostasy.  I  am  not  techni- 
cally an  apostate,  as  I  have  never  been 
confirmed;  and  my  godparents  are  dead. 
But  having  torn  some  of  the  Thirtynine 
Articles  to  rags,  I  should  have  been 
pilloried  and  had  my  ears  cropped  had  I 
lived  in  the  days  of  the  British  Inquisition 
called  the  Star  Chamber.  Nowadays  Non- 
conformity and  Agnosticism  are  far  too 
powerful  electorally  for  such  persecution. 
But  the  Blasphemy  Laws  are  still  avail- 
able and  in  use  against  obscure  sceptics, 
whilst  I  suffer  nothing  worse  than  inces- 
sant attempts  to  convert  me.  All  the 
religions  and  their  sects,  Christian  or 
Moslem,  Buddhist  or  Shinto,  Jain  or  Jew, 
call  me  to  repentance,  and  ask  me  for 
subscriptions.  I  am  not  so  bigoted  as  to 
dismiss  their  experiences  as  the  inven- 
tions of  liars  and  the  fancies  of  noodles. 
They  are  evidence  like  any  other  human 
evidence;  and  they  force  me  to  the  con- 
clusion that  every  grade  of  human  intelli- 
gence can  be  civilized  by  providing  it 
with  a  frame  of  reference  peculiar  to  its 
mental  capacity,  and  called  a  religion. 

THE   MARXIST  CHURCH 

The  Marxist  Church,  called  Comin- 
form,  is  like  all  the  other  Churches. 
Having  ceased  to  believe  in  the  benef- 
icently interfering  and  overruling  God 
of  Adam  Smith  and  Voltaire,  no  less  than 
in  the  vicarage  of  the  Pope  and  his  infalli- 
bility in  council  with  the  College  of 
Cardinals,  Cominform  makes  Karl  Marx 
its  Deity  and  the  Kremlin  his  Vatican. 
It  worships  his  apostles  at  its  conven- 
ticles and  in  its  chapels,  with  Das  Kapital 
as  its  Bible  and  gospel,  just  as  Cobdenist 
Plutocracy  used  to  make  a  Bible  of 
Adam  Smith's  Wealth  of  Nations  with 
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its  gospel  of  The  Economic  Harmonies 
and  its  policy  of  Free  Trade. 

I  am  myself  much  idolized.  I  receive 
almost  daily  letters  from  devout  Shavians 
who  believe  that  my  income  is  unlimited, 
my  knowledge  and  wisdom  infinite,  my 
name  a  guarantee  of  success  for  any 
enterprise,  my  age  that  of  Jesus  at  his 
death,  and  the  entire  Press  at  my  com- 
mand, especially  The  Times,  of  which  I 
am  assumed  to  be  the  proprietor. 

If  this  is  not  idolatry  the  word  has  no 
meaning.  The  fact  that  I  am  ascertain- 
ably,  and  indeed  conspicuously,  only  a 
superannuated  (not  supernatural)  jour- 
nalist and  playwright  does  not  shake  the 
faith  of  my  idolaters  in  the  least.  Facts 
count  for  nothing.  I  am  told  that  I  should 
be  shot  in  Russia  if  I  dared  to  pontificate 
against  the  Government  there  as  I  often 
do  here,  and  that  Freedom  of  the  Press, 
the  glory  of  England,  does  not  and 
cannot  exist  under  Communist  tyranny. 

SHOULD   I   BE  SHOT  IN  RUSSIA? 

As  a  matter  of  fact  the  Russian  news- 
papers are  full  of  complaints  and  griev- 
ances. There  is  a  Government  Depart- 
ment whose  function  it  is  to  receive  and 
deal  with  such  complaints.  Here  in  Eng- 
land I,  an  old  journalist  and  agitator, 
know  only  too  well  that  both  platform 
and  press  are  gagged  by  such  an  irre- 
sponsible tyranny  of  partisan  newspaper 
proprietors  and  shamelessly  mendacious 
advertizers,  and  by  the  law  against  sedi- 
tious and  blasphemous  libel,  that  my 
speeches  were  never  reported,  and  my 
letters  and  articles  inserted  only  when  I 
could  combine  what  I  believed  and 
wanted  to  say  with  something  that  the 
paper  wanted  to  have  said,  or  when  I 
could  disguise  it  as  an  attractively  read- 
able art  criticism,  the  queer  result  being 
that  my  reputation  was  made  in  Conserva- 
tive papers  whilst  the  Liberal,  Radical, 
and  Socialist  editors  dared  not  mention 


my  name  except  in  disparagement  and 
repudiation.  I  owe  more  of  my  publicity 
to  The  Times  than  to  any  other  daily 
newspaper.  The  same  is  true  of  my 
Fabian  colleagues.  The  Webbs,  now  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  never  could  get  into 
the  British  daily  newspapers.  In  Russia, 
when  Fabians  were  despised  there  as 
bourgeois  Deviators,  the  Webbs  were 
translated  by  Lenin. 

As  a  playwright  I  was  held  up  as  an 
irreligious  pornographer,  and  as  such  a 
public  enemy,  not  to  say  a  thorough- 
paced cad,  for  many  years  by  an  irre- 
sponsible censorship  which  could  not  be 
challenged  in  parliament  or  elsewhere. 
No  such  misfortune  has  happened  to  me 
in  Russia. 

What  damns  our  foreign  policy  here 
is  our  ignorance  of  history  of  home 
affairs.  In  the  imagination  of  our  amateur 
politicians  England  is  a  Utopia  in  which 
everything  and  everybody  is  "free,"  and 
all  other  countries  "police  States/'  I, 
being  Irish,  know  better. 

To  return  to  the  inveteracy  of  idolatry. 
Ten  years  ago  disciples  of  a  rival  celebrity 
were  sending  me  portraits  of  an  Austrian 
Messiah  named  Hitler,  described  by  Mr 
Winston  Churchill  as  a  bloodthirsty 
guttersnipe,  yet  more  fanatically  deified 
in  Germany  than  Horatio  Bottomley  in 
England. 

One  of  the  puzzles  of  history  is 
whether  Jesus,  denounced  by  the  ladies 
and  gentlemen  of  his  time  as  a  Sabbath 
breaker,  a  gluttonous  man,  and  a  wine- 
bibber,  and  finally  executed  for  rioting 
in  the  temple,  really  believed  in  his  claim 
to  be  Messiah,  or  was  forced  to  assume 
that  character  because  he  could  not  make 
converts  on  any  other  terms,  just  as 
Mahomet  found  that  he  could  not  govern 
the  Arabs  without  inventing  a  very 
sensual  paradise  and  a  very  disgusting 
hell  to  keep  them  in  order.  Whether  he 
invented  his  conversations  with  the 
Archangel  Gabriel,  or,  like  Joan  of  Arc, 
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really  heard  voices  when  he  listened  for 
the  voice  of  God,  we  shall  never  know. 
I  have  just  had  a  letter  from  a  man  who, 
having  made  repeated  attempts  to  give 
up  smoking  and  failed,  until  one  day, 
walking  through  Hyde  Park,  he  heard  a 
Gospel  preacher  cry  "Listen  for  the  voice 
of  God  and  it  will  come  to  you."  This 
stuck  in  his  mind.  He  listened,  not 
piously  but  experimentally;  and  sure 
enough  a  voice  said  to  him  "Quit 
smoking:  quit  smoking."  This  time  he 
quitted  without  the  smallest  difficulty. 

COMPATIBILITIES 

Differences  of  creed  must  be  tolerated, 
analyzed,  discussed,  and  as  far  as  possible 
reconciled.  My  postulate  of  a  provident 
and  purposeful  Life  Force  that  proceeds 
by  trial-and-error,  and  makes  mistakes 
with  the  best  intentions,  is  not  in  effect 
irreconcilable  with  belief  in  a  super- 
natural benignant  Providence  at  war 
with  a  malignant  Satan.  We  cannot 
"make  our  souls"  in  the  same  assembly; 
but  in  the  same  building  we  can.  There- 
fore if  our  cathedrals  and  churches  are  to 
be  open  to  all  faiths,  as  they  in  fact  are, 
for  contemplation  and  soul  making, 
their  different  rituals  must  be  performed 
at  different  hours,  as  they  are  at  the 
Albert  Hall  in  London,  the  Usher  Hall 
in  Edinburgh,  the  Free  Trade  hall  in 
Manchester,  the  Montford  Hall  in  Lei- 
cester, and  wherever  two  or  three 
gathered  together  may  hear  Messiah  or 
the  great  Masses  of  Bach  and  Beethoven 
on  Sunday  or  Monday,  and  watch  a 
boxing  show  on  Tuesday  or  Wednesday. 
The  rituals  differ,  but  not  enough  to  pro- 
voke their  votaries  to  burn  one  another 
at  the  stake  or  refuse  to  dine  together  on 
occasion.  The  sporting  peer  who  becomes 
famous  as  the  owner  of  a  Derby  winner 
meets  the  winner  of  a  Nobel  Prize  with- 
out the  least  embarrassment;  and  I  have 
never  suffered  the  smallest  discourtesy 


except  once  in  a  Manchester  club,  and 
then  only  because  my  criticisms  of 
Shakespear  stopped  this  side  of  idolatry. 
It  may  seem  that  between  a  Roman 
Catholic  who  believes  devoutly  in  Con- 
fession and  a  modern  freethinking  scien- 
tist there  can  be  neither  sympathy  nor 
co-operation.  Yet  there  is  no  essential 
difference  between  Confession  and  mod- 
ern Psychotherapy.  The  post-Freudian 
psychoanalyst  relieves  his  patient  of  the 
torments  of  guilt  and  shame  by  extracting 
a  confession  of  their  hidden  cause.  What 
else  does  the  priest  do  in  the  confessional, 
though  the  result  is  called  cure  by  one 
and  absolution  by  the  other?  What  I,  a 
Freethinker,  call  the  Life  Force,  my 
pious  neighbors  call  Divine  Providence: 
in  some  respects  a  better  name  for  it. 
Bread  and  wine  are  changed  into  living 
tissue  by  swallowing  and  digestion.  If 
this  is  not  transubstantiation  what  is 
transubstantiation?  I  have  described  the 
surprise  of  a  Fabian  lecturer  on  being 
asked  to  open  a  political  meeting  with 
prayer.  When  I  was  invited  to  address 
the  most  important  Secular  Society  in 
England  I  found  that  I  had  to  supply  the 
sermon  in  a  ritual  of  hymns  and  lessons 
in  all  respects  like  a  religious  Sunday 
service  except  that  the  lessons  were  from 
Browning  and  the  hymns  were  aspira- 
tions to  "join  the  choir  invisible."  Later 
on,  when  I  attended  a  church  service  in 
memory  of  my  wife's  sister,  and  was 
disposed  to  be  moved  by  it,  the  lesson 
was  the  chapter  from  the  Bible  which 
describes  how  the  Israelites  in  captivity 
were  instructed  by  a  deified  Jonathan 
Wild  to  steal  the  jewelry  of  the  Egyptians 
before  their  flight  into  the  desert.  The 
Leicester  Atheists  were  in  fact  more 
pious  than  the  Shropshire  Anglicans. 

BOHEMIAN  ANARCHISM 

The  anarchy  which  the  priests  feared 
when  they  gagged  Galileo  actually  came 
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to  pass  much  more  widely  than  the  epi- 
demics which  the  Medical  Officer  of 
Health  dreaded  when  he  gagged  me 
about  the  sulphur  candles.  In  my  early 
days  as  a  Socialist  lecturer  I  was  once 
opposed  by  a  speaker  who  had  been  an 
apostle  of  Robert  Owen's  New  Moral 
World,  the  first  version  of  British  Social- 
ism. His  ground  was  that  too  many  of 
his  fellow  apostles  took  the  new  moral 
world  as  an  emancipation  from  all  the 
obligations  of  the  old  moral  world,  and 
were  dishonest  and  licentious.  Prominent 
in  my  own  generation  of  Marxists  was 
one  who,  I  believe,  would  have  gone  as  a 
martyr  to  the  scaffold  or  the  stake  rather 
than  admit  that  God  existed,  or  that 
Marx  and  Darwin  were  fallible.  But  when 
money  or  women  were  concerned,  he 
was  such  a  conscienceless  rascal  that  he 
was  finally  blackballed  by  all  the  Socialist 
societies. 

Do  not  misunderstand  me.  I  am  not 
stigmatizing  all  Owenites,  Marxists,  and 
Darwinists  as  immoral;  but  it  must  be 
borne  in  mind  that  all  revolutionary  and 
reform  movements  are  recruited  from 
those  who  are  not  good  enough  for  the 
existing  system  as  well  as  those  who  are 
too  good  for  it.  All  such  movements 
attract  sinners  as  well  as  saints  by  giving 
them  a  prominence  as  platform  orators 
and  pamphleteers  out  of  all  proportion 
to  their  numbers  and  deserts.  They  justify 
their  delinquencies  as  assertions  of  prin- 
ciple, and  thus  give  Socialism  a  reputation 
for  anarchism,  irreligion,  and  sexual  pro- 
miscuity which  is  association  of  ideas, 
not  logic.  No  eminence  in  a  specific 
department  implies  even  ordinary  ability 
in  any  other,  nor  does  any  specific  per- 
sonal depravity  imply  general  depravity. 
I  may  fairly  claim  to  be  an  adept  in 
literature;  but  in  dozens  of  other  depart- 
ments I  am  a  duffer.  I  have  often  quoted 
a  certain  ex-Colonel  who  said  to  me 
"I  know  for  certain  that  the  Rector  is 
the  father  of  his  housemaid's  illegitimate 


child;  and  after  that  you  may  tell  me  that 
the  Bible  is  true:  I  shall  not  believe  you." 
It  does  not  follow  that  the  Colonel  was 
not  a  military  genius,  nor  the  Rector  an 
eloquent  preacher  and  efficient  clergy- 
man. 

Nevertheless  we  cannot  legislate  for 
every  individual  separately,  nor  provide 
a  special  policeman  to  keep  him  (or  her) 
in  order.  All  civilized  persons  except 
certified  lunatics  and  incorrigible  crimi- 
nals must  for  elementr.ry  purposes  be 
held  equally  capable  and  responsible. 
Those  who  cannot  read  any  book  more 
abstruse  that  Esop's  Fables,  nor  get 
beyond  the  multiplication  table  (if  so 
far)  in  mathematics,  can  understand  the 
Ten  Commandments  well  enough  to  be 
legislated  for  in  the  mass. 

SHAM  DEMOCRACY 

In  the  face  of  these  hard  facts  most  of 
the  current  interpretations  of  the  word 
Democracy  are  dangerous  nonsense.  The 
fundamental  notion  that  the  voice  of  the 
people  is  the  voice  of  God  is  a  sample. 
What  people?  Were  Solon  and  Sully, 
Voltaire  and  Adam  Smith,  Plato  and 
Aristotle,  Hobbes  and  Tom  Paine  and 
Marx,  the  people?  Were  Lord  George 
Gordon,  Titus  Gates,  and  Horatio 
Bottomley  the  people?  Were  General 
Roberts  and  Henry  Irving,  nominated 
by  Gallup  poll  as  ideal  rulers,  the 
people?  Am  I  the  people?  Was  Ruskin? 
Were  Moses,  Jesus,  Peter  and  Paul, 
Mahomet,  Brigham  Young?  If  their 
voices  were  all  voices  of  God,  God  must 
be  a  very  accomplished  ventriloquist. 

Democracy  means  government  in  the 
interest  of  everybody.  It  most  emphati- 
cally does  not  mean  government  BY 
everybody.  All  recorded  attempts  at  that 
have  not  only  failed  but  rapidly  developed 
into  despotisms  and  tyrannies.  The  trade 
union  secretary  elected  by  everybody  in 
his  Union,  the  pirate  captain  whose  crew 
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can  make  him  walk  the  plank  at  any 
moment,  are  the  most  absolute  despots 
on  earth.  Cromwell  tried  government 
by  a  parliament  of  elected  saints  and  had 
to  turn  it  into  the  street  as  Bismarck 
turned  the  Frankfort  Parliament  in  1862. 
He  tried  an  oligarchy  of  majors  general, 
but  finally  had  to  make  himself  Lord 
Protector  and  govern  despotically  as 
much  as  it  was  possible  to  govern 
Englishmen  at  all,  which,  as  he  bitterly 
complained,  was  not  very  much.  Much 
or  little,  votes  for  everybody,  politically 
called  Adult  Suffrage,  always  produces 
anarchy,  which,  being  unbearable,  pro- 
duces by  reaction  overwhelming  majori- 
ties in  favor  of  Regressions  called 
Restorations,  or  Napoleonic  Emperors 
and  South  American  dictator-presidents. 
Democratic  government  of  the  people 
by  the  people,  professed  ideologically 
nowadays  by  all  Governments  and 
Oppositions,  has  never  for  a  moment 
existed. 

Real  democracy  leaves  wide  open  the 
question  as  to  which  method  best 
secures  it:  monarchies,  oligarchies,  parlia- 
ments nominated  or  elected  with  or  with- 
out proportional  representation,  restricted 
franchise,  intervals  between  general  elec- 
tions, or  other  "checks  and  balances" 
devised  to  prevent  glaring  abuses  of  vir- 
tually irresponsible  power.  None  of  them 
has  ever  made  Voltaire's  Monsieur  Tout 
le  Monde  master  of  the  situation.  Adult 
suffrage  did  not  prevent  two  so-called 
world  wars  and  a  royal  abdication  on 
which  the  people  were  no  more  consulted 
than  I  was.  Political  adventurers  and  "tin 
Jesuses"  rose  like  rockets  to  dictatorships 
and  fell  to  earth  like  sticks,  or  were  suc- 
ceeded, as  Napoleon  was,  by  Bourbonic 
bosses.  The  Russian  Bolsheviks,  having 
invented  the  Soviet  System,  and  brought 
their  country  to  the  verge  of  ruin  and  a 
little  over  by  All  or  Nothing  Catastro- 
phism,  were  forced  by  the  facts  to  make 
room  in  Bolshevism  for  more  private 


enterprise  than  there  is  in  England.  The 
moment  it  did  so,  the  basic  difference 
between  British  and  Russian  economic 
policy  vanished  or  criss-crossed.  Lenin 
and  Stalin  had  to  cry  Laisser-faire  to  all 
the  enterprises  not  yet  ripe  for  nationali- 
zation. The  Labor  Party  in  England 
nationalized  as  many  industries  as  it 
could  manage,  and  regulated  private 
employers,  controlled  prices,  rationed 
food  and  clothing,  imposed  purchase 
taxes  on  luxuries,  and  increased  the 
bureaucracy  both  in  numbers  and  power 
whilst  jealously  restricting  official  salaries 
more  grudgingly  with  a  view  to  equality 
of  income  than  the  Kremlin.  Stalin's 
Russo-Fabian  slogan,  Socialism  in  a 
Single  Country,  is  countered  by  Church- 
ill's manifestos  of  Plutocratic  Capitalism 
Everywhere  and  Down  with  Commun- 
ism, which  is  more  than  Trotsky  claimed 
for  international  Marxism. 

With  all  this  staring  them  in  the  face, 
and  no  intention  whatever  of  going  back 
to  turnpike  roads,  toll  bridges,  private 
detectives  and  prizefighters  for  police, 
sixpenny  linkmen  for  municipal  electric 
lighting,  cadis  under  palm  trees  for 
judges,  condottieri  and  privateers  for 
national  defence,  profiteers  for  Exchequer 
Chancellors:  in  short,  the  substitution  of 
private  enterprise  for  the  omnipresent 
Communism  without  which  our  civiliza- 
tion could  not  endure  for  a  week,  our 
politicians  and  partisans  keep  shouting 
their  abhorrence  of  Communism  as  if 
their  Parties  were  cannibal  tribes  fighting 
and  eating  one  another  instead  of 
civilized  men  driven  by  sheer  pressure  of 
facts  into  sane  co-operation. 

THE   POLITICAL  TIME  LAG 

The  worst  features  of  our  sham- 
democratic  misgovernment  are  caused, 
not  by  incurable  mental  incapacity,  but 
by  an  ignorance  that  is  essentially  mathe- 
matical. None  of  our  politicians  seems  to 
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know  that  political  action,  like  all  earthly 
action,  must  take  place  in  a  world  of  four 
dimensions,  not  three.  The  fourth  dimen- 
sion is  that  of  Time.  To  ignore  it  is  to 
be  pre-Einstein,  which  is  as  out-of-date 
as  to  be  pre-Marx.  Fortunately  it  can  be 
taught,  just  as  the  theories  of  rent  and 
value  can  be  taught;  and  those  who  learn 
it  see  that  our  British  parliamentary 
system  is  far  too  slow  for  twentieth 
century  social  organization.  The  Soviet 
system  in  Russia  outstrips  it  because, 
being  faster,  it  is  more  immediately 
responsive  to  the  continual  need  for 
reforms  and  adaptations  to  changing 
circumstances.  It  includes  all  the  con- 
ventional democratic  checks  and  safe- 
guards against  despotism  now  so  illusory, 
and  gives  them  as  much  effectiveness  as 
their  airy  nature  is  capable  of.  Incident- 
ally it  gives  Stalin  the  best  right  of  any 
living  statesman  to  the  vacant  Nobel 
peace  prize,  and  our  diplomatists  the 
worst.  This  will  shock  our  ignoramuses 
as  a  stupendous  heresy  and  a  mad 
paradox.  Let  us  see. 

When  the  horrors  of  unregulated 
selfish  private  enterprise  forced  both 
Conservatives  and  Cobdenists  to  devise 
and  pass  the  Factory  Acts,  it  took  the 
British  Parliament  a  time  lag  of  50  years 
to  make  them  effective.  Home  Rule  for 
Ireland  took  thirty  years  to  get  through 
Parliament,  and  was  decided  after  all  by 
a  sanguinary  civil  war. 

In  the  simplest  home  affairs  the  time 
lag  extends  to  centuries.  For  instance, 
the  practice  of  earth  burial,  with  its 
cemeteries  crowding  the  living  out  by 
the  dead,  its  poisonous  slow  putrefac- 
tions, its  risk  of  burial  alive,  and  its  cost, 
should  be  forbidden  and  replaced  by 
cremation.  It  was  discussed  80  years  ago 
when  I  was  a  boy.  Yet  not  even  the 
cremation  of  an  Archbishop  (Temple: 
one  of  our  best)  has  overcome  our  dread 
of  doing  anything  that  everyone  else  is 
not  yet  doing,  nor  the  bigoted  opposition 


of  the  Churches  which  preach  the  Resur- 
rection of  The  Body  without  considering 
that  a  body  can  be  resurrected  from  dust 
and  ashes  as  feasibly  as  from  a  heap  of 
maggots.  Our  crematory  gardens  of  rest 
are  still  countable  only  in  dozens,  and 
cremations  only  in  thousands,  even  in  big 
cities.  In  lesser  towns  the  figure  is  zero. 

ADULT  SUFFRAGE   IS  MOBOCRACY 

Adult  Suffrage  is  supposed  to  be  a 
substitute  for  civil  war.  The  idea  is  that 
if  two  bodies  of  citizens  differ  on  any 
public  point  they  should  not  fight  it  out, 
but  count  heads  and  leave  the  decision 
to  the  majority.  The  snag  in  this  is  that 
as  the  majority  is  always  against  any 
change,  and  it  takes  at  least  thirty  years 
to  convert  it,  whilst  only  ten  per  cent  or 
thereabouts  of  the  population  has  suffi- 
cient mental  capacity  to  foresee  its  neces- 
sity or  desirability,  a  time  lag  is  created 
during  which  the  majority  is  always  out- 
of-date.  It  would  be  more  sensible  to 
leave  the  decision  to  the  minority  if  a 
qualified  one  could  be  selected  and  em- 
panelled. Democratic  government  needs 
a  Cabinet  of  Thinkers  (Politbureau)  as 
well  as  a  Cabinet  of  Administrators 
(Commissars).  Adult  Suffrage  can  never 
supply  this,  especially  in  England,  where 
intellect  is  hated  and  dreaded,  not  wholly 
without  reason,  as  it  is  dangerous  un- 
less disciplined  and  politically  educated; 
whilst  acting  and  oratory,  professional 
and  amateur,  are  popular,  and  are  the 
keys  to  success  in  elections. 

THE   MARXIST  CLASS  WAR 

The  conflict  of  economic  interest 
between  proprietors  and  proletarians 
was  described  by  H.  G.  Wells  as  past 
and  obsolete  when  it  had  in  fact  just 
flamed  up  in  Spain  from  a  bandying  of 
strikes  and  lock-outs  into  raging  san- 
guinary civil  war,  as  it  had  already  done 
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in  Russia,  with  the  difference  that  in 
Russia  the  proletarians  won,  whereas  in 
Spain  they  were  utterly  defeated  through 
lack  of  competent  ministers  and  com- 
manders. 

The  struggle  is  confused  by  a  cross 
conflict  between  feudal  and  plutocratic 
ideologies.  The  feudal  proprietariat  is  all 
for  well  policed  private  property  and 
Laisser-faire,  the  proletariat  all  for  State 
industry  with  abolition  of  feudal  privi- 
lege and  replacement  of  private  or  "real" 
property  by  property  on  social  condi- 
tions; so  that  a  proprietor  shall  hold  his 
land,  his  shares,  his  spare  money  (called 
capital)  on  the  same  terms  as  his  um- 
brella: namely  that  he  shall  not  use  it  to 
break  his  neighbor's  head  nor  evict  him 
from  his  country  and  homestead  to  make 
room  for  sheep  or  deer. 

Both  parties  insist  on  the  supreme 
necessity  for  increased  production;  but 
as  the  Plutocrats  do  all  they  can  to 
sabotage  State  industry,  and  the  Prole- 
tarians to  sabotage  private  enterprise,  the 
effect  is  to  hinder  production  to  the 
utmost  and  demonstrate  the  vanity  of 
two-party  government. 

WHAT  IS  TO   BE   DONE? 

I  am  asked  every  week  what  is  my 
immediate  practical  remedy  for  all  this. 
Also  what  is  my  solution  of  the  riddle  of 
the  universe?  When  I  reply  that  I  dont 
know,  and  have  no  panacea,  I  am  told 
that  I  am  not  constructive,  implying  that 
practical  people  are  constructive  and  do 
know.  If  they  are  and  do,  why  are  we  in 
our  present  perilous  muddle? 

I  can  only  suggest  certain  definite  and 
practicable  experiments  in  social  organi- 
zation, on  a  provisional  hypothesis  or 
frame  of  reference  (a  necessary  tool  of 
thought)  that  will  serve  also  as  a  credible 
religion.  For  nomenclatory  purpose  I 
may  be  called  a  Fabian  Communist  and 
Creative  Evolutionist  if  I  must  have  a 


label  of  some  sort.  At  present  I  am  stuck 
all  over  with  labels  like  a  tourist's  trunk. 
I  cannot  call  myself  the  Way  and  the  Life, 
having  only  a  questionable  hypothesis  or 
two  to  offer;  but  that  is  the  heroic  label 
that  all  Worldbetterers  aspire  to,  and 
some  have  even  dared  to  claim. 

Some  30  years  or  so  ago  I  wrote  a  play 
called  As  Far  As  Thought  Can  Reach. 
Perhaps  I  should  have  called  it  as  far  as 
my  thought  could  reach;  but  I  left  this- 
to  be  taken  for  granted. 

POLITICAL  MATHEMATICS 

What  we  need  desperately  is  an  anthrop- 
ometric  sliderule  by  which  we  can 
classify  and  select  our  rulers,  most  of 
whom  are  at  present  either  rich  nonenti- 
ties, venal  careerists,  or  round  pegs  in 
square  holes.  Now  it  is  no  use  my  singing 
at  the  top  of  my  voice  that  democracy  is 
impossible  without  scientific  anthrop- 
ometry. I  might  as  well  be  the  Town 
Crier  offering  a  reward  for  an  imaginary 
lost  dog.  How  are  we  to  begin? 

Sixty  years  ago  Sidney  Webb  created 
a  Progressive  Party  on  the  new  County 
Councils  by  sending  to  all  the  candidates 
at  the  first  election  a  catechism  setting 
forth  a  program  of  Socialist  reforms,  and 
demanding  whether  they  were  in  favor 
of  them  or  not.  As  Nature  abhors  a 
vacuum  the  program  flew  into  empty 
heads  and  won  the  election  for  them. 
This,  as  far  as  I  know,  was  the  first  non- 
party  test  ever  applied  to  membership 
of  a  public  authority  in  England  since 
benefit  of  clergy  was  legal,  and  the  pro- 
fessions were  closed  to  all  but  members 
of  the  Church  of  England.  This  at  least 
provided  some  evidence  as  to  whether 
the  candidate  could  read,  write,  and  even 
translate  a  little  dog  Latin.  It  was  better 
than  no  test  at  all. 

But  it  is  now  quite  insufficient  in  view 
of  the  enormous  increase  of  public  func- 
tions involved  by  modern  Socialism. 
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We  already  have  in  our  professional  and 
university  examinations  virtual  panels  of 
persons  tested  and  registered  as  qualified 
to  exercise  ruling  functions  as  Astron- 
omers Royal,  Archbishops,  Lord  Chief 
Justices,  and  public  schoolmasters.  Even 
police  constables  are  instructed.  Yet  for 
the  ministers  who  are  supported  to 
direct  and  control  them  we  have  no 
guarantee  that  they  can  read  or  write,  or 
could  manage  a  baked  potato  stall 
successfully. 

Now  people  who  cannot  manage 
baked  potato  stalls  nor  peddle  bootlaces 
successfully  cannot  manage  public  de- 
partments manned  with  school-tested 
permanent  executives.  Consequently 
these  executives  constitute  a  bureau- 
cracy, not  a  democracy.  Elections  do  not 
touch  them:  the  people  have  no  choice. 
When  they  have  passed  the  competitive 
-examinations  by  which  they  are  tested, 
they  are  there  for  life,  practically  irre- 
movable. And  so  government  goes  on. 

Unfortunately  die  tests  tend  to  exclude 
born  rulers.  Knowledge  of  languages, 
dead  and  foreign,  puts  a  Mezzofanti,  use- 
less as  a  legislator  or  administrator,  above 
a  Solon  who  knows  no  language  but  his 
own.  It  puts  facility  in  doing  set  sums  in 
algebra  by  rule  of  thumb  above  inborn 
mathematical  comprehension  by  states- 
men who  cannot  add  up  their  washing 
bills  accurately.  Examinations  by  elderly 
men  of  youths  are  at  least  thirty  years 
out  of  date:  in  economics,  for  instance, 
the  candidate  who  has  been  taught  that 
the  latest  views  are  those  of  Bastiat  and 
Cobden,  ignoring  those  of  Cairnes  and 
Mill,  is  successful,  especially  if  he  ranks 
those  of  Karl  Marx  as  blasphemous,  and 
history  as  ending  with  Macaulay.  The 
questions  that  will  be  asked  and  the 
problems  set  at  the  examinations,  with 
the  answers  and  solutions  that  will  be 
accepted  by  the  elderly  examiners,  soon 
become  known,  enabling  professional 
.crammers  to  coach  any  sixth  form  school- 


boy to  pass  in  them  to  the  exclusion  of 
up-to-date  candidates  who  are  ploughed 
because  they  know  better  than  their 
examiners,  yet  are  as  unconscious  of  their 
mental  superiority  as  a  baby  is  of  the 
chemistry  by  which  it  performs  the 
complicated  chemical  operation  of  digest- 
ing its  food. 

Evidently  the  present  curriculum  and 
method  should  be  radically  changed. 
When  I  say  this,  the  reply  is  "Granted; 
but  how?"  Unfortunately  I  dont  know; 
and  neither  does  anyone  else;  but  as  some- 
body must  make  a  beginning  here  are  a 
few  of  the  best  suggestions  I  can  think  of. 

RENT  AND   VALUE  THE  ASS'S   BRIDGES 

First,  there  is  the  economic  Ass's 
Bridge:  the  theory  of  rent,  and  with  it 
inextricably  the  theory  of  exchange  value. 
Unless  a  postulant  for  first  class  honors 
in  politics  can  write  an  essay  shewing 
that  he  (or  she)  has  completely  mastered 
these  impartial  physical  and  mathematical 
theories,  the  top  panel  must  be  closed 
against  him.  This  would  plough  Adam 
Smith,  Ricardo,  Ruskin,  and  Marx;  but 
they  could  read  up  the  subject  and  return 
to  the  charge.  Stanley  Jevons  would  pass 
it,  though  after  he  had  knocked  out 
Ricardo  and  the  rest  with  his  correct 
mathematical  theory  he  taught  that  a 
State  parcel  post  is  an  impossibility.  For 
when  he  returned  to  England  after 
serving  in  the  Gold  Escort  in  Australia, 
and  became  a  university  professor,  he 
taught  anything  and  everything  the  old 
examiners  expected  him  to  teach,  and  so 
might  have  failed  in  a  character  test. 

STATISTICS   VITAL 

The  panel  for  health  authorities  should 
require  a  stringent  test  in  statistics.  At 
present  the  most  unbearable  tyranny  is 
that  of  the  State  doctor  who  has  been 
taught  to  prescribe  digitalis  and  immo- 
bilization, plus  a  diet  of  alcoholic  stimu- 
lants, for  heart  disease,  and  to  amputate 
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limbs  and  extirpate  tonsils  as  carpenters 
and  plumbers  deal  with  faulty  chair  legs 
and  leaking  pipes.  He  may,  like  Jenner, 
be  so  ignorant  of  the  rudiments  of 
statistics  as  to  believe  that  the  coinci- 
dence of  a  decrease  in  the  number  of 
!  deaths  from  a  specific  disease  following 
I  the  introduction  of  an  alleged  prophy- 
lactic proves  that  the  prophylactic  is 
!  infallible  and  that  compulsion  to  use  it 
I  will  abolish  the  disease.  Statisticians, 
checking  the  figures  by  the  comparisons 
'  they  call  controls,  may  prove  up  to  the 
hilt  that  the  prophylactic  not  only  fails  to 
cure  but  kills.  When  vaccination  was 
made  compulsory  as  a  preventive  of 
smallpox  the  controls  were  cholera, 
typhus,  and  endemic  fever:  all  three 
rampant  when  I  was  born.  They  were 
wiped  out  by  sanitation;  whilst  under 
compulsory  vaccination,  enforced  by 
ruthless  persecution,  smallpox  persisted 
and  culminated  in  two  appalling  epi- 
demics (1871  and  1881)  which  gave 
vaccination  its  deathblow,  though  its 
ghost  still  walks  because  doctors  are 
ignorant  of  statistics,  and,  I  must  add, 
because  it  is  lucrative,  as  it  calls  in  the 
doctor  when  the  patient  is  not  ill.  In  the 
army  some  thirty  inoculations  are  practi- 
cally compulsory;  and  vaccination  is 
made  a  condition  of  admission  to  the 
United  States  and  other  similarly  deluded 
countries.  The  personal  outrage  involved 
is  so  intolerable  that  it  will  not  be  in  the 
least  surprising  if  vaccination  officers  are 
resisted,  not  with  facts  and  figures  but 
with  fists,  if  not  pistols. 

The  remedy,  however,  is  not  to  com- 
pel medical  students  to  qualify  as  stat- 
isticians, but  to  establish  a  Ministry 
of  Statistics  with  formidable  powers  of 
dealing  with  lying  advertisements  of 
panaceas,  prophylactics,  elixirs,  immu- 
nizers,  vaccines,  anti-toxins,  vitamins, 
and  professedly  hygienic  foods  and  drugs 
and  drinks  of  all  sorts.  Such  a  public 
department  should  be  manned  not  by 


chemists  analyzing  the  advertized  wares 
and  determining  their  therapeutical  value, 
but  by  mathematicians  criticizing  their 
statistical  pretensions.  As  there  is  an 
enormous  trade  in  such  wares  at  present 
the  opposition  to  such  a  Ministry  will  be 
lavishly  financed;  but  the  need  for  it  is 
too  urgent  to  allow  any  consideration 
to  stand  in  its  way;  for  the  popular 
demand  for  miracles  and  deities  has  been 
transferred  to  "marvels  of  science"  and 
doctors,  by  dupes  who  think  they  are 
emancipating  themselves  from  what  in 
their  abysmal  ignorance  they  call  medi- 
eval barbarism  when  they  are  in  fact 
exalting  every  laboratory  vivisector  and 

Juack  immunizer  above  Jesus  and  St 
ames.  Mrs  Eddy,  a  much  sounder 
hygienist  than  Jenner,  Pasteur,  Lister, 
and  their  disciples,  had  to  call  her 
doctrine  Christian  Science  instead  of 
calling  the  popular  faith  in  pseudo- 
scientific  quackery  Anti-Christian  Non- 


sense. 


THE  ESTHETIC  TEST 


The  next  test  I  propose  may  prove 
more  surprising.  For  the  top  panel  I 
would  have  postulants  taken  into  a 
gallery  of  unlabelled  reproductions  of 
the  famous  pictures  of  the  world,  and 
asked  how  many  of  the  painters  they  can 
name  at  sight,  and  whether  they  have 
anything  to  say  about  them,  or  are  in  any 
way  interested  in  them.  They  should 
then  be  taken  into  a  music  room  fur- 
nished with  a  piano,  and  asked  to  sing  or 
whistle  or  hum  or  play  as  many  of  the 
leading  themes  of  the  symphonies,  con- 
certos, string  quartets,  and  opera  tunes  of 
Mozart  and  Beethoven,  and  the  Leit- 
motifs of  Wagner,  as  they  can  remember. 
Their  performances  maybe  execrable;  but 
that  will  not  matter:  the  object  is  not  to 
test  their  executive  skill  but  to  ascertain 
their  knowledge  of  the  best  music  and 
their  interest  in  and  enjoyment  of  it,  if " 
any. 
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I  would  have  them  taken  then  into  a 
library  stocked  with  the  masterpieces  of 
literature.  They  should  be  asked  which 
of  them  they  had  ever  read,  and  whether 
they  read  anything  but  newspapers  and 
detective  stories.  If  the  answer  be  Yes, 
they  can  be  invited  to  indicate  the  books 
they  know. 

I  am  quite  aware  of  the  possibility  of 
misleading  results.  Dr  Inge,  an  unques- 
tionably top  notcher,  when  he  was  Dean 
of  St  Paul's  and  had  to  deal  with  the 
music  there,  expressed  a  doubt  whether 
the  Almighty  really  enjoys  "this  per- 
petual serenading."  William  Morris, 
equally  honoris  causa,  could  not  tolerate 
a  piano  in  his  house.  When  one  was 
played  in  his  hearing  by  his  neighbors, 
he  would  throw  up  his  window  and  roar 
curses  at  them. 

But  if  Dr  Inge  had  been  brought  up 
on  Beethoven  instead  of  on  Jackson's  Te 
Deum,  he  might  have  preferred  Wagner 
to  Plotinus;  and  Morris  was  deeply 
affected  by  medieval  music,  and  quite 
right  in  loathing  the  modern  steel  grand 
piano  of  his  day  as  a  noisy  nuisance. 
Still,  some  of  the  postulants  will  be  tone 
deaf  or  color  blind.  Their  comments  may 
be  none  the  less  valuable  as  evidence  of 
their  mental  capacity. 

SUBCONSCIOUS   CAPACITIES 

More  baffling  at  present  are  the  cases 
in  which  the  judges  will  be  faced  with 
apparently  vacant  minds,  and  met,  not 
with  an  epigram  of  which  no  mediocrity 
would  be  capable,  but  with  a  blank  "I 
dont  know  what  you  are  talking  about/' 
This  will  not  prove  that  the  postulant  is 
a  nitwit:  it  will  raise  the  question  whether 
the  question  is  beyond  his  mental  powers 
or  so  far  within  them  that  he  is  uncon- 
scious of  them.  Ask  anyone  how  water 
tastes,  and  you  will  get  the  reply  of 
Pinero's  Baron  Croodle  "Water  is  a  dog- 
like  and  revolting  beverage"  or  simply 


"Water  has  no  taste,"  or,  intelligently, 
"Water  has  no  taste  for  me,  because  it  is 
always  in  my  mouth."  Ask  an  idle  child 
what  it  is  doing,  and  it  will  not  claim  that 
it  is  breathing  and  circulating  its  blood: 
it  will  say  it  is  doing  nothing.  When  we 
co-ordinate  our  two  eyes  to  look  at  any- 
thing we  do  not  notice  that  the  images  of 
everything  else  within  our  range  of 
vision  are  doubled.  When  we  listen  to  an 
orchestra  or  an  organ  we  are  deaf  to  the 
accompanying  thunder  of  beats,  partials, 
and  harmonics.  Attention  is  a  condition 
of  consciousness.  Without  it  we  may  miss 
many  "self-evident  truths."  How  then 
are  we  to  distinguish  between  the  uncon- 
scious genius  and  the  idiot? 

Again,  I  do  not  know;  but  we  can  at 
least  call  in  the  professional  psycho- 
therapists whose  business  it  is  to  dig  up 
the  buried  factors  of  the  mind  and  bring 
them  to  light  and  consciousness.  The 
technique  of  this  therapy  has  developed 
since  the  days  when,  being  asked  what 
the  word  Ass  suggested  to  me,  I  replied 
Dogberry  and  Balaam.  It  suggested,  not 
facts  and  experiences,  but  fictions.  Put 
the  word  Calculus  to  a  surgeon  and  he 
will  name  the  disease  called  stone,  from 
which  Newton  suffered.  Put  it  to  a 
mathematician  and  he  will  cite  the  method 
of  measurement  Newton  and  Leibniz 
elaborated. 

EXAMINATIONS  AND   SCHOOLMASTERS 

I  avoid  calling  the  tests  examinations 
because  the  word  suggests  the  school- 
master, the  enemy  of  mankind  at  present, 
though  when  by  the  rarest  chance  he 
happens  to  be  a  born  teacher,  he  is  a 
priceless  social  treasure.  I  have  met  only 
one  who  accepted  my  challenge  to  say  to 
his  pupils  "If  I  bore  you  you  may  go  out 
and  play."  Set  an  average  schoolmaster 
or  schoolmarm  to  test  for  the  panels, 
and  the  result  will  be  a  set  of  examina- 
tion papers  with  such  questions  and 
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problems  as  "Define  the  square  root  of 
minus  one  in  Peano  terms;  and  if  an 
empty  aeroplane  travelling  at  supersonic 
speed  takes  a  thousand  light  years  to 
reach  the  nearest  star,  how  long  will  it 
take  a  London  motor  bus  keeping 
schedule  time  to  travel  from  Millbank  to 
Westminster  Bridge  with  a  full  comple- 
ment of  passengers?  Give  the  name,  date, 
and  locality  of  the  birth  of  Beethoven's 
great  grandmother's  cousin's  stepsister; 
and  write  a  tonal  fugue  on  the  following 
theme.  Give  the  family  names  of  Dom- 
enichino  and  Titian;  and  write  an  essay 
not  exceeding  32  words  on  their  respec- 
tive styles  and  influence  on  Renaissance 
art.  Give  the  dates  of  six  of  Shakespear's 
plays,  with  the  acreage  occupied  by  (a) 
the  Globe  Theatre,  (£)  the  Shoreditch 
Curtain  theatre,  and  (c)  the  Blackfriars 
theatre.  Estimate  the  age  of  Ann  Hatha- 
way at  her  marriage  with  Shakespear. 
Enumerate  the  discrepancies  between  the 
narratives  of  Homer,  Plutarch,  Holin- 
shed,  and  Shakespear.  Was  Bacon  the 
author  of  Shakespear's  plays  (5000 
words)?" 

THE  WRONG   SORT   OF   MEMORY 

And  so  on.  The  schoolmaster  does  not 
teach.  He  canes  or  impositions  or  "keeps 
in"  the  pupils  who  cannot  answer  point- 
less questions  devised  to  catch  them  out. 
Such  questions  test  memory,  but  secure 
victory  in  examinations  for  the  indis- 
criminate encyclopedic  memory,  which 
is  the  most  disabling  of  all  memories. 
Universities  are  infested  with  pedants 
who  have  all  recorded  history  at  their 
tongues'  ends,  but  can  make  no  use  of  it 
except  to  disqualify  examinees  with  the 
priceless  gift  of  forgetting  all  events  that 
do  not  matter.  Were  I  to  keep  always  in 
mind  every  experience  of  my  93  years 
living  and  reading  I  should  go  mad.  I  am 
often  amazed  when,  having  to  refer  to 
old  papers  filed  away  and  forgotten,  I  am 
reminded  of  transactions  which  I  could 


have  sworn  had  never  occurred,  and 
meetings  with  notable  persons  I  have  no 
recollection  of  having  ever  seen.  But  this 
does  not  disconcert  me.  Kipling's  "Lest 
we  forget"  is  often  less  urgent  than  "Lest 
we  remember." 

Certainly,  those  who  forget  every- 
thing are  impossible  politically;  and  I 
have  often  wished  I  had  the  memory  of 
Macaulay  or  Sidney  Webb,  or  the 
patience  of  my  player  collaborators  who 
have  to  memorize  speeches  I  have  myself 
written  but  of  which  at  rehearsal  I  cannot 
quote  two  words  correctly;  but  on  the 
whole  the  people  who  remember  every- 
thing they  ought  to  forget  are,  if  given 
any  authority,  more  dangerous  than  those 
who  forget  some  things  they  had  better 
remember.  Dr  Inge,  commenting  on  the 
Irish  question,  pointed  out  how  difficult 
is  the  common  government  of  a  nation 
which  never  remembers  and  one  which 
never  forgets. 

Anyhow,  we  must  keep  schoolmasters 
away  from  the  panel  tests.  My  own 
school  experience  has  biased  me  on  this 
point.  When  the  time  came  to  teach  me 
mathematics  I  was  taught  simply  noth- 
ing: I  was  set  to  explain  Euclid's  dia- 
grams and  theorems  without  a  word  as 
to  their  use  or  history  or  nature.  I  found 
it  so  easy  to  pick  this  up  in  class  that  at 
the  end  of  the  half  year  I  was  expected 
to  come  out  well  in  the  examinations.  I 
entirely  disgraced  myself  because  the 
questions  did  not  pose  the  propositions 
but  gave  only  their  numbers,  of  which  I 
could  recollect  only  the  first  five  and  the 
one  about  the  square  of  the  hypothenuse. 

The  next  step  was  algebra,  again  with- 
out a  word  of  definition  or  explanation. 
I  was  simply  expected  to  do  the  sums  in 
Colenso's  schoolbook. 

Now  an  uninstructed  child  does  not 
dissociate  numbers  or  their  symbols 
from  the  material  objects  it  knows  quite 
well  how  to  count.  To  me  a  and  £,  when 
they  meant  numbers,  were  senseless  un- 
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less  they  meant  butter  and  eggs  and  a 
pound  of  cheese.  I  had  enough  mathe- 
matical faculty  to  infer  that  if  a=Z>  and 
£  =  c,  a  must  equal  c.  But  I  had  wit 
enough  to  infer  that  if  a  quart  of  brandy 
equals  three  Bibles,  and  three  Bibles  the 
Apostles'  Creed,  the  Creed  is  worth  a 
quart  of  brandy,  manifestly  a  reductio  ad 
absurdum. 

My  schoolmaster  was  only  the  com- 
mon enemy  of  me  and  my  schoolfellows. 
In  his  presence  I  was  forbidden  to  move, 
or  to  speak  except  in  answer  to  his  ques- 
tions. Only  by  stealth  could  I  relieve  the 
torture  of  immobility  by  stealthily  ex- 
changing punches  (called  "the  coward's 
blow")  with  the  boy  next  me.  Had  my 
so-called  teacher  been  my  father,  and  I  a 
child  under  six,  I  could  have  asked  him 
questions,  and  had  the  matter  explained 
to  me.  As  it  was,  I  did  exactly  what  the 
Vatican  felt  everybody  would  do  if 
Galileo  picked  a  hole  in  the  Bible.  I  con- 
cluded that  mathematics  are  blazing  non- 
sense, and  thereafter  made  a  fool  of 
myself  even  in  my  twenties  when  I  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  editor  of  Bio- 
metrika,  Karl  Pearson,  who  maintained 
that  no  theory  could  be  valid  until  it  was 
proved  mathematically.  I  threw  in  his 
teeth  my  conviction  that  his  specialty 
was  an  absurdity.  Instead  of  enlightening 
me  he  laughed  (he  had  an  engaging  smile 
and  was  a  most  attractive  man)  and  left 
me  encouraged  in  my  ignorance  by  my 
observation  that  though  he  was  scrupu- 
lous and  sceptical  when  counting  and 
correlating,  he  was  as  credulous  and 
careless  as  any  ordinary  mortal  in  select- 
ing the  facts  to  be  counted.  Not  un- 
til Graham  Wallas,  a  born  teacher, 
enlightened  me,  did  I  understand 
mathematics  and  realize  their  enormous 
importance. 

SOME  RESULTS 

Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  with  such 
school  methods  masquerading  as  educa- 


tion, millions  of  scholars  pass  to  their 
graves  unhonored  and  unsung  whilst 
men  and  women  totally  illiterate  or  at 
most  selftaught  to  read  and  write  in  their 
late  teens,  rise  to  eminence  whilst  "uni- 
versity engineers'*  are  drugs  in  the  labor 
market  compared  to  those  who  go  straight 
from  their  elementary  schools  to  the 
factory,  speaking  slum  English  and  sign- 
ing with  a  mark.  Experienced  employers 
tell  us  they  prefer  uneducated  workmen. 
Senior  Wranglers  and  Double-Firsts  and 
Ireland  Scholars  see  no  more  than  coster- 
mongers  in  the  fact  that  a  saving  of  i  per 
cent  per  minute  of  time  in  writing  English 
means  525,000  per  cent  per  year,  and  that 
ten  times  that  much  could  be  saved  by 
adding  15  letters  to  the  alphabet.  It  took 
a  world  war  to  establish  summer  time 
after  it  had  been  contemptuously  rejected 
by  our  pundits  as  a  negligible  fad.  The 
fact  that  by  adding  two  digits  to  our 
arithmetic  tables  we  could  make  16 
figures  do  the  work  of  twenty  (a  colossal 
saving  of  time  for  the  world's  book- 
keeping) appeals  no  more  to  winners  of 
the  mathematical  tripos  than  the  infini- 
tesimal calculus  to  a  newly  born  infant. 
Political  controversy  is  now  (1949) 
raging  on  the  nationalization  of  our 
industries;  yet  not  one  word  is  said  nor  a 
figure  given  as  to  its  basic  advantage  in 
the  fact  that  coal  can  be  had  in  Sunder- 
land  for  the  trouble  of  picking  it  up  from 
the  sands  at  low  tide,  whilst  in  White- 
haven  it  has  to  be  hewn  out  under  the 
sea,  miles  from  the  pit  head,  or  that  land 
in  the  City  of  London  fetches  fabulous 
prices  per  square  foot  and  twenty  miles 
off  will  hardly  support  a  goose  on  the 
common,  thus  making  it  impossible  with- 
out nationalization  to  substitute  cost-of- 
production  prices,  averaged  over  the 
whole  country,  for  prices  loaded  with 
enormous  rents  for  the  proprietors  of 
London  land  and  Seaham  mines,  not 
equivalently  surtaxed.  Doctors  and  dental 
surgeons  who  excuse  their  high  fees  on 
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the  ground  that  they  are  working  until 
half  past  four  in  the  afternoon  earning 
rent  for  their  landlords,  and  only  the  rest 
of  the  day  for  themselves  and  their 
families,  are  so  incapable  of  putting  two 
and  two  together  politically  that  they 
vote  like  sheep  for  the  landlords,  and  de- 
nounce land  municipalization  as  robbery. 
Had  the  late  famous  President  Franklin 
Roosevelt,  a  thoroughly  schooled  gentle- 
man-amateur Socialist,  been  taught  the 
law  of  rent,  his  first  attempts  at  The 
New  Deal  would  not  have  failed  so  often. 
I  could  cite  dozens  of  examples  of  how 
what  our  Cabinet  ministers  call  Demo- 
cracy, and  what  I  call  Mobocracy,  places 
in  authority  would-be  rulers  who  assure 
us  that  they  can  govern  England,  plus  the 
Commonwealth,  plus  Western  Europe, 
and  finally  the  world,  when  as  a  matter  of 
fact  they  could  not  manage  a  village  shop 
successfully. 

CAPITAL   ACCUMULATION 

Capital  is  spare  money  saved  by 
postponement  of  consumption.  To 
effect  this  in  a  private  property  system 
some  people  must  be  made  so  rich 
that  when  they  are  satiated  with  every 
purchasable  luxury  they  have  still  a 
surplus  which  they  can  invest  without 
privation.  In  the  nineteenth  century 
this  arrangement  was  accepted  as 
final  and  inevitable  by  able  and  benev- 
olent public  men  like  Thomas  de 
Quincey,  Macaulay,  Austin,  Cobden, 
and  Bright,  until  Karl  Marx  dealt 
it  a  mortal  blow  by  shewing  from 
official  records  that  its  delusive 
prosperity  masked  an  abyss  of  plague, 
pestilence  and  famine,  battle,  murder, 
compulsory  prostitution,  and  pre- 
mature death.  Ferdinand  Lassalle  in 
Germany  had  already  demonstrated 
the  injustice  of  its  "iron  law,  of 
wages." 


ENGLAND  S  SHAMEFACED  LEADERSHIP 

England  was  by  no  means  silent  on  the 
subject.  Marx's  invective,  though  it 
rivalled  Jeremiah's,  was  pale  beside  the 
fierce  diatribes  of  Ruskin,  who  puzzled 
his  readers  by  describing  himself  as  an 
old  Tory  and  the  Reddest  of  Red  Com- 
munists. Carlyle  called  our  boasted  com- 
mercial prosperity  shooting  Niagara,  and 
dismissed  Cobdenist  Free  Trade  as  God- 
forsaken nonsense.  The  pious  Conserva- 
tive Lord  Shaftesbury  and  the  Radical 
atheist  demagogue  Bradlaugh  were  at 
one  in  their  agitation  for  Acts  in  restraint 
of  the  prevalent  ruthless  exploitation  of 
labor.  Robert  Owen  had  called  for  a  New 
Moral  world  as  loudly  as  any  of  our 
present  post  war  Chadbands.  It  was  he 
who  made  current  the  word  Socialism 
as  the  alternative  to  Capitalist  plutoc- 
racy. When  the  Russian  Bolsheviks 
went  ruinously  wrong  by  ignoring  "the 
inevitability  of  gradualness"  and  attempt- 
ing a  catastrophic  transfer  of  industry 
and  agriculture  from  private  to  public 
ownership,  it  was  the  Englishman  Sidney 
Webb  and  his  Fabians  who  corrected 
them  and  devised  the  new  economic 
policy  Lenin  had  to  announce,  and  Stalin 
to  put  in  practice.  Thus  Englishmen  can 
claim  to  have  been  pioneers  in  the  revo- 
lutionary development  of  political  organi- 
zation since  Cobdenism  conquered  us. 

Unfortunately,  whenever  English  par- 
ties effect  an  advance,  they  are  so 
ashamed  of  it  that  they  immediately 
throw  away  all  credit  for  it  by  protesting 
that  they  are  respectable  citizens  who 
would  never  dream  of  changing  any- 
thing, and  shouting  their  abhorrence  of 
all  the  wicked  foreigners  who  are  in 
effect  taking  their  advice.  And  then  they 
are  surprised  when  their  disciples,  especi- 
ally in  Russia,  regard  them  as  enemies, 
and  the  Marxist  Left  wins  more  and  more 
votes  from  them. 
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THE  THREATENING  FUTURE! 
HOMILIES   NO   USE 

While  the  time  lag  lasts  the  future 
remains  threatening.  The  problem  of 
optimum  wealth  distribution,  which 
Plutocracy,  with  its  inherent  class  war- 
fare, has  hopelessly  failed  to  solve,  will 
not  yield  to  the  well-intentioned  Utopian 
amateurs  who  infest  our  parliaments  and 
parties,  imagining  that  it  can  be  solved 
by  giving  all  of  us  according  to  our 
needs  and  balancing  the  account  by  taking 
from  each  of  us  according  to  our  pro- 
ductive capacity.  They  might  as  well 
decree  that  we  shall  do  unto  others  as  we 
would  have  them  do  to  us,  or  achieve 
the  greatest  good  for  the  greatest 
number,  or  soothe  our  souls  with  exhorta- 
tions to  love  one  another.  Homilies  cut 
no  ice  in  administrative  councils:  the 
literary  talent  and  pulpit  eloquence  that 
has  always  been  calling  for  a  better 
world  has  never  succeeded,  though  it 
has  stolen  credit  for  many  changes 
forced  on  it  by  circumstances  and  natural 
selection.  The  satirical  humor  of  Aristo- 
phanes, the  wisecracks  of  Confucius,  the 
precepts  of  the  Buddha,  the  parables  of 
Jesus,  the  theses  of  Luther,  the  jeux 
<T esprit  of  Erasmus  and  Montaigne,  the 
Utopias  of  More  and  Fourier  and  Wells, 
the  allegories  of  Voltaire,  Rousseau,  and 
Bunyan,  the  polemics  of  Leibniz  and 
Spinoza,  the  poems  of  Goethe,  Shelley, 
and  Byron,  the  manifesto  of  Marx  and 


Engels,  Mozart's  Magic  Flute  and  Beet- 
hoven's Ode  to  Joy,  with  the  music 
dramas  of  Wagner,  to  say  nothing  of 
living  seers  of  visions  and  dreamers  of 
dreams:  none  of  these  esthetic  feats  have 
made  Reformations  of  Revolutions;  and 
most  of  them,  as  far  as  they  have  been 
thrown  into  the  hands  of  the  common 
people  as  the  Protestant  Reformation 
threw  the  Bible,  have  been  followed  by 
massacres,  witch  hunts,  civil  and  inter- 
national wars  of  religion,  and  all  forms 
of  persecution,  from  petty  boycotts  to 
legalized  burnings  at  the  stake  and 
breakings  on  the  wheel,  highly  popular 
as  public  entertainments.  The  nineteenth 
century,  which  believed  itself  to  be  the 
climax  of  civilization,  of  Liberty,  Equal- 
ity, and  Fraternity,  was  convicted  by 
Karl  Marx  of  being  the  worst  and 
wickedest  on  record;  and  the  twentieth, 
not  yet  half  through,  has  been  ravaged 
by  two  so-called  world  wars  culminating 
in  the  atrocity  of  the  atomic  bomb. 

As  long  as  atomic  bomb  manufacture 
remains  a  trade  secret  known  to  only  one 
State,  it  will  be  the  mainstay  of  Peac< 
because  all  the  States  (including  the  one] 
will  be  afraid  of  it.  When  the  secret  is  ou 
atomic  warfare  will  be  barred  as  poisor 
gas  was  in  1938-45;  and  war  will  b< 
possible  as  before.  How  that  may  happei 
is  the  subject  of  the  first  two  farfetchec 
fables  that  follow. 

Ayot  Saint  Lawrence,  1948-9. 
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This  is  all  actuarial  probability  in  my 
last  play  and  the  climax  of  my  eminence, 
such  as  it  is.  I  thought  my  career  as  a 
playwright  was  finished  when  Waldo 
Lanchester  of  the  Malvern  Marionette 
Theatre,  our  chief  living  puppet  master, 
sent  me  figures  of  two  puppets,  Shake- 
spear  and  myself,  with  a  request  that  I 
should  supply  one  of  my  famous  dramas 
for  them,  not  to  last  longer  than  ten 
minutes  or  thereabouts.  I  accomplished 
this  feat,  and  was  gratified  by  Mr  Lan- 
chester's  immediate  approval. 

I  have  learnt  part  of  my  craft  as  con- 
ductor of  rehearsals  (producer,  they  call 
it)  from  puppets.  Their  unvarying  inten- 
sity of  facial  expression,  impossible  for 
living  actors,  keeps  the  imagination  of 
the  spectators  continuously  stimulated. 
When  one  of  them  is  speaking  or  tumb- 
ling and  the  rest  left  aside,  these,  though 
in  full  view,  are  invisible,  as  they  should 
be.  Living  actors  have  to  learn  that  they 
too  must  be  invisible  while  the  protago- 
nists are  conversing,  and  therefore  must 
not  move  a  muscle  nor  change  their 
expression,  instead  of,  as  beginners 
mostly  do,  playing  to  them  and  robbing 
them  of  the  audience's  undivided  atten- 
tion. 

Puppets  have  also  a  fascination  of  their 
:>wn,  because  there  is  nothing  wonderful 
n  a  living  actor  moving  and  speaking, 
)ut  that  wooden  headed  dolls  should  do 
>o  is  a  marvel  that  never  palls. 

And  they  can  survive  treatment  that 
vould  kill  live  actors.  When  I  first  saw 
hem  in  my  boyhood  nothing  delighted 
ne  more  than  when  all  the  puppets  went 
ip  in  a  balloon  and  presently  dropped 
rom  the  skies  with  an  appalling  crash  on 
he  floor. 
Nowadays  the  development  of  stage- 


craft into  filmcraft  may  destroy  the  idio- 
syncratic puppet  charm.  Televised  pup- 
pets could  enjoy  the  scenic  backgrounds 
of  the  cinema.  Sound  recording  could 
enable  the  puppet  master  to  give  all  his 
attention  to  the  strings  he  is  manipu- 
lating, the  dialogue  being  spoken  by  a 
company  of  first-rate  speakers  as  in  the 
theatre.  The  old  puppet  master  spoke  all 
the  parts  himself  in  accents  which  he 
differentiated  by  Punch-and- Judy  squeaks 
and  the  like.  I  can  imagine  the  puppets 
simulating  living  performers  so  perfectly 
that  the  spectators  will  be  completely 
illuded.  The  result  would  be  the  death 
of  puppetry;  for  it  would  lose  its  charm 
with  its  magic.  So  let  reformers  be- 
ware. 

Nothing  can  extinguish  my  interest  in 
Shakespear.  It  began  when  I  was  a  small 
boy,  and  extends  to  Stratford-upon- 
Avon,  where  I  have  attended  so  many 
bardic  festivals  that  I  have  come  to 
regard  it  almost  as  a  supplementary 
birthplace  of  my  own. 

No  year  passes  without  the  arrival  of  a 
batch  of  books  contending  that  Shake- 
spear  was  somebody  else.  The  argument 
is  always  the  same.  Such  early  works  as 
Venus  and  Adonis,  Lucrece,  and  Love's 
Labour's  Lost,  could  not  possibly  have 
been  written  by  an  illiterate  clown  and 
poacher  who  could  hardly  write  his  own 
name.  This  is  unquestionably  true.  But 
the  inference  that  Shakespear  did  not 
write  them  does  not  follow.  What  does 
follow  is  that  Shakespear  was  not  an 
illiterate  clown  but  a  well  read  grammar- 
schooled  son  in  a  family  of  good  middle- 
class  standing,  cultured  enough  to  be 
habitual  playgoers  and  private  entertain- 
ers of  the  players. 

This,  on  investigation,  proves  to  be 
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exactly  what  Shakespear  was.  His  father, 
John  Shakespear,  Gent,  was  an  alderman 
who  demanded  a  coat  of  arms  which  was 
finally  granted.  His  mother  was  of  equal 
rank  and  social  pretension.  John  finally 
failed  commercially,  having  no  doubt  let 
his  artistic  turn  get  the  better  of  his 
mercantile  occupation,  and  leave  him 
unable  to  afford  a  university  education 
for  William,  had  he  ever  wanted  to  make 
a  professional  scholar  of  him. 

These  circumstances  interest  me  be- 
cause they  are  just  like  my  own.  They 
were  a  considerable  cut  above  those  of 
Bunyan  and  Cobbett,  both  great  masters 
of  language,  who  nevertheless  could  not 
have  written  Venus  and  Adonis  nor 


Love's  Labour's  Lost.  One  does  not 
forget  Bunyan's  "The  Latin  I  borrow." 
Shakespear's  standing  was  nearer  to 
Ruskin's,  whose  splendid  style  owes 
much  more  to  his  mother's  insistence  on 
his  learning  the  Bible  by  heart  than  to 
his  Oxford  degree. 

So  much  for  Bacon-Shakespear  and 
all  the  other  fables  founded  on  that 
entirely  fictitious  figure  Shaxper  or 
Shagsper  the  illiterate  bumpkin. 

Enough  too  for  my  feeling  that  the 
real  Shakespear  might  have  been  myself, 
and  for  the  shallow  mistaking  of  it  for 
mere  professional  jealousy. 

Ayot  Saint  Lawrence^  1949. 


INDEX 


Abbey  Theatre,  441 
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781;  have  made  a  second  nature  of  stage  cus- 
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Affection,  family,  9,  25,  26,  52,  53,  90-92 
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Age,  194 
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men,  874;  fail  to  intimidate  a  nation,  872;  wake 
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Allen,  Grant,  501,  818 
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Apostolic  succession,  622 

Arabian  Nights,  67,  742 

Archer,  William,  220,  689,  692,  697,  698,  852; 
collaborates  with  Shaw,  699-701,  719 

Argyll,  Duke  of,  133 
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Aristophanes,  800,  879 
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Arnold,  Matthew,  766 
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tury,  192;  of  today,  543;  progress  in,  750 
751;  sanity  of,  800-803;  should  be  didactic 
809;  teaching,  94-6,  99-101;  technical  facilir 
is  not  the  secret  of  greatness  in  art,  75 1 

Articles  of  the  Church,  131,  185,  60 1,  646,  66 

Artificial  humanity,  creation  of,  366 

Artist,  the,  his  eternal  clash  with  the  physicist 
887-8;  propriety  of  meddling  with  his  mastei 
pieces,  870 

Artist  idolatry,  101 

Artist-philosophers,  162,  163 

Artistic  man's  failure,  154 

As  Far  As  Thought  Can  Reach,  908 

Assassination,  134,  414 

Athanasian  Creed,  71 

Atheism  and  atheists,  214,  515,  518,  519,  53 
598,  664;  scientific,  648 

Athletics,  72 

Atkins,  Robert,  846 

Atomic  bombs,  915;  bring  die  war  to  a  sto 
875;  could  bring  civilization  to  a  stop,  87 
have  not  made  war  impossible,  877;  shou 
be  barred,  876 

Atoms,  532 

Atonement,  552,  553,  594,  595,  597,  598 

Augustus,  Emperor,  555 

Austin,  L.  F.,  790 

Austria,  Shaw's  play  censored  in,  410 

Authority,  320;  a  sport  to  dictators,  883 

Authors  and  journalists  compared,  635;  ai 
contrasted,  635;  attempts  to  alter  autho 
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"dignified  old  monkey,"  635;  London  critics' 

idea  of  a  King,  776 

Autocrats,  in  the  home,  479;  in  the  State,  489 
Avaries^  Les,  217 
Avenue  Theatre,  441 

Bach,  Johann  Sebastian,  844, 858, 865, 870;  Mass 

in  B  Minor,  852,  867 
Bachelors,  34-6;  tax  on,  156 
Baconians,  891 
Bacteriology  as  a  superstition,  247;  immunity 

from  bacterial  diseases  by  inoculation,  277 
Badeali,  Italian  singer,  855-6 
Baldwin,  Stanley,  332 
Ballet,  used  to  be  obligatory  in  opera,  869 
Balzac,  Honore*  de,  196 
Baptism,  553,  557-9,  563,  567,  587,  593,  625 
Barabbas,  547,  562,  564;  the  alternative  to,  573 
Barbarians,  879 

Barker,  Granville,  see  Granville-Barker 
Barnato,  Barney,  577 
Bastiat,  Fr£d£ric,  532 
Battle  of  Britain,  872 
Bax,  Sir  Arnold,  844,  867 
Bax,  Ernest  Belfort,  117,  692,  698 
Bayreuth  Festival  Playhouse,  its  pictorial  stage, 

844-5 

Bear-baiting,  142,  143 
3eaumarchais,  196,  200 
Beauty,  192 
Bees,  15 
Jeethoven,  677,  688,  870,  871;  Hammerklavier 

Sonata  (Opus  106),  542;  Ninth  Symphony, 

94,  100 

teldon,  Eileen,  644 
lelief,  can  be  produced  by  the  simple  desire  to 

believe,  243;  credibility  and  truth,  571; 
1  fashions  in,  571;  if  you  cannot  have  what  you 
i  believe  in  you  must  believe  in  what  you  have, 

239;  is  literally  a  matter  of  taste,  571;  not 

dependent  on  evidence  or  reason,  570 
1  eliever,  happiness  of  a,  598 
1  ell,  Alexander  Melville,  807 
ell,  Graham,  682 
ell  Telephone  Company,  675 
Belles  lettres,  165 
ennett,  Vivienne,  644 

enson,  Mr,  750 
;eresford,  Lord  Charles,  837 

ernadotte,  482 

3sant,  Mrs  Annie,  68 1,  692,  829 
'*yle,  Henri,  115,  116 

ble,  a  felony  to  question  its  scientific  truth, 

•  646;  as  a  literary  work,  94,  649;  as  we  cannot 
get  rid  of  die  Bible,  it  will  get  rid  of  us  unless 

•  we  learn  to  read  it  in  "the  proper  spirit,"  648; 
.  children  and  the  reading  of,  775;  declared  to 
'  be  supernaturally  dictated,  891;  education, 

99,  100,  650;  forgery  of  Book  of  Job,  898; 


higher  criticism,  596;  Ibsen  a  modern  key  to, 
831;  infallibility  of,  646,  647;  instruction  on 
illness,  239;  its  real  meaning  of  idolatry  and 
prostitution,  831;  modern  vernacular  and 
journalese  versions,  594,  646,  774,  775; 
Newton  and  its  interpretation,  892-3;  presents 
us  with  a  succession  of  Gods,  65 1,  653;  read- 
ing of,  540,  550,  646,  775;  regarded  as  an 
oracle  and  a  talisman,  518,  647;  St  Peter  a 
Communist,  898;  science  and  the  Bible,  647; 
science  of  the,  649-51;  shows  that  man's 
political  capacity  hasn't  altered,  879;  the  All 
or  Nothing  complex,  900;  the  case  for  and 
against  its  retention,  648-51;  translation 
authorized  by  King  James  the  First,  646; 
why  not  bring  it  down  to  the  ground,  and 
take  it  for  what  it  really  is?  647;  Gospels — 
accounts  of  Jesus,  555-70;  credibility  of  the 
Gospels,  548,  570-3,  595-7,  599;  date  of  the 
Gospels,  568;  must  be  read  with  the  clues, 
556;  now  unintelligible  to  novices,  550; 
originality  of  the  Gospels,  548;  Gospels  with- 
out prejudice,  550 

JBienfaiteurs,  207 

Big  game  shooting,  144,  145 

Biological  science,  261,  860 

Biology,  moves  towards  psychobiology,  894 

Biometrika,  269,  913 

Birmingham,  728 

Birmingham,  Bishop  of,  647,  648 

Birth,  45,  156,  175 

Birth  control,  15,  174,  212-14,  218 

Birth-rate,  fall  in,  13 

Bizet's  Carmen,  68 1 

Blackwood,  publisher,  676 

Blake,  William,  158,  533,  746 

Bland,  Hubert,  829 

Blank  verse,  773 

Blasphemy,  301,  427,  599-601 

Bliss,  Sir  Arthur,  867 

Blockade  won  the  war,  476 

Blood  sports,  286 

Bluff,  104 

Blunt,  Wilfrid  Scawen,  465,  466,  470 

Boarding  schools,  52,  53,  66 

Bolo,  392 

Bolshevism,  392;  prophets  of,  638 

Bone-setters,  247 

Bonner,  Mrs  Bradlaugh,  637 

Bookmaking,  230,  231 

Books,  a  book  is  like  a  child,  691;  man's  in- 
tellectual consciousness  of  himself  is  derived 
from  the  descriptions  of  him  in  books,  743; 
of  moral  instruction,  98;  school  books,  54, 
94;  some  notable,  100;  their  place  in  English 
family  life,  722;  see  also  Literature 

Booth,  General,  125,  127,  131 

Borchardt,  Miss,  117 

Bores  and  boredom,  94 
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Borgia,  Pope  Alexander,  349 

Borgia,  Lucrezia,  108 

Borrow,  George,  84 

Bosses,  born,  479;  made,  480;  remedy  another 
Reformation,  493 

Bostonian  Utopia,  742 

Boughton,  Rutland,  844 

Bourgeoisie,  196,  197,  530,  531 

Bourriene,  491,  883 

Boys,  see  Children 

Bradlaugh,  Charles,  165,  515,  517,  914 

Brahms,  Johannes,  867 

Brain,  unnatural  activity  of  the,  671 

Bread,  free  public  supply  of,  137 

Breakages,  Limited,  336-9 

Breeding,  513;  racial,  169,  170,  172,  174,  185-7 

Bridge,  Frank,  844 

Bridges,  Robert,  808 

Brieux,  Eugene,  107,  196,  218;  and  the  boule- 
vard, 201;  and  the  English  censorship,  207, 
210,  211,  420;  and  the  English  theatre,  206; 
as  an  interpreter  of  life,  205,  206;  greatest 
French  writer  since  Moliere,  196;  his  con- 
quest of  London,  205;  his  dramatic  exposure 
of  abuses,  201;  his  plays  on  sex  questions,  i, 
213-15,  217;  Les  Hannetons,  207,  210,  832; 
throws  over  the  forced  catastrophe,  and 
adopts  the  naturalistic  style,  200 

Brigandage  Commissions,  Egypt,  465,  466 

British  Empire,  a  word  of  warning,  459;  re- 
ligions of,  600,  60 1 

British  public,  534 

Brockway,  Fenner,  284,  314 

Brothers,  91,  92 

Brough,  Fanny,  774 

Brown,  Ivor,  892 

Browning,  Robert,  797,  891 

Browning  Society,  738 

Buchanan,  Robert,  745,  746,  783 

Buckle,  Henry  Thomas,  531,  814 

Buddhism  and  killing,  141 

Buffon,  Comte  de,  501,  507 

Bullfights,  132,  133,  144 

Bunyan,  John,  162-5,  5<>i>  55^,  589,  59°,  74<$> 
917;  was  he  an  incorrigible  liar?  895 

Burbage,  Richard,  812,  813 

Bureaucracy,  188 

Burke,  Edmund,  158,  159,  200 

Bushy  Park,  661 

Butler,  Samuel,  10,  122,  123,  308,  316,  381, 
504,  538,  558,  587,  616;  and  the  Darwinian 
theory,  521-4,  537 

Byron,  Lord,  152,  197,  392,  445,  504,  607,  810; 
Cain,  600 

Cabinet  ministers,  326,  327;  and  government  by 

the  Civil  Service,  335 
Caesar,  173,  179 
CBSOT  and  Cleopatra,  748,  749,  752,  812,  887 


Cain,  137 

Calibanism,  622 

Calvert,  Louis,  813 

Calvin,  John,  554,  591,  650,  902 

Calvinism,  381 

Campbell,  Mrs  Patrick,  813 

Candida,  730 

Cant,  82 

Capital,  accepted  as  final  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  914;  makes  some  people  so  rich  they 
have  a  surplus,  914 

Capital  punishment,  190,  297-302,  311,  312, 
320;  abolished  in  Russia,  362 

Capitalism,  always  tries  to  buy  off  those  it  can- 
not employ,  822;  and  Darwinism,  531;  as 
Utopian  as  Socialism  is,  822;  Communism  in, 
576;  its  abolition,  345;  its  effect  on  the  build- 
ing up  of  production  and  trade,  823;  its 
strongest  moral  bulwark  is  the  belief  in 
individual  righteousness,  529,  530;  pro- 
claimed the  bulwark  of  Christian  Churches, 
833;  sets  up  huge  vested  interests  in  destruc- 
tion, waste,  and  disease,  336;  socialism  under 
capitalism,  822;  the  tyranny  of  capital,  814; 
where  it  is  wrong,  102,  327 

Capitalist  West,  accepts  Stalin  and  rejects  Hitler, 
882 

Capitalists,  490,  664 

Captain  Brassbound's  Conversion,  Ellen  Terry 
plays  in,  794,  812 

Carew,  James,  794 

Carlyle,  Thomas,  185,  229,  752,  766,  914 

Carmen,  68 1 

Carnegie,  Andrew,  160 

Carolina,  South,  and  divorce,  3 

Carpaccio,  800 

Carroll,  Sydney,  777 

Carroll,  William  George,  857 

Carson,  Charles,  777 

Carson,  Murray,  747 

Cartouche,  Louis  Dominique,  358 

Cashel  JByron's  Profession,  its  publication,  691- 
693,  698;  its  stage  production,  693;  Robert 
Louis  Stevenson  on,  697,  698 

Castlemaine,  Barbara  Countess,  887,  888, 
889 

Castlereagh,  Viscount,  504 

Catastrophism,  814,  817 

Categorical  Imperative,  651 

Cathcart,  actor,  788 

Catherine  II  of  Russia,  810,  811 

Catherine  of  Braganza,  888 

Catholic  Church,  see  Roman  Catholic  Church 

Cauchon,  Peter,  Bishop  of  Beauvais,  618,  620, 
621,  626,  630,  631 

Cavell,  Edith,  618 

Cavendish,  Ada,  788 

Celibacy,  189,  190,  350,  583,  586,  590 

Cellini,  Benvenuto,  556 
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Censorship  of  films,  235,  440 

Censorship  of  plays,  720;  a  King's  Proctor  of 
plays,  431,  432;  a  play  once  licensed  is  always 
licensed,  223;  accident  made  the  censor  an 
officer  of  the  King's  household,  207,  208;  an 
enlightened  censorship  is  worse  than  the 
Lord  Chamberlain's,  420,  428;  and  Brieux's 
plays,  207,  210;  and  the  restraint  of  impro- 
priety in  plays,  430;  arbitration  in  cases  where 
a  licence  is  refused,  423;  committee  of  Privy 
Council  to  be  empowered  to  suppress  in- 
decent, libellous  or  objectionable  plays,  433- 
438;  definition  of  immorality,  411;  difference 
between  law  and  censorship,  415;  distinction 
between  licensing  and  censorship,  424;  effect 
of  applying  to  all  literature  the  censorship 
we  apply  to  the  stage,  411;  how  the  censor- 
ship can  be  defied,  420;  if  a  play  is  irresistibly 
amusing,  it  gets  licensed  no  matter  what  its 
moral  aspect  may  be,  419;  Joint  Select  Com- 
mittee, 400-410,  432-40;  Joint  Select  Com- 
mittee accuses  Shaw  of  insulting  it,  406-10; 
Lord  Chamberlain  appoints  an  advisory  com- 
mittee, 439;  Lord  Chamberlain's  licence  must 
not  be  a  bar  to  a  prosecution,  437;  mob  cen- 
sorship, 419,  434;  municipal  censorship,  425, 
426;  no  play  can  be  judged  by  merely  reading 
the  dialogue,  422;  practical  impossibilities  of 
the  censorship,  422;  scheme  of  an  optional 
censorship,  437,  438;  Shaw's  censored  plays, 
219-27,  410,  439,  440,  721;  suggestion  that  a 
board  of  experts  should  deal  with  all  plays 
rejected  by  the  censor,  423;  summary  of  the 
case  against  censorship,  428,  429;  the  serious 
problem  play  is  suppressed,  while  plays  deal- 
ing with  coarse  humors  and  physical  fascina- 
tion of  sex  are  allowed,  224-7,  406,  419,  426; 
toleration  and  censorship,  412-15,  435;  un- 
desirability  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain's  cen- 
sorship, 417-19;  Walpole  gags  the  stage  by 
a  censorship,  720;  weakness  of  the  censor- 
ship, 420;  why  the  government  interfered, 
404;  why  the  managers  like  the  censorship, 
402-4,  425-7 

Cervantes  Saavedra,  Miguel  de,  116 

Chamberlain's  Foundations  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century,  100 

Champion,  Henry  Hyde,  692,  698 

Changes,  168,  180;  the  law  of  change  is  the  law 
of  God,  601 

Chaplin,  Charlie,  789 

Character,  circumstance  and,  130,  529,  530 

Charity,  193 

Charity,  Sisterhood  of,  351 

Charlemagne,  362,  594 

Charles  I,  extermination  of,  355 

Charles  II,  253,  845;  continually  short  of  money, 
888-9;  disliked  butchering  regicides,  902;  his 
abilities  obscured  by  his  Solomonic  poly- 


gamy, 888;  stage  romances  and,  887;  what 
might  have  happened  to  him,  887 

Charles  VII,  628 

Charrington,  Charles,  719,  723,  869 

Chattel  slavery,  183 

Cheka,  361 

Cherry- Garrard,  Apsley,  343 

Chesterton,  Gilbert,  345,  346,  352,  581 

Chickenpox,  119 

Children,  abandonment  of  their  parents  on  mar- 
riage, 90-92;  adults  and  children  cannot  live 
comfortably  together,  53;  advantages  of  being 
a  member  of  a  large  family,  50;  and  a  literary 
education,  72;  and  art  appreciation,  96,  100, 
101;  and  Bible  education,  99;  are  entitled  to 
proper  care,  feeding,  and  kindness,  86,  87; 
as  nuisances,  50,  53;  as  slaves,  73;  as  subjects 
for  experiment,  71;  bringing  up  a  child  in  the 
way  it  should  go,  49;  childhood  treated  as  a 
state  of  sin,  54;  comings  of  age  of,  79;  con- 
flict of  wills  between  parents  and  children, 
80,  81;  cruelty  of,  88;  cruelty  to,  must  be 
whitewashed  by  a  moral  excuse,  49;  do  not 
want  to  be  treated  as  adults,  76,  77;  docility 
and  dependence  of,  76-8;  evil  in,  99;  family 
affection,  90-92;  family  and  school  life  is  a 
routine  of  scolding  and  complaint,  73;  free- 
dom for,  101,  105;  frightening  children  into 
being  good,  48;  gospel  of  toleration,  69.  70; 
happiness  of,  63;  how  little  we  know  about 
our  parents,  89;  hunting  and  shooting  of, 
during  certain  months  of  the  year,  85,  142; 
hurt  the  parents'  feelings,  and  cannot  conceive 
the  parents  as  fellow-creatures,  88-90;  in  deal- 
ing with  children  we  need  not  logic  but  sense, 
76;  is  family  life  good  for  children?  7,  8,  52, 
79,  84;  laying  down  precise  rules  of  right  and 
wrong  conduct  of  them,  70;  love  of,  90; 
making  monsters  of  our  children,  49;  must 
be  allowed  to  shift  for  themselves,  78,  79; 
of  bad  parents  should  be  divorced  from  them, 
41,  42;  parents  are  ever  ready  to  hand  over 
their  children  to  the  care  of  the  "child 
fancier,'*  53;  perverting  the  child's  con- 
science, 49;  petting  of,  47;  precepts  for,  78; 
protecting  them  from  risks,  67,  68;  punish- 
ment and  beating  of,  51,  74-6,  85,  191,  259; 
really  do  suffer  from  having  too  few  parents, 
41;  relation  between  mother  and  son,  208, 
209;  religious  education,  97-9,  899;  rules  of 
conduct  must  be  imposed  on  them,  48;  should 
be  allowed  freedom  of  movement,  87,  88; 
should  be  left  to  mould  their  own  characters, 
50;  should  children  earn  their  living?  62,  65; 
should  do  something  serviceable  to  the  com- 
munity in  return  jfor  what  they  consume 
and  enjoy,  64;  should  not  be  imprisoned  in 
schools,  87;  spoiling  of,  42;  state  endowment 
of  parentage,  212;  state  intervention  between 
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parent  and  child,  42;  "Stop  that  noise"  and 
"Dont  be  naughty,"  48;  the  infinite  school 
task,  65;  the  parents'  intolerable  burden 
must  be  shared  by  the  whole  community, 
86;  the  respectable  man  and,  7;  the  theory 
that  the  child  is  the  property  of  die  parent, 
42,  46;  their  rights  and  liberties  are  not  re- 
cognized, 46,  47,  50,  51,  73,  76;  a  child's 
Magna  Charta,  84;  what  are  a  child's  rights 
and  duties?  62;  tyranny  of  parents,  9;  we 
must  make  the  parent  justify  his  custody  of 
the  child,  42;  what  is  a  child?  47;  what  is  to 
be  done  with  our  children?  61;  what  they 
should  know,  62;  working  for  the  benefit  of 
the  household,  47 

China,  communism  in,  368 

Chiozza-Money,  Sir  Leo,  836 

Chloroform,  243 

Christian  Science,  247,  279,  894,  910 

Christian  Social  Union,  178,  818 

Christianity,  a  totally  Catholic  Church  an  im- 
possibility, 900;  and  anarchism,  132;  and 
democracy,  454;  and  evolution,  513;  and 
human  affairs,  574;  and  the  Empire,  599-603; 
as  a  specific  doctrine  was  slain  with  Jesus, 
587;  belief  in  atonement  and  salvation,  552, 
553,  574,  588,  590-95,  597,  598;  conversion 
and,  588,  593,  594,  602;  declares  the  Bible  to 
be  the  word  of  God,  891;  from  the  eighth 
century  reeks  with  blood  and  torture,  594; 
^historical,  553,  652;  is  a  step  in  moral  evolu- 
tion, independent  of  any  individual  preacher, 
548;  miracles  are  the  main  obstacle  to  the 
acceptance  of,  559,  560;  modern  objection 
to,  as  a  pernicious  slave-morality,  117,  118; 
should  tolerate  different  creeds,  904;  split  into 
sects  and  persuasions,  901-2;  teaching  of,  598; 
the  Christianity  of  Jesus,  588-93;  the  1939—45 
War  was  not  a  triumph  of,  876;  why  not  give 
it  a  trial?  547;  see  also  Jesus  Christ 

Christina  of  Sweden,  480 

Church  and  the  theatre,  396 

Church  of  England,  14,  447,  539;  and  birth 
control,  218;  Articles  of,  131,  901 

Churchill,  Sir  Winston,  316,  872,  903;  tolerated 
as  a  man  of  action,  878 

Gibber,  Colley,  868 

Cinemas,  state-provided,  822 

Circe,  748 

Circumcision,  553,  557,  558,  593 

Circumstance,  victims  of,  529,  530 

Circumstantial  selection,  see  Evolution;  Dar- 
winism 

Citizens,  attitude  to  rates  and  taxes,  877 

Citizenship,  teaching  of,  503 

Civil  Service,  government  by,  334 

Civilization,  betrayal  of  Western,  535;  conceit 
of  civilization,  180;  dependent  on  the  story- 
teller etc.,  895;  destroyed  in  the  past  by  its 


natives,  879;  flimsiness  of,  505;  forces  its  way 
against  ignorance,  878;  impossible  without 
cultured  homes,  896-7;  its  will  to  live 
defeated  by  democracy,  877;  maxims  on,  193; 
may  be  destroyed  by  atomic  warfare,  876 

Clan  na  Gael,  472 

Clare,  Saint,  620,  663 

Clarke,  William,  820 

Class  divisions  and  prejudices,  62,  130,  712; 
produce  civil  war,  886 

Class  war,  539,  908 

Cleanliness,  176 

Clearing-house  scheme,  337-9 

Clemenceau,  M.,  384 

Cleopatra,  748,  749 

Clergymen,  231,  259 

Clibborn,  Mr,  660,  854 

Clifford,  Dr,  454 

Climate  and  temperament,  444 

Clinics,  280 

Cobbett,  William,  345,  917 

Cobden,  Richard,  907,  914 

Cobdenism,  531 

Cobden-Sanderson,  120 

Cock-fighting,  143 

Co-educational  schools,  82 

Coit,  Dr  Stanton,  123 

Coleman,  John,  787 

Colenso,  Bishop,  599 

Collins,  Michael,  470 

Colonial  imperialist,  188 

Colonizing,  British  success  in,  60 1 

Colvin,  Sidney,  697,  698 

Cominform,  the  Marxist  Church,  902 

Coming  of  age,  79 

Commandments,  the  ten,  unsuited  to  modern 
needs,  648,  649 

Commercialism,  modern,  is  a  bad  art  school,7O3 

Committees,  criticism  and  opposition  in,  82 

Common  informers,  427,  432,  440 

Commons,  House  of,  the  Party  System  and, 
826-7 

Communes,  815-16 

Communism,  a  totally  Communist  State  im- 
possible, 900;  advocated  by  Jesus,  559,  563, 
574;  and  the  maintenance  of  law  and  order, 
360-2;  and  the  peasantry,  363,  364;  distribu- 
tion of  property  and  income,  575-81;  its 
omnipresence,  906;  makes  Karl  Marx  its 
deity,  902;  marriage  and,  585;  membership  of 
the  Russian  Communist  Party,  351,  352; 
money  the  midwife  of  scientific  communism, 
580;  the  Russian  system  of  Government  is 
a  near  reproduction  of  the  hierarchy  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  348;  we  should  help  to 
sustain  it  in  Russia  and  extend  it  in  China, 
366 

Communist,  definition  of,  172;  the  born,  663, 
664 
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Communist  Manifesto  of  1848,  520,  874 

Comprehensionism,  117 

Comte,  Auguste,  102 

Conduct  and  circumstances,  130;  censorship  of, 
412;  morality  and,  138;  normal  pitch  of,  n; 
right  and  wrong,  70;  rules  of,  688 

Confession,  127,  128;  similar  to  psychotherapy, 
904 

Confirmation,  97 

Congreve,  777 

Conquer,  the  will  to,  317 

Conquered  nation,  456 

Conscience,  160,  245;  artificial  108;  custom 
substituted  for,  138;  English  have  no  con- 
science, 238;  freedom  of,  602;  its  banishment 
from  human  affairs,  381;  revenge  the  de- 
stroyer of,  311 

Conscientious  objectors  to  war,  383 

Consent,  consciousness  of,  84 

Constitution,  British,  825 

Constitution  for  the  Socialist  Commonwealth  of 
Great  Britain,  826 

Constitution  of  England,  167 

Constitutionalism,  823-6 

Consumption  of  goods  without  equivalent  pro- 
duction by  personal  effort,  59 

Contagious  diseases,  see  Venereal  diseases 

Contract,  Freedom  of,  818 

Control,  lack  of,  582 

Controversial  subjects,  59 

Convention,  82,  199,  209,  210,  238,  411,  802 

Conversion,  127,  588,  592-4,  602,  603 

Copernicus,  158,  898 

Coquelin,  Benoit  Constant,  788 

Corbett,  James,  693 

Corday,  Charlotte,  145-7 

Corelli,  Marie,  775 

Coriolanus,  163 

Corneille,  Pierre,  202 

Corneille,  Thomas,  871 

Corno  di  Bassetto,  852-3;  Shaw's  pseudonym, 
852-3,859,864,866,867 

Corporate  action,  333 

Country  house  society,  378,  379 

Coupled  Vote,  889-90 

Cowards,  445 

Cowper-Templeism,  99 

Cox,  Harold,  84 

Craig,  Edward  Gordon,  785,  791,  846,  869 

Crament,  Mr,  865 

Creative  evolution,  see  Evolution,  Lamarckian 

Credibility,  570;  and  truth,  571 

Credulity,  624,  629,  636-7 

Creeds  must  become  intellectually  honest,  137 

Cremation,  should  replace  earth  burial,  907 

Crime,  see  Prisons  and  crime 

Crimean  War,  180 

Critics  and  criticism,  635,  702-4,  708,  709,  717, 
778,  794;  art  of  criticism,  866;  civilization 


cannot  progress  without  criticism,  376;  stilt 
in  the  rear  of  Ibsen,  832-3 

Cromer,  Lord,  465-71 

Cromwell,  Oliver,  173,  179,  819,  877;  forced  to 
rule  despotically,  906 

Cromwell,  Richard,  490 

Crookes,  Sir  William,  595 

Cross,  the,  128,  134 

Crosstianity,  117,  128,  359,  653 

Crown  Colonies,  ordinances  for  the  govern- 
ment  of,  535 

Crucifixions  by  the  Romans,  653 

Cruelty,  181-4,  257>  3  5  8-60,  382;  modern  and 
medieval,  621;  often  the  result  of  routine, 
259,  260;  see  also  Animals,  Vivisection 

Culpin,  Dr  Millais,  treatise  on  Mental  Ab- 
normality, 894 

Culture,  705;  necessary  to  civilization,  896 

Curiosity,  253 

Custom,  41 1 ;  blinds  us  to  the  badness  of  things, 
75,  144;  rules  many  of  our  actions,  259;  sub- 
stituted for  conscience,  138 

Cuvier,  Leopold,  514 

Cycles  theory,  755 

Cymbeline,  Shaw  and  the  last  act,  868-71 

Cynics,  137 

Daily  Telegraph,  867 

Dalcroze,  Jacques,  57 

Daly,  Arnold,  233,  282 

Daly,  Augustin,  750,  792,  868 

Damaged  Goods,  217 

Dame  aux  Camellias,  224 

Damnation,  381,  564;  dread  of,  637 

D'Albie,  Julian,  644 

D'Annunzio,  Gabriele,  228 

Dark  Lady  of  the  Sonnets,  identity  of,  754-6, 
758;  did  she  break  Shakespear's  heart?  763; 
her  effect  on  Shakespear's  work,  760-2; 
Shakespear's  uncomplimentary  remarks  on, 
762,  763,  766 

Darweesh,  467,  469 

Darwin,  Charles,  165,  193,  198,  381,  501,  502, 
507,  514,  519,  521,  522,  893 

Darwin,  Erasmus,  508,  514,  521 

Darwinism,  501,  502,  506-8,  524-9;  and  capital- 
ism, 531;  and  Karl  Marx,  530;  and  religion, 
198,  537,  539;  and  the  existence  of  God,  533; 
homeopathic  reaction  against,  336;  why  Dar- 
win pleased  the  Socialists,  529 

Davenant,  Mrs,  754 

Davidson,  John,  532 

Davies,  William  H.,  796-9 

Dead  March  in  Saul,  867 

Death,  45,  46, 127,  506,  588,  597;  its  naturalness 
not  proved,  885 

Death  duties,  821 

Decadence,  194 

Deceased  Wife's  Sister  Act,  13 
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Decency,  193,  208 

Defence  of  nations,  459 

Deism,  514 

Demagogue,  81,  175,  534 

Demand  and  supply,  177 

Democracy,  84;  an  imposture  and  a  delusion, 
579;  and  the  choice  and  control  of  our 
governors,  334,  335;  as  to  the  way  of  doing 
things,  13,  14;  based  on  the  assumption  that 
every  adult  is  a  capable  voter,  877;  cannot 
rise  above  the  level  of  its  voters,  174,  175; 
cardinal  vice  of,  623;  Christianity  and,  454; 
confused  ideas  concerning,  883;  Dean  Inge's 
definition,  331;  defeated  repeatedly  by 
anarchism,  883;  defeats  civilization,  877; 
ended  in  an  official  government  which  could 
•do  nothing  but  talk  and  an  actual  govern- 
ment of  landlords,  employers,  and  financiers, 
349;  indispensable  preliminary  to,  452;  its  real 
meaning,  905-6;  its  shortcomings,  103;  limits 
of,  13;  Lincoln's  definition — government  of 
the  people,  for  the  people,  by  the  people,  331, 
332;  modern  notion  of,  13;  most  current 
notions  are  nonsense,  905;  needs  a  Cabinet  of 
Thinkers  and  Administrators,  907;  Shake- 
spear  and,  766;  the  demagogue's  opportunity, 
81;  the  triumph  of,  821-2;  to  succeed  needs 
capable  voters,  158,  159;  votes  for  every- 
body, and  every  authority  elected  by  vote, 
327,  328;  which  method  best  secures  it?  906 

Democratic  statesmen,  13,  14,  331,  602 

Denshawai  affair,  462-71,  473,  816 

Despotism,  159,  824-5;  risks  of,  489;  the  result 
of  government  by  everybody,  905-6 

Destruction,  means  of,  505 

Determinism,  581 

Deuteronomy,  648 

Devil,  528,  552,  595,746 

Devil's  Disciple^  the  critics  find  it  novel,  745; 
its  only  novelty  is  the  advanced  thought  of 
the  day,  746;  Richard  Mansfield  plays  in,  813; 
the  author  explains  his  play,  746 

De  Witt  brothers,  331 

Diabelli,  870 

Dickens,  Charles,  48,  81,  85,  115,  116,  196,  216, 
446,  746,  784,  896;  fisticuffs  in  his  work,  695, 
696;  his  characters,  7,  162,  163,  691;  Little 
Dorrit,  400 

Dictators,  are  their  triumphs  worthwhile?  882- 
883;  often  corrupted  by  flattery  and  power, 
883 

Dictatorship,  328,  333,  824-5,  828 

Dietetics,  279 

Dillon,  John,  469 

Dionysians,  488 

Diplomacy,  380;  and  the  drama,  414,  415,  417, 
418,  428 

Direct  action,  331,  535 

Disciples  of  Jesus,  652 


Discipline,  193,  290,  626 

Disease,  regarded  as  sin,  558;  statistical  illusions 
of,  265-9 

Dishonesty,  303,  304 

Disrespect,  80,  81 

Distribution,  823 

Divine  kings,  555 

Divine  right  of  kings,  355,  603,  822 

Divorce,  see  Marriage,  dissolution  of 

Djerjinsky,  Commissar,  organizer  of  Tcheka, 
639,  642 

Do  unto  others,  188 

Docility,  77-9,  102 

Doctor's  Dilemma,  894 

Doctors,  a  surgeon  has  a  pecuniary  interest  in 
operations — the  more  he  mutilates,  the  higher 
his  fee,  237,  238;  agree  to  agree  on  the  point 
that  the  doctor  is  always  right,  241;  and 
inoculation  technique,  278;  and  the  bacterio- 
logical superstition,  247-50;  and  the  prosecu- 
tion of  The  Peculiars,  219;  and  vaccination, 
251,  265,  275;  and  vivisection,  252-64;  are 
doctors  men  of  science?  246;  are  full  of  stories 
about  each  other's  blunders,  241;  as  defend- 
ants in  cases  of  malpractice,  240,  241;  become 
sceptical  of  the  dogma  merts  sana  in  corpore 
sanO)  894;  blind  faith  in,  624;  bond  of  pro- 
fessional etiquet,  241;  bring  comfort  and  re- 
assurance to  the  relatives,  and  sometimes 
death  to  the  patient,  239;  chloroform  has  not 
made  surgery  painless,  the  patient  still  suffers, 
243;  conclusions  and  recommendations,  280; 
consultants,  273;  country  doctors,  273;  craze 
for  operations,  242,  243,  382;  denounce  land 
nationalization,  913-14;  diagnosis,  240;  differ- 
ence between  the  qualified  man  and  the 
quack,  247;  doubtful  character  borne  by  the 
medical  profession,  237;  fashions  in  opera- 
tions and  treatments,  270;  fees,  271,  272; 
future  of  private  practice,  274;  have  to  please 
their  patients,  274,  275;  honor  and  con- 
sciences of,  238;  Medical  Officer  of  Health, 
272,  274,  276;  medical  opinion  and  treatment 
varies  widely,  240,  241;  medical  reforms  come 
from  the  laity,  270;  mistakes  can  never  be 
proved  against  them,  238,  242;  need  for  or- 
ganizing medical  services  in  order  to  prevent 
waste  of  good  men,  272,  273;  operations  are 
recorded  as  successful  if  the  patient  leaves 
hospital  alive,  242;  our  present  medical  ser- 
vice is  a  murderous  absurdity,  237;  perform 
unnecessary  operations  and  prolong  illnesses, 
238,  245;  poverty  of,  244,  272,  280;  private 
medical  practice  is  governed  by  supply  and 
demand,  270;  psychology  of  self-respect  in 
surgeons,  245;  recoil  of  the  dogma  of  medical 
infallibility  on  the  doctor,  240;  registration  of 
as  civil  servants,  280;  require  a  knowledge  of 
statistics,  909-10;  serious  illness  or  death 
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advertizes  the  doctor,  238;  social  solution  of 
the  medical  problem,  274;  split  into  psycho- 
therapists and  pill  and  bottle  prescribers,  894; 
statistics  should  be  kept  of  all  illnesses  of 
doctors  and  their  families,  280;  die  healthier 
the  world  becomes,  the  more  they  are  com- 
pelled to  live  by  imposture,  245;  the  public 
doctor,  272;  the  successful  doctor,  244;  the 
test  of  all  methods  of  treatment  is,  are  they 
lucrative,  251,  252;  their  hardships,  271;  their 
virtues,  270,  271;  they  themselves  die  of  the 
very  diseases  they  profess  to  cure,  241;  treat 
persons  who  profess  to  cure  disease  as  you 
treat  fortune-tellers,  280;  treat  the  private 
operator  exactly  as  you  would  treat  a  private 
executioner,  280;  unqualified  and  unregistered 
practitioners,  247,  281 

Dogma,  593,  595 

Dogs,  140,  141,  640,  641,  642 

Doles,  350,  822,  823,  825 

Don  Juan  plays,  i49~55>  545,  546 

Donizetti,  Gaetano,  867 

"Dont  throw  out  your  dirty  water  until  you  get 
in  your  clean,"  645 

Drama,  see  Stage 

Dramatic  critics,  702 

Dramatic  Opinions  and  Essays,  779 

Dramatists,  124,  204,  205,  544-6 

Drugs,  278 

Drunkards,  306,  66 1,  668 

Dublin,  673,  674;  bombardment  of,  in  1916, 
471,  475;  theatres,  785,  787-9 

Dublin  Festival,  862 

Du  Cane,  Sir  Edmund,  309 

DufTerin,  Lord,  467 

Dumas,  Alexandre,  895 

Dunces,  85 

Dunderheads,  part  they  play  in  history,  482 

Dunkirk,  872 

Dunois,  630,  631 

Duxbury,  Elspeth,  644 

Earning  money,  45 
Eccles,  Donald,  644 
Ecclesiastical  Commissioners,  124 
Economic  knowledge,  teaching  of,  59 
Economy,  191 

Edison,  Thomas  Alva,  682,  683 
Edison  Telephone  Company,  675,  676,  682 
Educated  people,  manners  and  opinions  of,  691 
Education,  a  system  of  blows  and  imprison- 
ment, 7;  absurdity  of  examination  questions, 
911-12;  alleged  novelties  in  modern  schools, 
61;  bodily  culture  preferred  to  mental  culture, 
72, 73;  citizenship  and  political  science,  teach- 
ing of,  503;  class  distinction  in,  62;  classical, 
76;  conduct  prizes,  61;  economic  knowledge, 
teaching  of,  58,  59;  educated  human  of  today, 
645;  encourages  the  wrong  sort  of  memory, 


912;  exclusion  of  art  from  our  schools,  72; 
getting  rid  of  social  incompatibility  by  a 
standard  education,  366,  367;  homeopathic, 
504;  horrors  and  failures  of  schools,  54-6;  im- 
possibility of  secular,  97;  mathematics  fail  to 
deal  with  practical  problems,  912;  maxims  on, 
1 88;  necessity  of  learning  reading,  writing, 
and  arithmetic,  77;  not  scholastic  attainments, 
but  manners  and  communal  training  is  the 
concern  of  the  parents,  83;  persons  muddled 
by  university  degrees,  646;  pursuit  of  the 
child  by  learning,  85;  reform  of  schools,  59; 
religious,  367,  539,  541,  899;  rewards  and 
risks  of  knowledge,  66;  schoolmasters  of 
genius,  57;  secondary,  671;  secondary  co- 
education, 82;  sham  of  our  educational 
system,  73;  so-called  dunces,  85;  substitutes 
reading  for  experience  and  literature  for  life, 
157;  technical,  76;  technical,  diabolical  effici- 
ency of,  504;  the  average  parent  has  no 
alternative  to  the  present  type  of  school,  83; 
the  bad  teacher  is  the  enemy  of  mankind, 
911-12;  the  infinite  school  task,  65;  the  sex 
taboo,  60;  the  statesman's  attempts  at,  884; 
trying  to  raise  the  mass  above  its  own  level, 
159;  we  must  reconcile  education  with  liberty 
and  pride,  74;  what  a  child  should  know,  62; 
what  we  do  not  teach  and  why,  58;  see  also 
Universities 

Edward  the  Third,  776 

Edward  the  Seventh,  143 

Egypt,  coping  with  disorder  in,  462-71 

Einstein,  Albert,  355,  371,  487,  493,  888 

Eisner,  Kurt,  88 1 

Elan  Vital,  65 1 

Eldon,  Earl  of,  504 

Elections,  democracy  and  the  choice  of  our 
governors,  334,  335;  failure  of,  as  a  means  of 
selecting  the  best  rulers,  328;  have  become 
public  auctions,  333;  most  general  elections 
are  nothing  but  stampedes,  33 1;  parliamentary 
election  of  1918,  391;  the  municipal  elections 
of  1907,  848;  the  voters  at  municipal  elections 
the  tools  of  moneyed  interest,  848 

Electrons,  629 

Elgar,  Sir  Edward,  844,  865,  867;  his  love  of 
Handel,  870 

Eliot,  George,  900 

Elisha,  99 

Elizabeth,  Queen,  325,  770 

Elizabethan  English,  773,  775 

Ellis,  Alexander  J.,  807 

Ellis,  Ashton,  841,  867 

Eminence,  753 

Empedocles,  507 

Empires,  disappearance  in  Europe,  821-2 

Energy,  Conservation  of,  636 

Engels,  Friedrich,  815,  842,  874 

England,  and  air  raids,  872;  and  Wagner,  844,. 
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846;  frightened  into  greatness,  873;  her 
shamefaced  leadership  in  economic  policy, 
914;  lazy  when  she  is  secure,  874;  produces 
many  sects  of  peculiar  people,  891;  refuses  to 
bar  aerial  bombardment,  876;  refuses  to 
share  atomic  secrets,  876;  snobbish  contempt 
in  which  Englishmen  hold  each  other,  846; 
technical  revolution  made  by  her  musicians, 
844;  will  she  be  frightened  out  of  war?  875 

England's  rule  of  subject  peoples,  452,  453 

English  climate,  444 

English  domination,  hostility  to,  470 

English  language,  modern  writers  and,  773-5; 
speaking  and  spelling  of,  807,  809 

English  Voltaireanism,  454 

Englishman,  always  leans  to  virtue's  side  as  long 
as  it  costs  him  nothing,  184;  as  a  citizen  is  a 
wretched  creature,  and  will  shut  his  eye  to 
abuses  rather  than  add  another  penny  to  rates 
and  taxes,  726,  889;  bullied  and  ordered 
about,  he  obeys  like  a  sheep,  82;  claims  that 
he  is  just,  452,  453;  dislikes  being  governed, 
889;  English  and  Irish  temperaments  con- 
trasted, 444-6;  English  governing  classes, 
452;  English  leaders,  446,  447;  has  no  honor, 
238;  hates  liberty  and  equality,  but  loves  a 
pedigree,  187;  his  physical  hardihood  and 
spiritual  cowardice,  67;  his  stupidity,  154, 
446;  is  intellectually  lazy  and  slovenly,  445; 
is  quarrelsome,  selfish,  and  without  moral 
courage,  73,  74;  slaying  of  an  Englishman, 
81;  the  successful  Englishman  of  today,  442; 
the  well-fed  Englishman  cannot  play,  736 

Englishman  s  Home,  417 

Entertainments,  artistic,  95 

Environment,  381,  508,  529,  530 

Equality,  130,  134,  188;  basic  income  and,  896-7; 
confused  ideas  concerning,  883-4;  not  in  law, 

,  479 

Eternal,  516 

Ethical  strain,  1 1 

Eugenics,  170,  172,  174,  185-7 

Euripides,  422,  635 

Eurythmics,  School  of,  57 

Evil,  99,  137,  179,  180,  194;  exposure  of  evils, 
232;  represented  by  Satan,  897;  trying  to  cure 
evil  by  evil,  119 

Evolution,  a  state  department  of,  185;  Creative, 
493;  and  religion,  513;  and  social  changes, 
184,  185;  Darwinism,  or  circumstantial  or 
natural  selection,  98,  198,  261,  381,  501,  502, 
506-8,  510,  514,  515,  519-34,  537;  discovery 
anticipated  by  divination,  513;  discovery  of, 
corrected  dates  for,  514;  early  evolutionists, 
507;  environment  theory,  508;  finds  its  way 
by  experiment,  69;  heredity  an  old  story,  512; 
inherited  acquirements,  509-13,  524;  La- 
marckian  or  creative  evolution,  367,  506-10, 
515,  519-22,  524,  528,  530,  541,  545,  546; 


Lamarck's  theory  of  use  and  disuse,  509;  law 
of  evolution  is  Ibsen's  law  of  change,  624; 
metaphysical  side  of,  514;  Neo-Darwinians, 
502,  515,  526,  527,  541;  Neo-Lamarckians, 
508;  or  God  the  creative  spirit,  496;  recapitu- 
lation, the  miracle  of  condensed,  510;  what  is 
an  evolutionist?  507 

Evolution  of  Socialism,  814-15,  818-19 

Evolutionary  appetite,  651 

Examinations  (tests),  85;  schoolmasters  and, 
911-12;  Shaw  suggests  some  changes  in,  909; 
the  need  for  a  radical  change  in,  909 

Examiner  of  Plays,  401,  403,  419,  424,  437,  439 

Executions,  public,  142 

Experience,  76,  193 

Extermination  during  and  after  war,  495,  496; 
of  unwanted  classes,  353-66 

Eye,  495 

Fabian  Essays,  814,  820 

Fabian  literature,  708 

Fabian  Society,  177, 502,  847;  amazing  advances 
in  its  political  circumstances,  821,  825;  evolu- 
tion of  Fabian  Socialism,  814-15,  818-19; 
its  distinctive  mark,  823;  lectures  on  Socialism 
in  Contemporary  Literature,  829;  Mr  Mallock 
and,  840;  task  before  it,  825-8;  turns  its  back 
on  revolutionary  socialism,  817;  what  it  has 
done,  814 

Factory  Acts,  907 

Factory  legislation,  823 

Fairplay,  191 

Faiths,  the  faith,  600 

Fallowing  of  humans,  importance  of  laziness 
for,  365 

False  Gods^  206 

Fame,  193 

Family,  a  variable  institution,  92,  93;  affection, 

25,  26,  52,  53,  90-92;  an  enemy  of  sociability, 

26,  722;  conflict  of  wills  between  parents 
and  children,  80,  81;  English  middle- class 
families,  722;  families  not  achieving  the  pur- 
pose of  a  family  should  be  dissolved,  42; 
family  ideal  is  a  humbug,  93;  fate  of  the 
family,  92;  home  is  the  girl's  prison  and  the 
woman's  workhouse,   193;  home  life,  7-9, 
12,  722;  home  manners  are  bad  manners, 
25;  is  family  life  good  for  children?  7,  8, 
52,  79,   84;  Jesus   and  family   ties,   583-6; 
large  and  small  families,  9,  50,  93;  modern 
clever  Englishwoman's  loathing  of  the  very 
word   Home,   722;    mourning,   93;   normal 
English  way  of  spending  an  evening,  722; 
sentimentality,  9,  10 

Fanaticism,  10 

Fanny's  First  Play^  138 

Farcical  comedy  and  sex,  109,  112,  113,  419 

Farm-yard  view  of  marriage,  28 

Farr,  Florence,  728,  829 
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Fascism,  352,  354,  355,  369 

Fashion,  routine  of,  340 

Fashions,  and  epidemics,  270 

Fastidiousness,  121,  156 

Father-in-law,  92 

Fathers,  46-8,  93;  of  the  children  of  unmarried 
women,  18 

Faucit,  Helen,  788 

Fear,  605 

Fellow-feeling,  141,  145-7 

Fes  tin  de  Pierre^  201 

Fiction,  stays  in  the  mind  when  philosophic 
treatises  are  thrown  away,  894 

Fielding,  Henry,  112,  720 

Films,  censorship  of,  235,  440 

Findlay,  Mr,  466 

Fine  art,  despised  by  Universities,  492 

Fisticuffs  in  literature,  693-6 

Fitch,  Clyde,  The  Woman  in  the  Case,  431 

Fitton,  Mary,  722,  754-6,  758 

Fitzgerald,  Lord  Edward,  45 1 

Flaubert's  Temptation  of  St  Anthony,  100 

Flirtation,  107 

Flogging,  9, 74, 75,  '80, 182, 190,  219, 259,  311, 
318,  358,  464,  465,  467,  468,  696 

Flower,  Sir  Archibald,  770 

Foi,  La,  205,  215 

Foote,  G.  V.,  290 

Forbes-Robertson,  Sir  Johnston,  403,  748  n.y 
750,  791,  809,  812 

Force,  824;  midwife  of  chaos,  814 

Ford,  Henry,  351 

Foreign  Office,  640 

Forgiveness,  128 

Fortnightly  Review,  840 

Fourier,  Frangois,  815 

Fox,  George,  638,  704,  887 

Fox-hunting,  142,  143 

Franfaise,  La,  218 

France,  Anatole,  197,  622;  his  life  of  Joan  of 
Arc,  617 

Franchise,  see  Vote 

Francis,  Saint,  620,  663 

Frazer's  Golden  Bough,  554 

Frederic,  Harold,  272 

Free  love,  4 

Free  trade,  836 

Free  will,  582 

Freedom,  see  Liberty 

Freethinkers  and  freethoughts,  48,  540,  623, 
647;  importance  of  freethought,  367 

French  drama,  109,  in,  196-202;  see  also 
Brieux 

French  literature,  nineteenth-century  natural- 
istic, 196-200 

French  Republic,  religions  of,  600,  602 

French  Revolution,  125,  167,  179,  357,  455,  826 

Frenchmen  and  men  of  genius,  206;  and  ped- 
antry, 202 


Freud,  Sigmund,  his  effect  on  the  doctors,  894; 

his  technique,  895 
Froebel,  Friedrich,  57 
Frogs,  cutting  up  with  scissors,  260 
Froissart,  120,  777 
Frontiers,  post-war,  473 
Fry,  Elizabeth,  3 1 5 
Functional  adaptation,  524,  530 
Funding  System,  345 
Fury,  582 

Gabriel,  angel,  636 

Gabriel,  Virginia,  864 

Gaelic  movement,  457 

Galileo,  369,  370,  487,  611,  621 

Gallifet,  Marquis  de,  816 

Galsworthy,  John,  260,  284;  The  Silver  Boxy 
832 

Galton,  Francis,  612 

Gambling,  194,  230,  231 

Game  preserves  and  shooting,  85,  143 

Games,  compulsory,  66 

Garrick,  David,  in,  112,  717 

Gattie,  Alfred  Warwick,  336-9 

Gay  Pay  Oo,  361 

General  Medical  Council,  281,  382 

Generals,  English,  446,  447;  their  after-war 
revelations,  399 

Genesis,  507,  514,  537 

Genius,  men  of,  123,  157,  158,  192,  206,  504, 
792-4;  women  of,  157,  158;  arrives  only  at 
intervals,  895;  conflict  between  genius  and 
discipline,  626;  is  it  a  disease?  895;  its  pos- 
sessors not  in  other  respects  superior  beings, 
896;  meaning  of,  606 

Gentlemen,  192,  441 

George  III,  326 

George  IV,  187,445 

George,  Henry,  664,  820,  821 

German  diplomacy,  477;  organization,  477;  why 
critics  were  called  pro-German,  477 

Germany,  and  Hitler's  assumption  of  leader- 
ship, 88 1;  and  the  concentration  camps,  880; 
and  the  payment  of  war  reparations,  536; 
annexes  Poland,  873;  in  1918,  846;  magnifica- 
tion of  her  losses,  872;  rottenness  of  her 
government,  880;  under  the  blockade,  495 

Gilbert,  Sir  William,  430 

Gillman,  Mrs  Stetson,  818 

Giraffe,  519 

Girls,  see  Children 

Gissing,  George,  7 

Gladstone,  William  Ewart,  41,  74, 178, 445,  595 

Glands,  296,  315,  513 

Gluck,  Christoph,  871 

Gluttons,  174  n. 

God,  167,  518,  538,  552,  574,  581,  664;  a 
creative  spirit,  596;  a  "tenth  rate  tribal  deity," 
879;  as  the  controller  of  all  things,  t  >S: 
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cruelty  and  the  will  of  God,  528;  Darwinism 
and  the  existence  of  God,  533;  fallacy  that 
the  voice  of  die  people  is  his  voice,  905;  god- 
head is  something  which  incorporates  itself 
in  man,  652;  idea  of,  651;  is  immortal,  554; 
man's  need  for  an  omniscient  ruler,  897; 
Roman  emperors  claimed  the  title  of  God, 
555;  the  Bible  presents  us  with  a  succession 
of  Gods,  651,  653;  the  Great  First  Cause, 
516;  will  of  God,  50,  514;  sec  also  Life  Force 

Godparents,  46 

Godwin,  Edward  William,  785,  793 

Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang,  89,  152,  414,  482, 
508,  514,  544,  545,  677,  690,  701;  Faust,  723 

Goldsmith,  Oliver,  534,  544 

Gonorrhea,  215 

Good  intentions,  193 

Goodness,  10,  u,  130,  575,  582 

Goossens,  Sir  Eugene,  844,  867 

Gordon,  Lord  George,  491 

Gorell,  Lord,  405,  433,  434,  438 

Gorki,  Maxim,  832 

Gospels,  see  Bible 

Gosse,  Sir  Edmund,  900 

Gounod,  Charles  Frangois,  869 

Governing  class,  78,  105,  159,  452,  671,  686 

Government,  a  refuge  in  danger,  878;  and  indi- 
vidual liberty,  102,  346;  and  religion,  601-3; 
art  of,  102;  as  practised  by  the  Catholic 
Church  and  Empire,  346-50,  352;  British 
people  and,  534;  business  and  aim  of  govern- 
ment, 346;  by  a  committee  of  celebrities,  345; 
by  bullies,  104;  by  the  Civil  Service,  334;  by 
dunderheads,  481;  by  the  people  cannot  be  a 
reality,  330,  331,  333;  communistic  services 
controlled  by,  331;  democracy  and  the  con- 
trol and  choice  of,  334-6;  every  government 
has  the  electorate  it  deserves,  380;  formation 
of  panels  of  tested  persons  eligible  for  the 
governmental  hierarchy,  352;  good  govern- 
ment can  be  secured  by  capable  and  critical 
voters,  159;  government  and  exploitation, 
503;  is  necessary,  345;  nations  insist  on  self- 
government,  457,  458;  need  for  ability  and 
efficiency  in  our  governors,  351;  our  rulers 
are  defectives,  505;  reforming  our  present 
parliamentary  system,  336;  slowness  of  our 
parliamentary  methods,  327,  328;  statesmen 
who  are  afraid  of  everything,  535;  swings  from 
foilure  to  failure  to  secure  democracy,  883; 
type  of  man  we  should  be  governed  by,  18; 
type  of  man  that  obtains  political  power,  505 

Gramophone,  95 

Grand,  Sarah,  691 

Granville-Barker,  Harley,  112,  405,  410,  770, 
792,  866;  and  Shakespear's  plays  as  he  wrote 
them,  868;  inaugurates  twentieth  century 
Shakespear,  845-6;  Anne  Leete^  832;  The 
Madras  House,  83 1 


"Great  Men,"  apparent  freaks  of  nature,  884 

Greatness,  191 

Greece,  her  vocational  deities,  897 

Greek  Church,  548 

Greek  playwrights,  544 

Gregory,  Lady,  439 

Grein,    J.    T.,    231,    232,    700,    701,    719-21, 
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Grey  of  Falloden,  Viscount,  468,  469,  471 
Griffiths,  Arduir,  472 
Guelph  and  Ghibelline,  647 
Gull,  Sir  William,  241 
Gwynne,  Nell,  8,  94,  887 

Habits,  acquired,  509-12,  524 

Hahnemann,  Samuel,  251,  278,  279 

Haldane,  Scott,  894 

Hamilton,  Sir  William  and  Lady  Emma,  29 

Hamilton  of  Bothwellhaugh,  146,  147 

Hamlet,  153,  162,  200,  688,  760,  761;  and  tin- 
censorship,  405,  421 

Handel,  George  Frederick,  50,  646,  769,  870, 
871 

Hanging  as  a  popular  sport,  1 42 

HannetonS)  Les,  207,  210,  832 

Han  way,  Jonas,  261 

Happiness,  32,  63,  192;  money  and,  340-45 

Happy  ending,  200 

Harcourt,  Robert  Vernon,  404,  406,  409, 
438 

Hardie,  Keir,  836,  839,  840 

Hare,  Sir  John,  406 

Hare-hunting,  143 

Harley  Street,  municipalization  of,  280 

Harris,  Frank,  756-70,  840 

Hearn,  James,  774 

Heart's  action,  demonstrating  the,  260 

Heaven,  63,  555,  566,  574,  580 

Heavenly  Father,  596 

Hegel,  Georg  W.  F.,  398 

Hell,  46,  220,  555,  592,  597-637 

Helmholtz,  Hermann  von,  517 

Henley,  W.  E.,  692,  698 

Henry  VI,  606,  615,  630 

Herbalists,  247 

Hereditary  rulers,  366 

Heredity,  159,  170,  509-13 

Heresy,  615,  618,  620,  622,  624,  902 

Herod  the  Tetrarch,  557 

Heroes,  193,  445,  747,  811 

Herriot,  M.,  365 

Hewlett,  Maurice,  774,  775 

Hill,  Miss,  857 

Hindemith,  Paul,  867 

History,  foundations  of  literary  art  and,  892; 
ignorance  of  leads  to  shallow  ideals  and 
destruction,  834;  is  always  out  of  date,  628; 
shows  man's  unalterable  political  capacity, 
878-9;  stops  short  of  the  present,  874 
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Hitler,  Adolf,  873-4,  877;  absolute  dictator,  487; 
becomes  a  mad  Messiah,  882;  becomes  the 
tool  of  the  plutocracy,  882;  Brownshirts,  487; 
compared  with  Mussolini,  487;  defiance  of  the 
Powers,  486;  deified  in  Germany,  903;  efforts 
to  assume  leadership,  881-2;  his  early  life, 
88 1 ;  idea  of  pure  German-bred  Nation,  487; 
not  a  typical  German,  488;  persecution  of 
Jews,  487;  political  psychologist,  486;  popular 
idol,  487;  as  upstart  autocrat,  483;  Mein 
Kampf,  882 

Hobhouse,  Stephen,  284,  285,  314 

Hoey,  Mrs  Cashel,  675 

Hogarth,  William,  748,  887-8 

Holbrooke,  J.  C.,  844 

Holidays,  63,  342 

Hoist,  Gustav,  844 

Holy  Family,  93 

Holy  Ghost,  169,  514,  521,  555,  556,  592 

Holy  Roman  Empire,  454 

Home,  Dunglas,  595,  891 

Home  life,  see  Family 

Home  Rule  for  all  constituents  of  die  Federa- 
tion of  Commonwealths,  470;  Act,  824 

Homeopathy,  278 

Homer,  752 

Homicidal  lunatics,  311,  312 

Honesty,  304 

Honor,  190,  238 

Hornet,  675 

Horniman,  Miss  A.  E.  F.,  441,  728 

Horse,  183,  288,  640-41 

Horseguards  Avenue,  771 

Hours  of  Labor,  823 

Housman,  Laurence,  431 

How  he  Lied  to  her  Husband,  282 

Howard,  Commissioner,  138 

Howard,  John,  287,  314 

Howells,  Herbert,  844 

Hughes,  Hugh  Price,  5 

Hugo,  Victor,  129,  197 

Human  advancement,  86 1 

Human  beings,  see  Life 

Human  nature,  7,  826;  changing  of,  366 

Human  society,  fundamental  natural  conditions 

°f>  345 

Humanitarian  League,  284 
Humanitarians,  139,  141,  527 
Hume,  David,  598 
Humility,  81 

Huneker,  James,  684,  687,  779 
Hunger,  disease  of,  137 
Hunting,  143 
Hus,  John,  619,  892 

Husband  hunting,  23;  the  ideal  husband,  21 
Huxley,  Thomas,  164,  595 
Hydrophobia,  266 
Hygiene,  270,  276,  280,  541 
Hypocrisy,  182 


Ibsen,  Henrik,  19,  109,  115,  116,  123,  164,  199, 
200,  206,  207,  214,  220,  378,  420,  544,  541, 
586,  598,  624,  691,  718,  719,  729,  768,  769, 
783,  790,  792,  800,  801,  869;  accepted  as  a 
classic,  832;  an  understanding  of  his  gospd 
could  have  prevented  war,  833,  835;  as  a 
whole  is  above  Shakespear  as  a  whole,  688; 
compared  with  Strindberg,  832;  furnishes  a 
key  to  the  prophecies  of  the  Bible,  831;  his 
characters,  706;  his  heroines,  739;  his  influ- 
ence on  English  writers,  704,  705;  his  influ- 
ence on  the  European  theatre,  779;  his 
morality  is  original,  688;  his  task  was  to 
change  the  mind  of  Europe  with  the  view 
of  changing  its  morals,  421;  lack  of  explana- 
tion in  his  plays,  725;  no  longer  abused,  830; 
people  still  interested  in  his  message,  830; 
responsible  for  advances  in  liberal  morals, 
835;  shakes  domestic  ideals,  833;  the  objec- 
tion to,  740;  Brand,  431;  A  DolVs  House, 
831-2;  Ghosts,  829,  869,  prohibited  on  the 
English  stage,  421;  Hedda  Gabler,  829;  John 
Gabriel  Borkman,  830;  Little  Eyolf,  830;  The 
Master  Builder ,  830;  Rosmersholm,  829; 
When  We  Dead  Awaken,  830 

Idealism,  734 

Ideals,  the  1914-18  war,  a  war  of  ideals,  833; 
their  criticism  a  form  of  self-criticism,  833-4 

Ideas,  645,  646 

Idle  landlords,  490;  rich,  340-45,  822-3 

Idleness,  Socialism  an  attraction,  817 

Idolatry,  maxims  on,  188;  should  read  idealism, 

83, 

Ignorance,  490 

Ill-health,  280 

Illicit  unions,  i,  2,  27,  33,  783 

Imagination,  103-5 

Immaculate  conception,  539 

Immaturity,  its  publication,  676, 677, 692;  manu- 
script of,  677;  the  author  on  this  work,  677, 
680;  the  characters,  678,  679;  Preface  to,  852, 
866 

Immorality,  definition  of,  411;  toleration  of, 
413;  total  suppression  of,  would  stop  en- 
lightenment, 413;  see  also  Morality,  Sex 

Immortality,  45,  46;  belief  in  personal,  595 

Immunization,  see  Inoculation 

Imperial  Theatre,  420 

Imperialism,  maxims  on,  188;  Imperial  military 
system  of  coercion,  470 

Imperialist,  the,  243 

Impossibilists  of  the  Socialist  movement,  819- 
820 

Impostor,  penalty  of,  88 

Imprisonment,  see  Prisons 

Improvement,  see  Progress 

Incest,  405,  422 

Income,  class  variation  of,  579;  distribution  of, 
576,  578,  581;  equally  of,  330,  896-7;  its  dis- 
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tribution  does  not  reflect  distribution  of 
ability,  839;  right  to  an,  580;  tax,  333,  350 

Incurables,  euthanasia  for,  320 

Indecency,  234 

Independence,  77 

Independent  income  class,  63,  121 

Independent  Theatre,  699-701,  704,  719,  720, 
721,  728,  730,  732,  738,  829;  series  of  plays, 

719 
India,  English  rule  in,  452;  self-government  in, 

495 

Individual  freedom  cannot  be  combined  with 
economic  slavery,  818 

Individuality,  529 

Industrial  revolution,  530 

Infallibility,  620 

Infamy,  degrees  in,  231 

Infinity,  508,  516 

Influenza,  241,  384 

Infusorians,  507 

Inge,  Dean,  330,  332,  335,  366,  874,  911,  912 

Inoculation,  250-52,  277-9,  5°4>  6lI5  com" 
pulsory,  625 

Inquest,  every  death  the  subject  of  an,  280 

Inquisition,  299,  413,  618,  626,  639;  the  Tcheka, 
modern  version  of,  639 

Intellect,  85;  hated  and  dreaded  in  England, 
907 

Intermarriageability,  practical  meaning  of  equal- 
ity, 884;  the  eugenic  test,  897 

Internationalists  of  1848-71,  814-15 

Invalids,  280 

Ireland,  "Anglo-Irish  War,"  472;  British  rule 
and  religion  in,  60 1;  climate:  its  influence  on 
the  people,  444;  curse  of  Nationalism,  456; 
England  as  the  Pope's  policeman,  455;  Eng- 
lish rule  in,  470;  her  industries  have  been  de- 
stroyed by  English  taxation,  458;  her  real 
grievance,  456;  Home  Rule,  451-4,  456-9, 
470,  472,  473,  9°7J  h°w  sne  can  escape  from 
further  servitude  under  England,  446;  Irish 
Catholicism  forecast,  453;  its  charm,  675; 
land  question,  452;  loyalty  to  England,  443, 
450,  453;  Parliament  of  1782,  452;  political 
hatred  of  priests,  449,  450;  Protestant  domin- 
ance of  his  own  caste  and  creed,  453;  Pro- 
testant loyalty,  450,  453;  Protestant  Ulster, 
473,  474;  Protestants  and  Catholics,  447-52, 
602;  Rebellion  of  1916,  471;  Recruiting,  475, 
476;  revolt  against  the  priests,  450,  454; 
Roman  Catholic  peasant  and  political  rebel- 
lion, 449;  subject  of  the  British  Government 
and  the  Vatican,  449;  the  two  parliaments, 

473  >  474 

Ireland,  John,  844,  867 
Ireland,  Samuel  W.  H.,  870 
Irish  Literary  Theatre,  441 
Irish  National  Theatre,  439 
Irish  Question,  824 


Irishman,  154,  441;  a  "loyal"  Irishman  is  an 
abhorrent  phenomenon,  450;  English  and 
Irish  temperaments  contrasted,  444-6;  Eng- 
lishman's admiration  of  the  Irishman,  443; 
his  love  of  the  English,  449,  450;  Protestant 
Irishmen,  443;  what  is  an  Irishman?  442 

Irrational  Knot,  characters  in  the  book,  682-4; 
its  literary  style,  683;  its  writing  and  publica- 
tion, 68 1,  687,  688;  the  author's  opinion  of  it, 
687-9;  mav  be  regarded  as  an  early  attempt 
on  the  part  of  the  Life  Force  to  write  A  DolVs 
House  in  English,  689 

Irving,  Sir  Henry,  778,  788;  ability  as  an  actor, 
789-92;  and  the  creation  of  the  new  drama, 

790,  792;  and  the  social  acceptance  of  the 
actor,  415,  779,  7^°>  becomes  his  own  man- 
ager, 790,  792;  burial  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
793;  caricatures,  statues,  and  portraits  of  him, 
793;  his  attitude  towards  dramatists,  790;  his 
illiteracy  and  pedantry  in  elocution,  790;  his 
mutilation  of  Shakespear,  723,  738,  750,  790, 

791,  868;  his  pre-eminence,  793;  knew  little 
about  the  theatre  as  a  whole,  429;  prepares 
statement  for  Joint  Committee  on  Censor- 
ship, 406;  tours  the  provinces,  793 

Islamism,  653 

Jack  the  Ripper,  147,  197 

Jackson's  rooms,  694 

Jainists,  901 

James  the  First,  458 

Japan,  divorce  in,  34;  use  of  atomic  bomb  on, 
875,  876 

Japanese,  their  conduct  of  social  and  political 
changes,  450 

Jaures,  M.,  384 

Jealousy,  31,  107 

Jehovah,  194,  648,  652 

Jennor,  Edward,  265,  541,  900,  910 

Jerusalem,  561 

Jeschu,  559 

Jesus  Christ,  879;  a  highly-civilized,  cultivated 
person,  557;  adapted  himself  to  the  fashion- 
able life  of  his  time,  663;  adoration  of,  359; 
alternative  Christs,  594;  and  Pauline  Chris- 
tianity, 590;  and  redemption  from  sin,  590;  as  a 
sacrifice,  652;  as  biologist,  580;  as  economist, 
580;  as  the  Christ  or  Redeemer,  553-5,561-3, 
564,  565,  569,  570,  652,  653;  birth,  date  of, 
694;  parthenogenetic  birth  of,  593,  595;  birth 
of,  as  described  by  Luke,  564;  birthplace,  563; 
class  type  of  Matthew's  Jesus,  562;  did  he 
really  believe  he  was  Messiah?  903;  divine 
paternity  of,  412,  548-50,  555,  556,  561,  593, 
595;  divinity  of,  596;  doctrines  of,  547,  548, 
574,  580,  592-4,  599,  603,  652;  existence  of, 
599;  extermination  of  Jesus:  the  case  for  the, 
358;  "Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild,"  549;  his 
appearance  and  character,  558, 564;  his  choice 
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of  disciples,  652;  his  mental  powers  and 
insight,  652;  his  objection  to  marriage  and 
family  ties,  583-6;  his  parents'  flight  with  him 
into  Egypt,  557;  his  performance  of  miracles, 
559)  5<S3,  568,  570-72,  587,  595;  his  power 
of  seeing  through  vulgar  illusions,  563;  his 
repudiation  of  proselytism,  558,  603;  idola- 
trous or  iconographic  worship  of,  573;  John's 
account  of,  567-70;  joins  the  Baptists,  557; 
Luke's  account  of,  5  5  5, 564-6;  Mark's  account 
of,  563,  565;  Matthew  imputes  bigotry  to 
Jesus,  560;  Matthew's  account  of,  555-65; 
opinions  of,  595;  peculiar  theology  of,  568; 
promise  of  a  Second  Coming,  562,  568,  570, 
596,  653;  resurrection,  562,  570,  595;  sin  and 
death  had  no  terrors  for  him,  588;  speaking  or 
writing  of  him  as  a  real  live  person,  573,  587; 
teachings  of,  559,  560,  563;  trial  and  cruci- 
fixion, 359,  369-7**  5<>2>  565>  5<>9>  587,  <>53; 
trial  and  crucifixion  dramatized,  371-6;  trial: 
was  he  a  coward?:  his  conduct  before  Pilate, 
548,  549,  556;  warning  about  the  tares  and 
the  wheat,  901;  was  a  communist,  563,  574, 
575,  578,  580,  596;  was  anti-clerical,  603;  was 
he  a  martyr?  549;  women  disciples  and  the 
ascension,  563 

Jevons,  Stanley,  909 

Jewish  influence  on  the  theatre,  737 

Jewish  religion,  558 

Jews,  179,  354;  conversion  of,  551;  persecution 
by  Hitler,  487,  88 1 

Joan  of  Arc,  604;  and  toleration,  370;  as  theo- 
crat,  627;  burning  of,  358,  621,  624;  burning 
of,  denied  by  a  French  writer,  618;  why  she 
was  feared  and  burnt,  10,  604-6;  canoni/ation 
of,  620,  621,  623,  632;  capable  and  a  born 
boss,  615;  defendant  in  a  suit  for  breach  of 
promise  of  marriage,  585;  her  authority,  605; 
her  character,  607,  614,  615;  her  genius,  606; 
her  good  looks,  607;  her  heresy,  615,  619, 
620,  622,  624,  625;  her  ideal  biographer,  585; 
her  immaturity  and  illiteracy,  607,  615;  her 
manliness  and  militarism,  613;  her  mental 
constitution  which  made  her  so  unmanage- 
able, 626;  her  military  and  political  ability, 
614,  617;  her  recantation,  612;  her  religion, 
619;  her  social  position,  607,  608;  her  trial, 
606,  618-22,  626;  dramatization  of  her  trial, 
369;  her  trial  and  rehabilitation,  publication  of 
reports  of,  6 1 6;  her  voices  and  visions,  608- 1 3; 
literary  representations  of  her,  615-18;  modern 
distortions  of  her  history,  628;  preferred 
death  to  captivity,  614;  sculpture  of  her,  607; 
sexually  unattractive,  607;  stage  representa- 
tion of,  629-33;  taken  prisoner,  628;  the 
original  and  presumptuous,  604;  the  real  Joan 
not  marvellous  enough  for  us,  629;  was  she 
innocent  or  guilty?  606;  was  she  mad?  609, 
610,  612;  was  she  suicidal?  614 


Job,   Book  of,    100;   the   God   of,   651,   652; 

translators  and,  898 
John,  Gospel  of,  567-70,  572 
John  of  Leyden,  358,  547 
John  the  Baptist,  557,  559,  563,  565,  566,  587, 

593 

John  Barleycorn,  554,  596,  599 
John  Butt's  Other  Island,  its  production  at  the 

Court  Theatre,  441 
Johnson,  Dr,  55,  82,  291,  717 
Joint  stock,  576 
Jonah,  98 

Jonson,  Ben,  758,  760,  764,  768,  771,  774 
Joseph  of  Arimathea,  564 
Joshua,  368,  636;  Book  of,  621 
Journalism,  800 
Journalists,   43;   as  critics,   635,   776;   assume 

Socialism    to   be    the   enemy   of  domestic 

ideals,  833 
Joyce,  James,  673 
Joynes,  James  Leigh,  692 
Judas,  507,  641,  652 
Judges,  581,  582 
Judgment  day,  642 
Judgment,  private,  620,  622 
Juno,  Sibthorpe,  113 
Jupiter  and  Semele,  762 
Justice,  452,  579;  primitive  idea  of,  552 
Justification  by  faith,  554 

Kant,  Immanuel,  552 

Karma,  595 

Kean,  Edmund,  896 

Kean,  Mrs  Charles,  793 

Kendal,  Dame  Madge,  see  Robertson,  Madge 

Kennington  Theatre,  747 

Kenton,  Godfrey,  644 

Kerensky,  Mr,  365 

Keroualle,  Louise  de,  887,  888,  889 

Killing  for  sport,  139-48;  killing  of  animals  is 
often  a  necessity,  141,  353 

Killing  of  human  beings  as  a  political  function, 
353-5,  357,  36°-62>  377;  shrinking  from  out- 
right killing,  643;  petitions  against,  643; 
punishment  and  its  cruelties,  643;  punishment 
a  waste  of  time,  643;  lethal  chamber  for  in- 
corrigibles,  136,  297-302 

Kind  actions,  10 

King,  T.  C,  787 

King  Lear,  43 1 

Kings,  1 88;  divine  right  of,  355,  541;  see  also 
Monarchy 

King's  Proctor,  41,  43 

King's  Proctor  of  plays,  431,  432 

Kingston,  Gertrude,  811,  813 

Kipling,  Rudyard,  25,  145,  444 

Kneller,  Sir  Godfrey,  888 

Knowledge,  pursuit  of,  85,  254-6,  263,  264,  279, 
610;  why  we  loathe  learning,  72 
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Koch's  tuberculin,  250 
Kropotkin,  Prince  Peter,  121,  284 


Labor,  freedom  of  wage  labor,  183 

Labor  exchanges,  32 

Labor  Government,  825 

Labor  Party,  817,  825,  826 

Labor  tim?,  payment  by,  577 

Laisser-falrCy  277,  814 

Lamarck,  Jean,   508,   514,   519,   520;  see  also 

Evolution,  Lamarckian 
Lanchester,  Waldo,  916 
Land  nationalization,  578 
Landed  gentry,  343 
Landlords,  490 
Lane,  Sir  Hugh,  388 
Lane,  Sir  William  Arbuthnot,  315 
Lang,  Andrew,  on  Joan  of  Arc,  617,  618,  620, 

631 

Languages,  learning  of,  76 
Lansdowne,  Lord,  837 
Laodicea,  gospel  of,  10 
La  Rochefoucauld,  Frangois,  108 
Lassalle,  Ferdinand,  814,  898;  "iron  law  of 

wages,"  914 
Latimer,  Hugh,  593 
Latin,  learning  of,  56,  66 
Laud,  Archbishop,  594 
Laughter,  779 
Lavoisier,  Antoine,  355 
Law,  Hugh,  405,  409 
Laws,  the  making  and  breaking  of,  134,  135; 

different  for  rich  and  poor,  479;  which  are 

pure  convention,  802 
Lawson,  Cecil,  and  his  brother  and  sisters,  678, 

679 

Laziness,  importance  of,  for  fallowing,  365;  the 

new,  65 

Lea,  Marion,  829 

Leaders,  English  and  Irish,  446,  447 
League  of  Nations,  514;  and  the  White  Slave 

Traffic,  236 

Learning,  see  Knowledge 
Lee,  George  John  Vandaleur,  and  Shaw's  early 

life,  855-6,  858-9,  861-2,  863-4 
Lee,  Nat,  871 
Legends,  religious,  539-41 
Legislatures,  federal,  336 
Legitimizing  the  unmarried  mother's  child,  19 
Leibniz,  Gottfried,  892,  896 
Leisure,  distribution  of,  823 
Leisured  classes,  63 
Lemaitre,  inquisitor,  630,  631 
Lenin,  Vladimir  Ilyich  Ulyanov,  363,  364,  492, 

906,  914 
Lethal   chamber  for  incorrigibles,    136,   297- 

302 

Lever,  Charles,  115,  116 
Leviticus,  648 


Lewes,  George,  529 

Lewis,  Curigwen,  644 

Liberal  parliamentary  system,  824 

Liberalism,  535,  8 10;  distrusts  bureaucracy,  815; 
overthrown  by  dictatorships,  824;  suppressed 
by  Socialism,  814 

"Liberation,"  absurdity  of,  873,  875 

Libertines,  8,  106,  152 

Liberty,  32,  68,  74,  82,  102-3,  IO5>  13°,  !35, 
187,  188,  312,  318,  320,  346,  370,  415,  435, 
436,  534;  what  it  means,  412 

Liberty,  80 1,  802 

Life,  four  elements,  of,  507;  is  natural  and 
infinite,  8855  ^e  leve^s  a^  men:  death  reveals 
the  eminent,  193;  longevity,  506;  man  in 
society  must  justify  his  existence,  311;  right 
to  live,  68,  193;  sacredness  of  human  life, 
298,  353,  354,  357;  terror  of,  588;  the  theory 
that  every  individual  alive  is  of  infinite  value 
is  legislatively  impracticable,  280;  what  is  it? 

537 

Life  Force,  or  God  the  cieative  spirit,  45, 50,  70, 
71,  122, 176,  518,  537,  573,  596, 651,  689,  833, 
890;  endows  qualities  irrespective  of  morality, 
896;  not  irreconcilable  with  Providence  and 
Satan,  904;  proceeds  by  Trial  and  Error, 
895-6,  900,  904;  takes  care  that  specialized 
functionaries  are  born,  895 

Lincoln,  Abraham,  330,  398 

Linnaeus,  Carl,  507 

Lions  at  the  Zoo,  140 

Literature,  and  sex,  no,  749;  see  also  Stage- 
presentation  of  sex;  a  necessary  knowledge 
for  rulers,  911;  based  on  a  really  scientific 
natural  history,  198-200;  "constructed"  works 
of  art,  700;  improper  books,  208;  literary 
education,  72;  original  morality  in,  688,  689; 
retaliatory  violence  in  nineteenth-century 
literature,  696;  style  in,  165,  677;  the  main 
thing  in  determining  the  artistic  quality  of  a 
book  is  the  fact  that  the  writer  has  opinions, 
165;  the  real  Bible  of  modern  Europe,  100; 
the  world  shewn  us  in  books,  is  not  the  main 
world  at  all,  157 

Little  Theatre,  Adelphi,  397 

Livingstone,  635 

Local  government  units,  334 

Lock-ups,  312 

Lockwood,  Colonel,  405,  409,  410,  430 

Lodge,  Sir  Oliver,  123 

Lohr,  Marie,  774 

Lombroso,  Cesare,  314-16 

London,  194;  air-raids  on,  872;  mob,  491 

London  County  Council,  848;  and  the  censor- 
ship of  music  hall  performances,  422;  1907 
municipal  elections,  848,  849 

Longevity,  voluntary,  506 

Lonscale,  Richard,  644 

Lonsdale,  Lord,  366 
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Lord  Chamberlain  and  the  censorship,  401-6, 
417-28,  437-9,  720,  721 

Louis  XIV,  888,  889 

Love,  a  pure,  90;  an  appetite  which  is  destroyed 
for  the  moment  by  its  gratification,  22;  as 
represented  in  literature,  158,  742-4;  cases 
of  chronic  lifelong  love  ought  to  be  sent  to 
the  doctor,  37;  entire  preoccupation  with,  is 
a  nuisance,  9;  heroic  deeds,  murder,  and  love, 
747;  is  a  tyranny  requiring  special  safeguards, 
37;  its  stage  representation,  223,  741;  La 
Rochefoucauld  on,  382;  love  atmosphere  in 
the  home,  8;  proposals  made  under  its  in- 
fluence should  not  be  binding,  22 

Love  Among  the  Artists^  693 

Lucy,  Sir  Thomas,  662 

Luke,  Saint,  592;  Gospel  of,  564-6,  568 

Lunatics,  115,  116,  157 

Lusitaniay  388 

Luther,  Martin,  412,  554,  583,  595,  610 

Lyell,  Sir  Charles,  512,  531 

Lying,  259;  public,  182 

Lynching,  183,  294,  295 

Lyttelton,  Dame  Edith,  491,  754 

Lytton,  Bulwer,  777 

Macaulay,  Lord,  184,  196,  443 

McCarthy,  Lillah,  851 

McDuff,  Earl  of  Fife,  660 

McFarlane  family,  660 

Machine,  the,  102 

Macmillan,  Sir  George,  676 

Madmen,  see  Lunatics 

Magistrates,  135,  415 

Magna  Charta,  432 

Mahfouz,  Hassan,  462-4,  469 

Mahomet,  290,412,418,  516,  540,  548,  555,  556, 

560,  584,  602,  615,  636,  653,  903 
Mahometanism,  602 
Mahometans,  conversion  of,  551 
Majority,  always  against  change,  907;  assent  of 

the,  238 
Malice,  311 
Mallock,  W.  H.,  correspondence  with  Shaw, 

836-40;   Critical  Examination  of  Socialism, 

838-9,  840 

Malthus,  Thomas  Robert,  531,  833 
Malthusianism,  see  Birth  Control 
Malvern  Marionette  Theatre,  916 
Man,  needs  an  omniscient  ruler,  897;  saving  and 

improvement  of,  506 

Man  and  Superman,  why  it  was  written,  546 
Man  of  Destiny,  282,  730 
Manners,  the  pursuit  of,  83;  home  manners  are 

bad  manners,  25 

Mansfield,  Richard,  395,  730,  745,  813 
Marat,  Jean  Paul,  139,  145-7 
March,  Elspeth,  644 
Mark,  Gospel  of,  563,  565 


Marriage,  a  forgotten  conference  on,  5;  a  vari- 
able institution,  92;  abolition  of,  2,  3,  19,  170, 
171;  an  intolerable  obstacle  to  individual 
evolution,  585;  and  eugenics,  170,  174,  186; 
and  the  population  question,  15;  as  a  fact  is 
not  like  marriage  as  an  ideal,  20;  attack  on 
marriage  is  an  attack  on  property,  4;  birth 
control,  212-14;  British  marriage  is  still  mon- 
strously unreasonable,  44;  by  private  con- 
tract, 19;  case  for  marriage,  588;  change  of 
partners,  24;  Christian  Church  and  marriage, 
38,  39;  civil  marriages,  3,  39;  Communism 
and,  585;  criminology  of,  37;  declaration  of 
love  to  a  married  person,  29;  difficulty  of 
obtaining  evidence  as  to  what  marriage  is, 
20;  dissolution  of,  3,  20,  42,  44,  586;  cost  of 
divorce,  43;  divorce  a  sacramental  duty,  39; 
divorce  and  sterility,  214;  divorce  favorable 
to  marriage,  33;  divorce  rate  figures,  34; 
divorce  without  asking  why,  3 1, 44;  economic 
slavery  a  difficulty,  32;  grounds  for  divorce, 
44;  grounds  on  which  a  divorce  is  sought 
should  not  be  published,  31;  importance  of 
sentimental  grievances  in  divorce,  31;  in- 
creasingly separated  from  carnal  intercourse, 
889;  indelicacy  of  reporting  divorce  cases,  31; 
innocent  and  well-conducted  couples  should 
be  allowed  divorce,  if  desired,  43;  recom- 
mendations for  divorce  reform,  43;  unfaith- 
fulness is  one  of  the  least  grounds  for  divorce, 
30;  what  is  to  become  of  the  children?  40;  eco- 
nomic dependence  of  women  and  marriage, 
23,  27;  economic  independence  and  individual 
freedom  in  marriage,  585,  586;  evasion  of  the 
marriage  law,  i;  founded  on  property  is  pro- 
stitution, 664;  founded  on  the  tenth  command- 
ment, 3;  home  life,  1 2;  households  of  three, 
28,  29;  illicit  unions,  i,  2,  27,  33;  in  royal  and 
ducal  families,  187;  inhumanity  and  unreason- 
ableness of  our  marriage  law,  i;  intimate  and 
personal  relations  of,  21;  is  beginning  to  de- 
populate the  country,  4;  is  inevitable,  i;  is 
incompatible  with  both  the  contemplative 
and  adventurous  life,  586;  its  object,  3;  jeal- 
ousy, 107;  Jesus's  objection  to,  583-6;  laxity 
in  marriage  is  not  tolerated,  4;  licentiousness 
of,  5,  211,  214;  love  and  marriage,  22;  main 
business  of  a  woman,  154,  155;  man  and  wife 
do  not  really  live  together,  1 1;  manners  in  the 
home,  25;  many  varieties  of,  2;  marriage  cere- 
mony cannot  fix  our  fancies  or  affections  for 
life,  21 ;  marriage  service — for  better  for 
worse,  n;  maxims  on,  189;  meaning  of  the 
word,  2;  men  who  cannot  afford  to  marry, 
35;  misconduct  is  not  seen,  unless  one  gets 
into  the  newspapers  or  confesses,  20;  mono- 
gamy, 1 6;  alleviations  of  monogamy,  106; 
natural  foundation  of  monogamy,  16;  not 
always  synonymous  with  sexual  attraction, 
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896;  personal  sentimental  basis  of  monogamy, 
28;  why  monogamy  is  favored  by  ordinary 
men  and  women,  17;  pathology  of,  36;  Paul's 
view  of,  589;  polyandry,  16;  women  opposed 
to  polyandry,  17;  polygamy,  inaccessibility  of 
the  facts,  106;  polygyny,  16;  difference  be- 
tween Oriental  and  Occidental  polygyny, 
17;  Kulin  polygyny,  17;  polygyny,  to  be 
successful,  must  be  limited,  17;  why  the  male 
is  opposed  to,  and  the  female  in  favor  of 
polygyny,  16;  reform  of  marriage,  2,  27;  does 
reform  matter?  37;  the  Government  and 
marriage  reform,  12,  14;  religious  revolt 
against,  5;  respectable  men's  view  of  married 
life,  5-9;  revolt  against,  i,  4,  5,  12,  563;  sacer- 
dotal view  of,  3;  selection  of  mates,  24;  sex 
instinct  and,  584;  Shaw's  morally  original 
study  of,  689;  should  not  be  used  as  a  punish- 
ment, 43;  single  room  couples,  12;  the  idea 
that  a  husband  or  wife  is  an  article  of  pro- 
perty for  one's  sole  use,  39;  the  majority  of 
married  couples  never  get  to  know  one  an- 
other, 12;  unpopularity  of  impersonal  views 
on,  24;  "Whom  God  hath  joined,"  42;  with- 
out conjugation,  171;  women  do  take  the 
initiative  in  sex  business,  155-8 

Martial  law,  814,  825 

Martyrdom,  816 

Marx,  Eleanor,  689 

Marx,  Karl,  118,  193,  284.  377,  474,  504,  531, 
588,  753,  814,  815,  819,  874,  879,  893,  902, 
914,  915;  Das  Kapital,  530,  664,  699,  902 

Mary  Stuart,  287 

Mary  Tudor,  902 

Marzials,  Theo,  679 

Mason,  Alfred,  404 

Massage,  279 

Massingham,  H.  W.,  852 

Materialism,  poetry  and  purity  of,  532 

Maternity,  214,  215 

Mathematics,  76,  541,  912 

Mathews,  Charles,  680 

Matter,  532 

Matthew,  Gospel  of,  555-69,  595 

Maude,  Aylmer,  802 

Maupassant,  Guy  de,  199 

Mechanism  and  mechanists,  515,  537,  541 

Medical  services,  see  Doctors 

Mediums,  891 

Melbourne,  Lord,  209 

Memorizing,  671 

Memory,  education  encourages  the  wrong  sort, 
912 

Men  and  women,  relations  between,  106,  107 

Men  who  work  at  home,  12 

Mendelssohn-Bartholdy,  Felix,  853 

Mental  qualities,  basic  income  and,  896-7;  test- 
ing our,  335 

Mental  superiority  arouses  fear  and  hatred,  605 


Meredith,  Owen,  697 

Meric  Lablache,  Mme  de,  862 

Metabiology,  545 

Metaphysician,  537 

Metaphysics,  650,  651 

Meyerbeer,  Giacomo,  753;  Les  Huguenots  ^  866, 
867 

Mezzofanti,  512 

Micah,  the  God  of,  652 

Mice,  experiments  on  tails  of,  525 

Michael  Angelo,  542,  765 

Microbe  superstition,  247 

Middle  ages,  630 

Middle  Classes,  138,  630,  659,  818  ;  bear  the 
cost  of  social  amelioration,  848;  under  pres- 
sure from  above  and  below,  849;  unsoci- 
ability  of,  26,  722 

Militarism,  131 

Military  counsels  in  political  settlements,  473 

Military  punitive  expeditions,  181,  461,  462 

Military  service,  459-62 

Military  tournaments,  144 

Mill,  John  Stuart,  79,  541, 645, 753, 766, 900;  on 
Liberty,  370 

Millet,  Jean  Francois,  583 

Millionaires,  129,  160,  342,  397,  684 

Millions,  scientists  and,  571,  572 

Milner,  Lord,  671 

Mind,  its  banishment,  381 

Minimum  wage,  120 

Minister,  a  responsible,  325 

Miracles,  538,  540,  559,  563,  566,  570-72,  587, 
595,  898 

Misanthrope^  Le,  200,  201 

Mobilization,  87 

Mobs,  London,  481;  Orange  and  Papist  rioters 
of  Belfast,  491 

Moderation,  192 

MofFatt,  Dr  James,  775 

Moliere,  J.  P.  B.,  151,  152,  196,  200,  201,  216, 
238,  871 

Mommsen,  Theodor,  752 

Monarchy,  325,  326,  333;  and  freedom  cannot 
live  together,  414 

Money,  and  happiness,  340-45;  desire  for,  and 
importance  of,  122-4,  154,  155,  684;  game  of 
money-making,  340;  Jesus  and,  580;  securing 
of,  686;  tainted,  124,  131;  the  midwife  of 
scientific  Communism,  580 

Monks,  10 

Monogamy,  see  Marriage 

Montessori,  Dr  Maria,  57 

Moody  and  Sankey,  515,  706 

Moore's  Minstrel  Boy,  444 

Moral  inequality,  130 

Moral  instruction  books,  98 

Moral,  Play  with  no,  776 

Moral  reform  societies,  427 

Morality,  138,  411;  and  art,  no,  221;  artificial 
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108;  English  view  of,  113;  not  necessarily 
allied  to  genius,  896;  not  always  found  in  re- 
formers, 905;  original,  in  art  and  life,  688, 
689;  our  morality  is  an  impudent  hypocrisy, 
135;  see  also  Immorality;  Sex 

Morals,  are  like  teeth:  the  more  decayed  they  are 
the  more  it  hurts  to  touch  them,  436 

Morley,  Lord,  676 

Morning  Advertiser,  838-9 

Morphology,  513 

Morris,  "William,  101,  121,  122,  331,  470,  484, 
691,  797,  823,  829;  disliked  the  piano,  911 

Morton,  Maddison,  Box  and  Cox,  869 

Moses,  481,  527,  901 

Motherhood,  175;  abandoning  our  mothers  on 
marriage,  90-92;  how  little  we  know  of  our 
mothers,  89;  payments  for  rearing  children, 
and  making  motherhood  a  profession,  15;  the 
right  to,  15,  1 8,  19;  work  of  mothers  should 
be  placed  on  the  same  footing  as  other  work, 

43 

Mother-in-law,  92 

Motor  cars,  214 

Mountjoy  Prison,  283 

Mourning,  93 

Mozart,  Wo  Ifgang  Amadeus,  151, 152, 154,493, 
779,  852,  870,  871,  884;  Don  Giovanni,  864, 
865;  Idomeneo,  865;  Requiem,  853;  Thorough 
Bass,  865 

Mrs  Warrens  Profession,  720;  a  play  for  women, 
229;  aim  of  the  play,  230,  232,  726;  and  the 
censorship,  233,  236,  721;  Arnold  Daly  pro- 
secuted for  producing  it,  233;  author's  reply 
to  the  critics,  230-33;  its  first  performance, 
219,  220;  Kansas  City  forbids  its  perform- 
ance, 234 

Mummy  as  a  medicament,  268 

Municipal  boundaries,  827 

Municipal  councils,  their  organization,  827 

Municipal  Socialists,  849,  850 

Municipal  trading,  commercial  success  of,  848; 
common  sense  of,  847;  municipal  capital 
usually  called  municipal  debt,  847;  die  muni- 
cipal audit,  848 

Munster,  Kingdom  of  God  in,  547 

Murder  and  murderers,  8,  190,  297,  301,  311, 
631;  conversation  with  the  ghost  of  an  exe- 
cuted murderer,  113;  murder  and  love,  747 

Murray,  Professor  Gilbert,  431 

Murray,  Henry,  336 

Murray,  Regent,  147 

Murray,  Stephen,  644 

Museums,  182 

Music,  a  necessary  knowledge  for  rulers,  910; 
appreciation  of,  94,  95,  100;  family,  66 1; 
technical  revolutions  in,  844;  variations  of 
masterpieces,  870-71 

Music  halls,  422,  426,  740 

Musical  drama,  sensuous  effects  of,  228 


Mussolini,  Signor,  335,  351,  824,  881  ;  and 
Abyssinia,  882;  compared  with  Hitler,  483; 
denunciation  of  liberty,  485;  doses  of  castor 
oil,  485;  his  way  with  critics,  485;  his  de- 
nunciation by  the  Press,  486;  League  of 
Nations  defied  over  Corfu,  486;  Master  of 
Italy,  486 

Nagging,  25 

Napoleon,  104,  133,  161,  173,  179,  238,  482-3, 
495,  520,  605,  662,  877,  881,  883,  900 

Napoleon,  Louis,  880,  881,  882,  883 

National  debts,  536 

National  Telephone  Company,  682 

National  theatre,  770;  Kensington  site,  772 

National  Vigilance  Association,  221 

Nationalism,  604 

Nationality,  a  nation's,  457 

Nationalization,  its  basic  advantages,  913 

Nations,  defence  of,  459;  should  be  prepared  for 
war,  873 

Natives,  converting  of,  to  Christianity,  602,  603 

Natural  rights,  458 

Natural  selection,  see  Evolution;  Darwinism 

Nature,  cruelty  of,  528 

Nature  study,  61 

Nature's  way  of  dealing  with  unhealthy  condi- 
tions, 380 

Nazi  party  in  Germany,  354,  355 

Necessities,  671 

Neighbor,  Do  not  love  your,  188 

Neisser,  215 

Nelson,  Horatio,  Viscount,  4,  29,  444 

"Nelson  touch"  in  the  war,  483 

Neo-Darwinians;  Neo-Lamarckians,  see  Evolu- 
tion 

Nero,  255,  256,  331,  883 

New  Century  Theatre,  738 

New  Drama  movement,  719,  728,  790,  792 

New  Men  and  Old  Acres,  790 

Newland,  Dr,  856 

Newspapers,  6,  435,  579;  allowed  to  slander 
municipal  trading,  847;  and  suppression,  368; 
gagged  by  partisan  proprietors,  903 

Newton,  Lord,  405 

Newton,  Sir  Isaac,  577,  609,  887,  888;  and  the 
interpretation  of  die  Bible,  892-3 

Ney,  Marshal,  104 

Nietzsche,  Friedrich,  i,  117,  118,  122,  123,  164, 
168,  501,  527,  536,  542,  596,  681,  746,  801; 
Thus  Spake  Zoroaster,  100 

Nightingale,  Florence,  248,  343,  612,  641 

Nihilism,  536 

Nincompoops,  born  with  silver  spoons  in 
mouths,  490 

Nineteenth  century,  196 

Nineteenth  Century  and  After,  877 

Noah,  the  God  of,  651,  652,  654 

Nobodaddy,  533,  539 
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Nonconformist  conscience  and  the  censorship, 

402 

Nordau,  Dr  Max,  his  Degeneration,  800-803 
North  London  College,  864 
Novel-writing,  two  dodges  for  capturing  the 

public  in,  693 
Noyes,  172,  173 
Nudity,  96,  377,  426,  427,  429 
Nuisance  caused  by  musical  noise,  865-6 
Numbers  and  superstition,  571 
Nuns,  10,  583 

Obedience,  191,  626 
Oberammergau  Passion  Play,  435 
O'Connell,  Daniel,  451 
O'Connor,  T.  P.,  852,  866 
Offenbach,  Jacques,  202 
Officers,  British,  444,  459-62 
Ogpu,  361,  362;  as  modern  Inquisition,  639 
Oken,  Lorenz,  513,   514 
Old  age  pensions,  120 
Old  maids,  19 
Old  Vic,  844,  846 
Olivier,  Lord,  284 
Olivier,  Sydney,  829 
Oneida  Community,  172 
Open  air  theatre,  777 
Opera,  Italian,  862,  866 
Operations,  see  Doctors 
Opposition  to  Socialism,  817-18 
Opsonin,  250,  277-9 
Oratorios,  542 
Orders,  religious,  622 

Originality,   77,   753;   dread   of  the   original 
thinker,  209;  recognition  of  original  work, 

745 
Othello  and  Desdemona,  39 

Otter-hunting,  143 

Our  Corner ',  692 

Owen,  Robert,  63,  529,  530,  588,  815;  his  New 

Moral  World,  905,  914, 
Oxford  dictionary,  299 

Pacifism  will  not  end  war,  833 

Pageantry  and  greatness,  492 

Pagliardini,  Tito,  807 

Paine,  Tom,  159,  413,  595 

Palcy,  William,  517,  519-21 

Pall  Mall  Gazette,  832,  852 

Pamphleteering,  125,  126 

Papal  infallibility,  520 

Parables,  539,  540,  894,  895 

Parents  and  children,  see  Children 

Paris  Commune  in  1871,  814,  815-16,  842-3 

Paris,  pedantry  of,  202 

Parliamentary  candidates,  328,  334,  335,  352 

Parliamentary  system,  see  Government 

Parnell,  Charles  Stewart,  446,  451,  452 

Partridge,  Bernard,  511 


Party  system,  825,  826-7 

Passfield,  Loi  d,  see  Webb,  Sidney 

Passion,  124;  meaning  of,  543 

Pasteur  Institute,  266 

Pastimes,  147 

Patients,  experiments  on,  261,  262 

Patiomkin,  810,  811 

Patriotism,  6 

Paul,  Saint,  489,  557, 588-93,  652;  and  marriage, 

5,  23,  583,  589 
Paul  the  First,  Tsar,  331 
Pavlov,  Dr,  860,  86 1,  883 
Pawle,  Lennox,  774 
Peace  Conference,  398 
Peace  more  arduous  than  war,  392 
Pearse,  Patrick  Henry,  471 
Pearson,  Prof.  Karl,  269,  913 
Peasantry,   incompatibility   of,   with   modern 

civilization,  363 
Pecksniff,  Mr,  8 

Peculiar  People  and  the  cure  of  illness,  239 
Pedigrees,  187 
Peerage,  683,  684,  686 
Pembroke,  William  Herbert,  Earl  of,  755,  756, 

758,  765,  766 

Pensions  for  life,  universal,  120 
Pentateuch,  599 
Pepys,  Samuel,  30 
Percy,  Esme*,  546 
Perfection,  98 
Perovskaia,  Sophie,  757 
Persecution,  68;  of  Jews  in  Germany,  487 
Persia,  Anglo-Russian  agreement  as  to,  471 
Pestalozzi,  Johann,  57 
Peter,  Saint,  489,  561,  563,  587,  592,  593 
Peter  the  Great,  147,  152,  253 
Petruchio,  155 
Philanderer ,  720,  726,  835 
Philandering  is  usually  the  result  of  idleness, 

i 06,  107 

Philanthropists,  181,  310 
Philip  of  Spain,  Emperor,  349 
Philosopher,  a  married,  i,  586 
Philosophic  epochs,  750 
Phonetics,  807-9 
Pianoforte-playing,  7,  73 
Pickwick  Papers,  100,  269 
Pilate,  Pontius,  371-6,  547,  549,  562,  566 
Pilgrim  s  Progress,  163,  164 
Pinero,  Sir  Arthur,  222 
Pioneer  writers,  645 
Pitman's  shorthand,  808 
Place,  Francis,  9,  47 
Plato,  1 8,  491,  753,  8°° 
Platonists,  198 

Playgoers,  123,  124,  737,  738 
"Playing  the  game,"  7 
Plays,  historical,  more  often  historical  romance, 

887 
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Plays,  publishing  and  reading  of,  721-6;  see  also 
Stage 

Playwrights,  see  Dramatists 

Plot,  the  curse  of  serious  drama,  869 

Plutocracy,  326;  dominates  Europe,  882;  fails 
to  solve  problem  of  wealth  distribution,  908; 
Hitler  comes  to  terms  with,  882 

Plymouth,  Lord,  405 

Poe,  Lugne*,  723 

Poel,  William,  161,  792,  845,  846,  868 

Poems,  books  of,  796,  797 

Poland,  873 

Police,  134 

Police  and  Public  Vigilance  Society,  284 

Political  hatred,  nature  of,  449 

Political  inadequacy  of  the  human  animal,  502 

Political  leaders,  English  and  Irish,  446,  447 

Political  liberty,  415 

Political  marriage,  158 

Political  opportunism,  534,  535 

Political  right,  438 

Political  science,  14,  102;  has  been  recklessly 
neglected,  380;  teaching  of,  503 

Politicians,  see  Statesmen 

Politics,  women  should  be  numerically  equal  to 
men,  889-90 

Polyandry;  Polygyny,  see  Marriage 

"Poor  but  honest,"  and  similar  phrases,  118 

Popes,  70,  279,  347,  348,  623 

Popular  movements,  330 

Population,  the  control  of,  15 

Poverty,  curing  of,  120;  must  be  abolished 
before  rational  reforms  can  go  very  far,  42; 
of  younger  sons,  657;  our  greatest  evil  and 
worse  crime,  118,  120,  122;  poor  people  are 
cancers  in  the  commonwealth,  578;  results 
of,  119;  the  delusion  that  the  poor  must  be 
miserable,  340,  342;  the  only  way  the  rich 
can  help  the  poor  is  by  government  taxa- 
tion, 333;  the  poor  must  repudiate  poverty, 
121;  the  silly  levity  with  which  we  tolerate 
poverty,  119,  137 

Power,  300 

Pragmatism,  589 

Prayers,  665 

Predestination,  381,  582 

Prefaces,  why  most  dramatists  do  not  publish 
their  plays  with  prefaces,  744 

Prentice,  Derek,  644 

Press  and  Socialism,  817-18 

Priestley,  J.  B.,  892 

Priests,  281,  603,  624;  and  celibacy,  583,  586; 

must  nourish  faith  with  miracles,  898 
Primogeniture,  658 

Prisons  and  crime,  all  the  normal  methods  of 
creation  and  recreation  must  be  available  for 
criminals,  320;  badness  of  our  prisons,  284, 
285;  committee  on,  284  ;  competition  in  evil 
between  prison  and  slum,  287;  crime  as 


disease,  296,  308,  320;  crime  cannot  be  killed 
by  kindness,  290;  criminal  characteristics  in 
polite  society,  316;  criminal  type,  314-16, 
320;  cruelty  of  imprisonment,  119,  181, 

288,  289,  318,  621;  dealing  with  those  who 
cannot  provide  for  or  order  their  lives  for 
themselves,  305-7;  deterrence  delusion,  289, 
319;  deterrence  a  function  of  certainty,  not 
of  severity,  292-4;  deterrence,  seamy  side  of, 
291;  expiation  and  moral  accountancy,  310; 
history  of  our  prisons,  313;  how  we  become 
inured  to  prisons,  287;  ignorance  about,  283; 
imprisonment  gives  the  conscience  a  false 
satisfaction,  311;  imprisonment  is  irrevocable, 
190;  imprisonment  was  originally  a  detention, 
not  a  punishment,  313,  314;  incorrigibles, 
297,  305,  354;  incurable  criminals  make  well- 
behaved  soldiers  and  prisoners,  304;  lethal 
chamber  for  incorrigibles,  297-302,  319,  320; 
making  habitual  criminals,  291;  masks  worn 
by  prisoners,  314;  maxims  on  crime,   190; 
mere  logic  of  facts  is  driving  us  to  humane 
solutions,  308;  most  prisoners  no  worse  than 
ourselves,  303;  obstacle  of  stupidity,   286; 
obstacle   of  vindictiveness,    285,    319;    our 
prison  system  is  a  horrible  accidental  growth, 
313,  314,  319;  punishment  is  a  mistake  and 
should  be  abandoned,  128,  134,  136,  181,  310, 
312,  377,  582;  punishment,  what  it  is,  310; 
recapitulation  and  recommendations,  318;  re- 
form of  law-breakers,   319;  religious  con- 
version of  criminals,  296;  retribution  muddle, 

289,  319,  360;  separate  cell  system,  314;  seri- 
ous losses  and  inconveniences  attached  to  the 
prosecution  of  criminals,  293,  294;  society, 
having  exacted  the  price  of  a  crime,  still  treats 
the  criminal  as  a  defaulter,  310,  319;  soft  cases 
that  we  turn  into  hard  ones,  302;  solitary  con- 
finement, 183;  three  types  of  criminals  we 
have  to  find  remedies  for,  305;  undetected  ancl 
unreported  crime,  293,  294;  utilizing  prison 
labor,  306;  vengeance  as  an  alternative  to 
lynch  law,  294;  vengeance  is  the  cardinal  vice 
of  our  prison  system,  319;  we  must  have  a 
change  in  the  public  conscience  before  prison 
reform  can  be  accomplished,  309 

Private  enterprise,  exploits  poverty  etc.  for  its 
own  profit,  849;  hit  by  a  general  fall  in  prices, 
848;  made  room  for  in  Bolshevism,  906;  op- 
posed to  extension  of  municipal  activity,  848; 
resulted  in  the  Factory  Acts,  907 

Private  property,  see  Property 

Privy  Council  Committee  of  censorship,  341, 
433-8 

Prizefighting,  693-7 

Prizes  for  the  worst-behaved  boy  and  girl,  61 

Product,  distribution  of,  576 

Production,  hindered  by  class  war,  908;  incen- 
tive to  under  social  democracy,  823 
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Professional  corporations,  624 

Professions,  200 

Progress,  an  illusion,  176-80,  184;  God  himself 
cannot  raise  a  people  above  its  own  level,  173; 
man's  objection  to  his  own  improvement,  173 

Progress  and  Poverty,  821 

Proletariats,  331 

Promiscuity,  24,  28 

Propaganda,  liberty  of,  413 

Property,  private,  abolition  of,  169-71;  all 
modern  progressive  movements  are  at  bottom 
attacks  on,  357;  Catholic  Church  and  Empire 
and,  348-50;  communized,  490;  distribution 
of  property,  575-81;  is  organized  robbery, 
135,  191,  663;  Jesus  and,  575;  levies  an 
enormous  yearly  tribute  on  the  earnings  of 
the  community,  817;  private  proprietors  have 
irresponsible  powers  of  life  and  death  in  the 
State,  356;  right  to  exterminate  humans  con- 
ferred by,  355-57;  shall  he  who  makes,  own? 
576;  unevenly  distributes  wealth,  work,  and 
leisure,  350 

Prophets,  10 

Prostitution,  35,  40,  217;  film  about  the  White 
Slave  Traffic  prohibited,  440;  finding  work 
for  White  Slaves,  33;  flogging  the  parasites  of 
prostitution,  75,  219,  236;  its  cause,  219,  220, 
222,  236;  its  representation  on  the  stage, 
221-3,  23°"35>  prostitution  in  theatres,  425; 
real  meaning  in  the  Bible,  831;  sharing  the 
profits  of  prostitution,  234 

Protection  means  restriction,  67 

Protestant  freethought,  647 

Protestantism,  349,  538 

Protoplasm,  513 

Proudhon,  Pierre,  191,  413,  814 

Prudery,  in,  176 

Psycho-analysis,  296,  663 

Psychotherapy,  904,  911 

Public  communistic  services,  331 

Public  opinion,  12,  534 

Public  school  boys,  83 

Pugnacity,  317 

Punishment,  difference  between  atonement  and 
punishment,  552,  553;  futility  of,  358,  360, 
643;  see  also  Children;  Prisons 

Puppets,  916 

Quakers,  638,  647 
Quarrelsomeness,  81 
Quatermaine,  Charles,  774 
Quicherat,  616,  617 
Quintessence  oflbsenism,  702,  830 

Rabbit  coursing,  142,  143 

Race,  causes  of  deterioration,  488 

Racine,  Jean,  202 

Radicals,  242;  suppressed  by  Socialism,  814 

Radiography,  263 


Radium,  250 

Ragtimes,  101 

Raphael,  510,  542 

Ratepayers,  must  not  trust  electioneering  litera- 
ture, 849;  must  take  their  public  business 
seriously,  849;  squeezing  of,  849 

Rationalism,  538 

Reading,  72 

Reason,  193 

Rebellion,  a  nation  should  always  be  healthily 
rebellious,  78 

Redeemer  and  redemption,  553-5,  590,  591 

Redmond,  John,  446 

Reflexes,  860 

Reform,  Government  and  the  reform  of  abuses, 
400;  society  must  be  reformed  before  we  can 
reform  ourselves,  82,  530;  virtuous  indigna- 
tion, caustic  criticism,  etc.  achieve  nothing, 
125,  126;  see  also  Progress 

Reform  Bill  of  1832,  177;  for  1932,  826 

Reformation,  39,  554,  628 

Reformers,  drawn  from  sinners  as  well  as 
saints,  905 

Regent's  Park  Open  Air  Theatre,  777 

Rehan,  Ada,  723,  724,  792 

Reinhardt,  Max,  846 

Relatives,  91,  92 

Religion,  and  art,  520;  and  Darwinism,  198,  533, 
537,  539;  and  hygiene,  276;  and  the  romance 
of  miracles,  legends,  etc.,  538-41;  cannot  admit 
it  is  mistaken,  898;  cowardice  of  the  ir- 
religious, 502,  535;  creative  evolution  the 
religion  of  the  twentieth  century,  541,  545; 
difference  between  atonement  and  punish- 
ment, 552,  553;  divorced  from  reality,  647, 
879;  dogma  of,  539,  541;  eclectic  religions, 
367;  great  danger  of  conversion,  588;  humor 
is  one  of  the  great  purifiers  of  religion,  668; 
its  revival  on  a  scientific  base,  542;  Jesus  op- 
posed to  proselytizing,  558;  maxims  on,  191; 
must  produce  miracles,  898;  only  a  small 
percentage  of  people  are  deeply  interested  in 
religion,  551;  our  religion  is  not  yet  born, 
31;  popular  religion,  103,  537,  541,  religion 
of  the  minority:  salvationism,  551-4;  re- 
ligious people,  1 24;  retrospective  atonement, 
and  the  expectation  of  the  redeemer,  553-5; 
standard  religion  indispensable,  366;  states 
and  religions,  599-603;  teaching  of,  97,  541; 
the  scientists'  belief  in  predestination,  381 ; 
there  is  not  a  single  credible  established 
religion,  137;  there  is  only  one  religion, 
though  there  are  a  hundred  versions  of  it, 
728;  threatens  man  with  posthumous  hell, 
898;  up  to  date,  776;  wars  of,  540,  594, 602; 
see  also  Christianity 

Religious  stories,  742 

Repentance,  587 

Republics,  rise  of  in  Europe,  821-1 
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Reputations,  753 

Respectability,  663 

Respectable  men,  6,  7 

Retrogression,  179 

Revelation,  653 

Revenge,  108,  128,  134,  181,  311,  553 

Revolution's  first  task,  867 

Revolutionary  Socialism,  816-17 

Revolutionist,  explanation  of  the  term,  167 

Revolutionist's  Handbook,  167 

Revolutionists,  maxims  for,  188 

Revolutions,  131,  290,  535,  842-3,  846;  see  also 

Social  revolution 
Rheims  Cathedral,  397 
Rhinegold,  699-701 
Rhodes,  Cecil,  160 
Ribaldry,  176 
Ribblesdale,  Lord,  405,  433 
Ricardo's  law  of  rent,  58 
Rich  classes,  64,  78,  80;  the  idle  rich,  34045, 

822-3 

Riches,  see  Wealth 
Ricketts,  Charles,  851 
Ridley,  Arthur,  644 
Righteousness,  individual,  529,  530 
Rights,  natural,  193 
Risks,  67,  68,  436 
Ristori,  Adelaide,  288,  788,  791 
Ritualists,  638 
Roam,  right  to,  84 
Robe  Rouge,  207 

Robertson,  John  Mackinnon,  687 
Robertson,  Madge  (Dame  Madge  Kendal),  789 
Robertson,  T.  W.,  Ours,  789 
Robespierre,  Maximilien,  290,  533 
Robins,  Elizabeth,  829 
Robinson,  Colonel,  shows  that  war  persists, 

877 

Rodin,  Auguste,  206 

Roman  Catholic  Church,  and  celibacy,  148;  and 
killing,  299;  and  private  property,  348-50;  and 
the  dissolution  of  marriage,  3,  20;  Catholic 
anti-clericalism,  622;  Catholicism  not  yet 
Catholic  enough,  622;  expurgatory  index, 
226;  its  system  of  government,  346-50,  352 

Roman  Empire,  its  system  of  government,  349 

Romance,  732,  734,  735,  737,  744,  748 

Romance  story,  742,  743 

Romans,  Epistle  to  the,  593 

Rooney,  Mr,  672 

Roosevelt,  Colonel,  145 

Roosevelt,  Franklin  D.,  878;  New  Deal,  914 

Rossini,  Gioacchino,  William  Tell  overture,  867 

Rousseau,  Jean-Jacques,  9,  101,  108,  312,  504; 
his  view  of  miracles,  559,  560,  566 

Routine,  104,  258 

Royalty,  maxims  on,  188 

Ruggles-Brise,  Sir  Evelyn,  309 

Rulers,  their  limitations,  491 


Ruskin,  John,  9,  49,  79,  100,  121,  185,  504, 563, 
596,  653,  729,  7^6,  914,  917 

Russia,  capital  punishment  abolished  in,  362; 
collective  farming,  364;  Communism  in,  536; 
Communism  and  the  peasantry,  363,  364; 
dismissal  of  the  religion  of  the  Greek  Church 
as  "dope,"  647;  extermination  practised  in, 
354,  361-6;  forced  to  make  room  for  private 
enterprise,  906;  her  policy  corrected  by 
Sidney  Webb,  914;  in  1917,  846;  its  system 
of  government  is  a  reproduction  of  the 
hierarchy  of  the  Catholic  Church,  348; 
maintenance  of  law  and  order  under  Com- 
munism, 340-62;  outstrips  the  British  parlia- 
mentary system,  907;  the  Moscow  experi- 
ment in  government,  352;  the  Tcheka  as 
modern  Inquisition,  639;  throws  the  Old 
Testament  into  the  waste  paper  basket,  648; 
treatment  of  the  bourgeoisie  and  kulak,  362, 
363;  why  we  should  help  to  sustain  Com- 
munism, 368;  would  Shaw  be  shot  there?  903 

Russian  Revolution,  824,  826 

Sacrifices,  552-4;  blood  sacrifices,  649 

Saint,  meaning  of,  606,  620;  saints  are  really 

self-selected,  624 
Saint  Hilaire,  514 
Saint  Joan,  887,  899 
Saint-Simon,  Comte  de,  815 
Salieri,  Antonio,  779 
Salt  Lake  City,  17 
Salvation,  381,  551-4,  563,  564,  574,  588,  590- 

595,  597,  593 

Salvation  Army,  123-32,  221 

Salvini,  Tommaso,  788,  791 

Samuel,  Sir  Herbert,  404,  409 

Sanatoriums,  250 

Sands,  George,  157 

Sanger,  Margaret,  218 

Sanitation,  184,  255,  267,  308,  380 

Sarajevo,  833 

Sardou,  Victonen,  832;  Divor^ons,  419,  431 

Sarto,  Andrea  del,  246,  803 

Satan,  invented  to  solve  the  problem  of  evil,  897 

Saturday  Review,  692 

Savings,  dissipated  in  war,  875 

Savonarola,  10,  547,  551 

Schiller,  Johann,  616,  617 

Schonberg,  Arnold,  867 

School  clinics,  280 

School  for  Scandal,  777 

Schoolmasters,  53,  56-9,  71,  74,  76,  181 

Schoolmistress,  sterilization  of,  186 

Schools,  see  Education 

Schopenhauer,  Arthur,  116,  117,  164,  501,  514 

Science,  545;  and  credulity,  636;  and  predestina- 
tion, 381;  cannot  explain  magic  or  miracles, 
892;  jargon  of,  280;  mid-nineteenth  century 
pseudo-science,  381,  382;  modern  scientific 
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beliefs,  629;  scientific  experiments,  181; 
scientists  and  millions,  571,  572;  should  not 
confine  itself  to  physical  problems,  892-3 

Scientific  atheism,  648 

Scientific  research  and  cruelty,  860-61 

Scott,  Cyril,  844,  867 

Scott,  Sir  Walter,  9,  100,  618 

Scott,  Messrs  Walter,  692,  693,  698 

Scott,  Spain,  and  Rooney,  672 

Scoundrelism,  definition  of,  86 1 

Scoundrels,  129,  137,  340 

Second  Mrs  Tanqueray,  224 

Sects,  religious  and  political,  repositories  of 
antiquarian  junk  and  undefinable  tenets,  879 

Secularism,  97,  98 

Security,  118 

Sedition,  301 

Seed,  miracle  of  the,  554 

Self-control,  526,  582 

Self-denial,  191,  586 

Self-indulgence,  586 

Selfishness,  246 

Selfregarding  action,  figment  of  the,  370 

Self-respect,  245,  246 

Self-righteousness,  530 

Self-sacrifice,  195 

Sentimentality,  in  families,  9, 10;  of  revenge,  311 

Separation  orders,  13,  33 

Sermon  on  the  Mount,  117,  309-642 

Servants,  191 

Servo-Bulgarian  War  of  1885,  414 

Settling  down,  6 

Seventh  Commandment,  360 

Sex,  and  art,  1 57;  artificially  of  our  sex  morality, 
1 08,  109;  education,  60;  enforcement  by  law 
of  sexual  morality,  27;  illusions  of  sexual 
attraction,  22;  impersonality  of  sex,  21-5;  in- 
consistency of  the  sex  instinct,  584;  initiative 
in  sex  business  does  not  always  come  from 
the  man,  155-8;  its  attraction  not  always 
compatible  with  marriage,  896;  lying  about 
sex  problems,  114;  man  is  no  longer  victor 
in  the  duel  of  sex,  153;  plays  dealing  with  sex, 
see  Stage;  prudery  explained,  175;  sex  hygiene, 
instruction  in,  40;  sex  regarded  as  an  obscene 
thing  by  early  Christianity,  38;  sex  slavery,  3, 
4;  sexual  experience,  the  right  to,  16,  31; 
sexual  passion,  exaggeration  of  its  power  and 
continuity,"  108;  shame  of  sexual  relation,  589; 
terror  of,  558;  see  also  Immorality 

Shaftesbury,  Lord,  914 

Shakespear,  162,  216,  218,  382,  391,  601,  660, 
662,  701,  745,  748,  753?  800,  874,  896;  Antony 
and  Cleopatra,  748;  As  You  Like  It,  842; 
Coriolanus,  845-6;  Hamlet,  116,  153,  162,  421, 
688,  791;  Henry  V,  752;  Henry  VI,  768; 
Julius  Caesar,  414,  749,  752;  King  Lear,  431, 
544,  868,  870;  Macbeth,  153,  162,  761; 
Measure  for  Measure,  842;  Romeo  and  Juliet, 


739,  868;  Troilus  and  Cressida,  752;  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona,  869;  and  democracy, 
766;  and  the  British  public,  768;  and  the 
Dark  Lady  of  the  Sonnets,  754-6,  758,  760- 
763,  765,  766;  Antony  and  Othello  betray 
their  proprietary  instincts  in  Cleopatra  and 
Desdemona,  39;  as  a  school  subject,  72; 
children  and  the  reading  of,  775;  criticism  of, 
749,  75°>  764>  Shaw's  criticisms  of,  779; 
difference  between  Brieux  and,  200,  201;  dis- 
tortion of  his  plays  on  the  stage,  723,  724, 
738,  750,  792;  Frank  Harris's  conception  of, 
756,  758,  759,  7^3,  7'M;  had  no  conscience, 
1 60;  his  characters,  162,  163,  543,  630,  695, 
749,  7^7>  768;  his  dislike  of  vivisection,  869; 
his  habit  of  borrowing  plots,  869,  870;  his 
heroes  and  villains,  761;  his  histories  dramat- 
ized chronicles,  887;  his  irony  and  gaiety, 
764;  his  madmen,  162;  his  nice  old  women 
drawn  from  his  mother,  758;  his  pessimism, 
162,  760,  761;  his  portraiture  of  Joan  of  Arc, 
615;  his  philosophy  and  religion,  ^43,  544; 
his  popular  plays,  769;  his  schooling,  607;  his 
social  position,  607,  758,  766;  his  stories  of 
murder  and  jealousy,  197;  nis  tragedies  only 
reached  success  when  carried  on  the  backs  of 
famous  actors,  769;  his  women  always  take 
the  initiative  in  sex  business,  1 5  5;  idol  of  the 
bardolaters,  764;  lack  of  stage  directions  in  his 
plays,  724;  never  wrote  an  original  play,  543; 
not  a  breath  of  medieval  atmosphere  in  his 
histories,  630;  practice  of  improving  his  plays, 
868;  production  of  his  plays  made  impossible 
by  the  pictorial  stage,  845;  the  Baconians  and, 
891, 916-17;  was  a  man  of  normal  constitution 
sexually,  765;  was  he  a  sycophant?  765,  766; 
was  he  little  esteemed  by  his  own  generation? 
760;  writing  the  best  book  of  your  genera- 
tion on,  756 

Shakespear,  John,  917 

Shakespear  Memorial  Theatre,  395,  770,  845-6, 
868 

Shaw  family,  658-61,  853-95  passim 

Shaw,  Mrs  (mother  of  George  Bernard),  657, 
661,  662,  665,  667,  687,  853-5,  856,  858,  860, 
862,  863-4,  865,  892 

Shaw,  Alexander  Mackintosh,  659 

Shaw,  Bernard  (grandfather  of  George  Ber- 
nard), 659 

Shaw,  Charlotte,  66 1 

Shaw,  Captain  Donald,  675 

Shaw,  Emily,  66 1 

Shaw,  Frederick,  672 

Shaw,  George  Bernard,  his  lineage,  442,  658-61, 

829,  853-9,  863-4 

boyhood  and  education — as  a  small  boy 
does  a  bit  of  bragging,  88;  as  a  boy  he  wanted 
to  be  a  painter,  679,  859;  as  a  vocalist,  858, 
859-60;  baptised  in  the  Irish  Church,  but 
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attended  a  Wesleyan  school,  447,  448;  was 
never  confirmed,  448;  came  from  a  musical 
family,  66 1;  dawning  of  moral  passion  in 
him,  666;  his  musical  knowledge,  858,  859, 
864-5;  his  religious  education,  879;  in  his 
childhood  composed  his  own  prayers,  665; 
visits  Mountjoy  Prison,  283;  his  schooling 
and  scholastic  acquirements,  55,  56,  77, 
857-8, 859, 912-13;  his  knowledge  of  Latin, 
56,  66;  lacks  a  knowledge  of  mathematics, 
269;  learnt  nothing  at  school,  671;  was 
saturated  with  the  Bible  and  Shakespear 
before  he  was  ten  years  old,  775;  why  he 
did  not  graduate  at  Trinity  College,  Dub- 
lin, 671 

early  employments,  and  as  a  young  man,  682; 
he  took  care  to  dodge  every  commercial 
opening,  and  became  an  incorrigible  un- 
employable, 670,  676;  at  about  the  age  of 
thirteen  seeks  employment  with  a  firm  of 
cloth  merchants,  672;  spent  four  and  a  half 
years  as  a  clerk  and  cashier  in  Dublin,  671- 
673;  employed  by  the  Way  Leave  Depart- 
ment of  the  Edison  Telephone  Company, 
670,  675,  676,  682;  assists  in  counting  the 
votes  at  Ley  ton  election,  675;  a  shy  youth 
and  ignorant  of  social  routine,  although 
some  may  have  found  him  insufferable, 
aggressive  and  impudent,  66 1,  662,  670, 
675,  679;  contradicted  everyone  from 
whom  he  thought  he  could  learn  anything, 
679;  his  diabolical  opinions  as  a  young 
man,  669,  670;  his  moustaches,  eyebrows, 
and  sarcastic  nostrils,  666;  says  "I  had 
never  thought  I  was  to  be  a  great  man 
simply  because  I  had  always  taken  it  as  a 
matter  of  course,  674;  abandons  Dublin, 
,  >  673,  674;  life  in  London  (1876-85),  657, 
673,  675;  family  life  and  family  finances 
during  his  early  days,  657,  660-62,  665; 
starts  on  a  literary  career,  676;  impecuni- 
osity  of  his  early  literary  days,  676,  685-7; 
his  financial  dependence  on  his  parents, 
687;  an  adventure  with  a  lady  of  the  pave- 
ment in  Bond  Street,  685;  Archer's  first 
meeting  with  him,  699;  began  his  political 
education  by  reading  Karl  Marx,  474;  his 
first  speech  to  an  audience,  677;  declares 
himself  a  socialist,  an  atheist  and  a  vege- 
tarian at  a  Shelley  Society  meeting,  664; 
his  shorthand,  699,  700,  808;  his  theatrical 
antecedents,  785,  787,  788;  interested  in 
physics  and  telephony,  682;  emerges  from 
obscurity  and  is  applauded  as  the  most 
humorously  extravagant  paradoxer  in 
London,  717 

as  a  critic,  703,  778;  acts  as  a  ghost  for  a 
musical  critic,  675;  and  Wagner's  The 
Ring,  841,  842-6  passim;  his  work  as 


dramatic,  musical,  and  art  critic,  736, 
853,  866 

as  a  dramatist,  716,  718;  accused  of  insi 
the  Joint  Committee  on  censorship, 
410;  and  the  last  act  of  Cymbeline,  * 
870-71;    attempts    to    substitute    ru 
history  for  conventional  ethics  and  rr< 
tic  logic,  752;  characterization  anc4 
struction  of  his  plays,  700,  705-7,  729, 
dialogue  not  construction  his  main  pr 
699;  difficulties  in  the  performance  ot 
plays,  732,  733;  does  not  foresee  his  o 
plays,  891;  finding  subjects  for  his  pla 
545,  546;  gives  a  few  facts  about  himsel' 
a  playwright,  410;  held  up  as  an  irreligi 
pornographer,    903;    his    characters    f 
quently  taken  from  living  models,  678;  hi 
establishment  as  a  playwright,  395;  his  fir 
play  produced,  719;  his  inextinguishal 
interest  in  Shakespear,  916;  in  matters 
plot,  construction,  etc.,  he  is  a  very  o*« 
fashioned  playwright,  745;  learns  part 
his  craft  from  puppets,  916;  publishing 
his  plays,  721,  722,  726;  the  critics  and  • 
talent  as  a  playwright,  733-4;  the  crit 
and  the  origin  of  his  ideas,  115-18,  i 
uses  Shakespearean  blank  verse  natura1 
870;  why  he  writes  classical  drama,  63 

as  a  novelist,  the  writing  and  publishing 
the  novels,  676,  677,  68 1,  690-93,  60^ 
antagonism  raised  by  his  hostility 
spectable  Victorian  thought  and  ^ 

676 

miscellaneous — a  Borough  Council          - 
a  natural-born  mountebank,  he  fir 
the  ear  of  the  British  public  on          " 
Hyde  Park,  744;  a  political  educ; 
880;  acquires  a  superhuman  insen- 
to  praise  or  blame,  which  led  to 
ence  to  the  publication  or  perfor 
his  works,  676;  advertises  himsel       ' 
adept  in  literature  but  a  duffer 
other  subjects,  905;  an  instrume 
Life  Force,  895-6;  and  religious  s 
and   the   Freudian   technique,   8 
pianist,  685;  correspondence  with     < 
lock,  836-40;  difference  between 
of  Tolstoy  and  the  spirit  of  Mr  S! 
does  not  claim  to  solve  universal  j 
893,  894,  908;  fakes  a  miracle,  898 
it  impossible  to  believe  anything 
could  conceive  it  as  a  scientific  h)          > 
545;  Frank  Harris's  biography,  77          x 
become  an  actor,  and  create  for 
fantastic  personality,  68 1;  has  alw 
a  puritan  in  his  attitude  towards  . 
has  no  illusion  of  being  free  to  say  i. 
write  what  he  pleases,  368;  has  no  me 
modesty,  745;  his  conscience  and  civ 


icter,  1 49,  ,150;  his  experience  as  an  en- 

'Cghtener,  879;Jiis  Amorous  sense  of  anti- 

t?max,  66"6,  667,  669;  his  intellect,  680;  his 

lations  with  his  mother,  ^bkhis  religion, 

^  664-^    680;  his  reputzfcph  made  by 

fonservatiNre  papers,%o3;  himunderstand*- 

r?v|  of  life,  Keliefs,  ana  disbefle'f^7i6;  his 

,'cabulary,  5 1 1;  is  a  ver^  bad  Irishman  in 

.he  Sinn  Fein  or  Chosen  People  sense,  675; 

'$  he  mentally  diseased?  895;  learns  to  ride 

-k  bicycle,  80 1;  lives  through  two  "world 

wars,"  872;  made  an  idol,  ^03;  may  be 

called  a  Fabian  Communist  &nd  ffam&ve 

Evolutionist,  908;  never  aimed  ai 

Ele,  677,  683;  people  meeting 
vate  were  surprised  at  his  fnifc 
:i Ability,    670;   on    his    memory, 
pc     uates  a  J^ife  iFoi^  900^  904;  reproves 
nimi>elf  for  jjtontificatirfg  in  old  age,  891, 
894;  say$r,"Whether  it  be  that  I  was  born 
mad  or  a  little  too  sane,  my  kingdon)  was 
not  of  this  world:  I  was  at  home  only  in 
the  world  of  my  imagination,"  680;  sug- 
gests some  changes  in  examination  cur- 
she  trf gravitation,  too  ii^^^fcus  by  ac- 
quired J^abit  to  stop  workin^,<%74;  thinks 
Ibsen  &*great  teacher,  838;  was  a  born 
^nmunis'l  and  Iconoflast  (or  Quaker), 
'  why  he  does  not  join  the  ranks  of  the 
rich,  343;  why  he  writes  prefaces,  744, 
r writers  whose  peculiar  sense  of  the 
a  he  recognizes  as  akin  to  his  own, 
*  would  he  be  shot  in  Russia?  903 
»rge  Carr  (father  of  George  Bernard), 
•666-9,  ^84,  687,  854-5,  856,  858,  863, 

/.  Lachlan,  660 
Jy,  862,  863 
'  Robert,  66 1 
iliam  (Barney),  66$  668 
Srcy  Bysshe,  4,  27,  152,  164,  209,  504, 
>,  521,  595,  664,  751,  767;  Prometheus, 

Jciety,  664,  738 

't  Scftooljor  Scandal,  7,  , , , 
c& :•/ f  Bfanco  Posnet,  its  performance 
"feel  in  Great  Britain,  and  its  suf)j)res- 
tmpted  in  Ireland,  439;  perfcfcmed  byCi 
Society,  439 
:rty  does   n0t   hesitate   to,   816- 


a«ad,  807,  808 
4elius,  Jean,  867 
i(ions,  Mrs,  782 
\f\t,  normal,  716 
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Silence   is   the   only   really   effective  weapon 

against  Socialism,  817 
Simple  life,  84 
Sin,  113;  forgiveness  of,  310;  redemption  of, 

590,  591,  597,  598;  the  "original  sin,"  589, 

590;  terror  of,  588 
Sinclair,  Upton,  132 
*Sifnging,  art  and  teaching  of,  855-6,  860 

t" of  Calais,  777 
jghter,  means  of,  505 
Slav%,  346 
Slums,  707,  714 
Smallpox,  248,  249,  265,  268 
Smith,  Adam,  898;  Wealth  of  Nations,  903 
Smith,  Joseph,  Mormon,  481 
Smyth,  C.  J.,  674 
Snobbery,  62 

Sociability,  26;  lack  of,  722 
Social  institutiqns  were  imposed  by  economic 

conditions,  814 
Social  questions,  do  not  waste  your  time  on, 

i     J94 

Social  revolution,  means  of  effecting,  178-80 

Social  statics,  347 

Socialism,  acquires  a  reputation  for  anarchism, 
905;  and  Darwinism,  529, 5  30;  and  the  owner- 
ship of  personal  property,  377;  growth  of 
communistic  services,  332;  involves  an  in- 
crease in  public  functions,  908-9;  its  in- 
effectiveness today,  835;  Marx  and,  531;  no 
controversy  as  to  its  fundamental  proposi- 
tions, 838;  socialist  revival  of  the  "eighties," 
691,  692;  the  great  obstacle  to  its  realization 
is  the  repugnance  of  the  average  man  to 
public  regulation  of  his  life,  307;  the  only 
possible  socialism  is  the  socialization  of  the 
selective  breeding  of  man,  185;  the  real  op- 
position to  Socialism  comes  from  the  fear 
that  it  would  cut  off  the  possibilities  of 
becoming  rich,  342 

Socialism  in  Contemporary  Literature  (lectures), 
829 

Socialist  Sects  of  Impossibilities,  819-20 

Socialists,  terrified  by  folly  of  opponents,  838; 
all  decent  men  nine-tenths  Socialists,  838 

Society,  can  do  no  wrong,  285;  finding  one's 
place  in,  662-4;  its  division  into  classes  with 
different  tastes  and  capacities,  365;  must  be 
reformed  before  we  can  reform  ourselves,  82 

Society  of  Friends,  887 

Socrates,  598;  his  trial  and  death,  10,  358,  359, 
369,  370,  605 

Soldiers,  104,  304,  444,  459-62,  470,  473,  495; 

*'    and  the  Bible,  647 

Solicitation,  27 

Solomon,  259 

Sophocles,  422,  635 

Sord,  Agnes,  616 

Soul,  the,  its  existence  so  far  unproved,  890 
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South  African  War,  180 

Sovereignty  of  the  people,  822 

Soviet  Republic,  dangerous  because  politically 
uneducated,  879;  every  Russian  must  earn 
own  living,  638;  snatches  half  of  Poland,  873 

Spanish  Civil  War,  907-8 

Spanish  Inquisition,  348 

Spartacus,  653 

Speaker,  713 

Speech,  slovenly,  781 

Spencer,  Herbert,  85,  302,  347,  818,  820,  866, 
900 

Spend  all  you  have  before  you  die,  280 

Spiritualists,  believe  in  personal  immortality, 
891;  their  mediums,  891-2 

Spcntini,  Gasparo,  870 

Sport,  182;  is  not  the  training  of  a  conquering 
race,  146;  killing  for,  139-48;  the  Englishman 
and,  74;  must  be  unpaid  and  unproductive, 
638 

Sportsmen,  139,  145-7 

Spurgeon,  Charles  Haddon,  527 

Squeers,  Mrs,  13 

Stage,  actor-managers  know  little  about  the 
theatre  in  general,  429;  actors  and  the  inter- 
pretation of  their  parts,  725;  are  players  im- 
postors and  hypocrites?  895;  art  of  the  play- 
wright, 750;  attempts  to  modernize  ancient 
plays  produce  anachronisms,  835;  brawling 
in  theatres,  434,  censorship  of  plays,  see  Cen- 
sorship; childishness  of  the  English  theatre, 
206;  comedy  plays,  203,  543;  commercial 
basis  of  the  theatre  and  the  quality  of  plays, 
731-3,  738;  commercialization  of  the  London 
theatre,  395,  396;  co-operation  between 
authors  and  actors,  811-13;  critics'  attitude 
towards  the  theatre,  778;  difficulties  of  secur- 
ing successful  and  authentic  representations 
on  the  stage,  723;  diplomacy  and  the  stage, 
414,  415,  417,  418,  428,  435;  Don  Juan  plays, 
151-5;  drama  technique  and  plot  construc- 
tion, 700,  701;  dramatic  art  and  truth,  568; 
dramatic  invention  is  the  first  effort  of  man 
to  become  intellectually  conscious,  731;  draw- 
ing room  plays,  203;  educational  importance 
of  the  stage,  416,  731,  779;  effect  of  the 
pictorial  stage,  844-6;  evolution  in  the 
theatre,  543-6;  gentility  on  the  stage,  740, 
741;  high  theatre  rents  affect  the  putting  on  of 
the  higher  form  of  drama,  395,  397;  how  the 
great  dramatists  torture  the  public,  205;  how 
to  write  a  popular  play,  203;  intellectual 
seriousness  on  the  stage — the  problem  play, 
228,  229,  546,  708,  713,  737-9;  need  for  a 
theatre  in  London  for  the  intellectual  drama, 
718;  the  dramatized  or  novelized  blue-book  or 
Fabian  Essay,  707,  708;  the  great  dramatist 
interprets  life,  204,  205;  the  War  drove  the 
higher  form  of  drama  out  of  the  London 


theatre,  393-7;  why  the  critics  do  not  a 
great  original  dramatists  as  dramatists, 
is  it  possible  to  treat  the  artistic  quality 
play  altogether  independently  of  its  scie 
quality?  7^;  Jewish  influence  on  the  th< 
737;  licenang  and  control  of  theatres, 
manufacture  of  well  made  plays  is  not    i , 
it  is  an  industry,  202,  203;  medieval  reli] 
plays,  657;  modern  stage  plays  cannc 
made  intelligible  by  dialogue  alone,  72^ 
morals  of  actors  and  actresses,  783;  mui 
control  of  theatres,  425-8;  naturalistic 
2Op£/ieed  for  a  national  theatre  in  JL 
MgJNew  Drama  movement,  719,  72! 
fljp;    Nonconformist    attitude    towar 
'  stage,  402;  nudity  on  the  stage,  430;   . 
illusive  scenery,  in;  playgoers:  their  in 
and  tastes,  633, 737, 738;  playgoing  has  1 
replaced  churchgoing  in  London,  779; 
and  moral  propaganda,  221;  plays  shot 
only  be  printed  and  published  with  t\ 
logue,  but  an  effort  should  be  made  to  < 
their  full  content  to  the  reader,  725 
written  specially  for  actors,  812,  813;  p 
tation  of  sex  on, the  stage,  i  ir  -2, 419; 
ladies  and  sexgippeal,  739;  w  ^|on  the 
223,  742<f||$!|Spseudo  sex  plays,  109-' 
201,  228,  229,  741;  sensuousness  on  tlv 
739-41;  sex  taboo  and  the  drama,  21 
prostitution  and  drink  in  theatres,  4: 
realism  on  the  stage,  740,  741,  747;  ref 
write  down  to  the  level  of  that  im 
monster   the   British   public,   713;   r 
representations,  435;  repertory  theat 
the  betterment  of  the  drama,  732;  r 
plays,   741;   social   standing   of  act( 
actresses,  780,  781,  783;  stage  cust 
quently  causes  misrepresentation  of  t 
tions,  733;  stock  companies,  785-9;  t 
actor,  for  lack  of  suitable  plays,  hi 
back  on  Shakespear,  812;  the  musi< 
the  playwright,  now  presents  dramatic 
ousness  on  the  stage,  227,  228;  the 
behind  the  scenes,  has  an  emotion 
masonry  of  its  own,  780,  781;  there  c 
new  drama  without  a  new  philosophy  r 
tim^ffength   of  performances,   ($33 ;f: 
pla^lNiable  to  dating,  835;  tragedi   • 
unity  is   fatal   to   drama,   for  eveir 
must  present  a   conflict,   729;   whz 
matter  with  the  theatre?  736-44 
Stage  Society,  207,  210,  219,  378,  439, 
Stainer,  Sir  John,  865 
Stalin,  Joseph,  351,  352,  365,  906,  907. 
Stalingrad,  874-5 
Stanley,  Sir  Henry,  602 
Star,  707,  709-I2>  852>  853>  866 
Star  Chamber,  413,  432-4 
Statesmen,  and  humbugging  the  peoj. 
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and  religion,  538;  are  afraid  of  everybody 
and  everything,  535;  dangerous  without  a 
knowledge  of  history,  874;  difficulty  of 
choosing,  884;  ignorant  that  political  actions 
in  >1ye  Time,  906-7;  mostly  incapable  of 
nw  £ging  a  village  shop,  914;  ought  to  be 
selected  by  mathematics,  908;  some  tests  for, 
910-11;  their  unstatesmanlike  occupations, 

*••». 

Arties,  doctors  require  a  knowledge  of,  909- 
V  need  to  establish  a  Ministry  of,  910 

MT,  Norris,  644 
P     ,- William,  123 
'*  S-n,  stoning  of,  587,  593 
<**':^i.hers,  47 
,  QfWc,  Aloysius,  829 
t  royd,  Vincent,  777    , 
*  ason,  Robert  Louis,  692,  697,  698 
Al companies,  785-9 
,    ,r,  Bram,  790 
:,  Marie,  218 
£y,  Lytton,  316 
r.s,  Richard,  867 

,  >Lerg,  August,  544,  748;  attacks  women 
,»  4'essly,  1832;  shakes  domestic  ideals,  833; 
^\Times  and,  832;  Creditors,  832 
oGlennie,  Mr,  117,  118,  750 
c<vn  art,  165,  166;  in  literature,  165,  677 
-  jjsiveness,  105 
vience,  81 

ence,   578;  competition  for,   531;   pro- 
ion  and  distribution  of,  327 
,  i,  Sir  Arthur,  864 
i,  Barry,  787-9,  791 

an,   117,   184,   185,   542,  746,  802;  his 
ing,  168-74,  J86;  political  need  for,  174; 
Overthrow  of  the  aristocrat  makes  the 
t-man  necessary,  187 
tnd  demand,  177 
£,  306 

i,  dissolution  of  marriage  in,  2 
iborg,  Emmanuel,  652 
.  Henry,  807,  808 

onathan,  382,  391,  443,  581,  582,  596, 
748,  768 
>  ation,  101 
lism,  535 

nd,  491;  and  marriage,  583,  586 

eform,  836,  849 

,  101 

i  is  the  only  means  of  passing  on  part 

;  wealth  to  the  poor,  333;  redistributive, 

Tom,  832 
,  638,  641,  643 
v,  Anton,  378,  380,  832;  Cherry  Orchard, 

i( 

nig,  859 


Technical  instruction,  76 

Teetotalism,  341,  402,  531 

Temptation,  188 

Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord  (quoted),  820 

Tenth  commandment,  3 

Terenure,  659 

Teresa,  Saint,  6n 

Terriss,  William,  813 

Terrorism,  290,  292 

Terry,  Ellen,  and  the  new  drama,  790;  as  a  film 
actress,  795;  as  a  Shakespearean  actress,  792; 
became  a  player  by  force  of  circumstances, 
784;  becomes  Irving's  leading  lady,  790; 
breaks  away  from  Irving,  792;  her  articula- 
tion, 782;  her  domestic  partnerships,  784, 
785>  794;  her  ethical  position,  783,  784;  her 
stage  ability  and  beauty,  785,  789,  793,  795; 
Irving  wasted  her  talent,  792;  meetings  with 
Shaw,  794,  795;  memorizing  her  parts,  793; 
offers  to  play  the  part  of  a  charwoman,  795; 
plays  in  Captain  Brassbound's  Conversion, 
794;  Shaw  explains  his  adoration  of  her,  781; 
Shaw  for  the  first  time  sees  her  act,  789; 
squandered  herself,  793;  success  came  to  her 
easily,  793;  Terry-Shaw  correspondence:  its 
beginning,  794;  the  correspondence  explained, 
780,  782 

Terry,  Kate,  785,  793 

Terry,  Phyllis  Neilson,  777,  785 

Tetanus,  266 

Thackeray,  William  Makepeace,  446,  695,  703, 
748 

Thames  docks  scheme,  338 

The  Simpleton  of  the  Unexpected  hies,  642 

Theatre,  see  Stage 

Theology,  science  of,  650 

Theophagy,  181 

Theories,  589 

Theosophists,  595 

Therapeutic  science,  281 

Thie"rs,  Louis  Adolphe,  815-16 

Thirty-nine  articles,  640,  901 

Thomas,  Moy,  734 

Thought,  fashion  in,  628 

Three  Daughters  of  Mr  Smith,  213,  215 

Tichborne  claimant,  555 

Tietjens,  Therese,  781 

Time's  revenges,  193 

Times,  408;  dismisses  Strindberg  superciliously, 
832;  gives  Shaw  more  publicity  than  other 
papers,  903;  prints  Shaws's  correspondence 
with  W.  H.  Mallock,  836-8;  Shaw  assumed 
to  be  its  proprietor,  903 

Timewell,  James,  284 

Titles,  190 

Titus  Gates,  491 

To-day,  691,  692,  698 

Todhunter,  Dr  John,  441,  728 

Toleration,  435;  all  improvement  is  founded  on 
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tolerance,  624;  case  for,  413;  common  sense 
of,  68-71;  limits  of,  414;  modern  and  medi- 
eval, 624;  mostly  illusory,  368-70, 376;  society 
is  founded,  on  intolerance,  625;  towards 
heretics,  638;  variability  of,  625;  what  it 
means,  412 

Tolstoy,  Count,  90, 176,  213,  226,  300,  378,  548, 
635,  766,  767,  801,  870 

Too  True  to  be  Good,  critics'  reception  of, 
340 

Torquemada,  348 

Torture,  181 

Trade  unionism,  531;  as  oppression,  490 

Trade  Unions  get  the  plunder  instead  of  the 
plutocrats,  878 

Tragic  catastrophe  in  literature,  200 

Transubstantiation,  593 

Travelling,  87,  88 

Treaty  of  Versailles,  881,  882 

Trebelli,  Zelia,  781 

Trebitsch,  Siegfried,  842 

Tree,  Sir  Herbert  Beerbohm,  403 

Treviranus,  Gottfried,  508 

Trinity,  539,  593 

Trinity  College,  Dublin,  671,  672 

Tristan  und  Isolde,  699,  866 

Trots  Filles  de  Monsieur  Dupont,  213 

Trouncer,  Cecil,  644 

Trusts,  332,  576 

Tuberculosis,  testing  a  remedy  for,  261 

Tucker,  Benjamin,  800-802 

Twain,  Mark,  667;  on  Joan  of  Arc,  617,  618, 
620,  631 

Tyler,  Thomas,  754-6,  758>  77* 

Tyndall,  John,  532 

Types,  production  of,  315,  488 

Tyranny,  80;  of  the  talented  individual,  489;  in 
the  home,  479;  in  the  state,  489 

Ukraine,  alleged  cannibalism  in,  365 

Unconscious  self,  193 

Underfeeding,  137 

Unemployment,  120,  350,  820,  822 

Unitarianism,  653 

United  States,  and  money  and  morality,  684; 
and  the  atom  bomb,  875-6 

Universe,  banishment  of  mind  from,  523;  mak- 
ing of  the,  513,  514,  516-18,  523,  651 

Universities,  degrees,  671;  function  of,  64;  pro- 
ducts of,  83;  students  are  rowdy  school 
children,  64;  university  idealism,  672 

Unsocial  Socialist,  691,  693 

Unwritten  law,  383 

Urban  civilization,  1 5 

Ussher,  Archbishop,  512,  531 

Usurper,  the  ambitious,  482 

Usurpers  of  Thrones,  480 

Utopians,  363;  in  Russia,  879;  often  cause 
massacres  and  wars,  915;  oust  Churchill, 


878;  their  homilies  cut  no  ice  in  adminis- 
trative councils,  915;  their  ignorance  of  fact*, 
879 

Vaccination,  242,  251,  265,  275,  277,  278,  636; 
900,  910 

Vaccinetherapy,  277 

Vagabondage,  87,  88 

Varietist,  24 

Variety  Theatre,  demands  little  plays,  851 

Vatican,  624,  898,  913 

Vaughan  Williams,  Ralph,  844 

Venereal  diseases,  40,  215,  218;  innocent  victims 
of,  36,  37;  notification  of,  27 

Veronese,  Paul,  765 

Vice,  191,  222 

Victoria,  Queen,  27  31',  317,  320,  325,  782 

Victoria  Grove,  657 

Victorian  snobbishness,  494 

Vigilance  Committees  in  America,  643 

Vincent  de  Paul,  Saint,  351 

Virginity,  211 

Virtue,  6,  8,  99,  108,  191,  219,  318,  436 

Vis  Naturae,  651 

Vital  Force,  537 

Vitalism  and  vitalists,  515,  527,  537,  542 

Vivisection,  252-64,  296,  860-61;  vivisecting  the 
human  subject,  261 

Voltaire,  Frangois,  13,  164,  217,  454,  455,  504, 
533,  622,  654,  906;  La  Pucelle,  616,  617 

Voltaireanism,  English,  454 

Voluntary  enlistment  during  war,  476;  com- 
pared with  conscription,  476 

Voluptuaries,  174 

Vote,  good  government  can  be  secured  by  cap- 
able and  critical  voters,  159;  probable  effect 
of  giving  women  the  vote,  27 

Vulgarity,  151;  and  authorship,  866 

Wages,  payment  by  labor  time,  577;  should  be 
levelled  up  not  down,  896-7;  state  regulation 
of  wages,  823;  Wages  Fund  doctrine,  53  r 

Wagner,  Richard,  100,  164,  185,  227,  583,  ('21, 
702,  723,  751,  769,  801,  855,  858,  870;  abuse 
and  criticism  of,  866-7;  and  the  1848  revolu- 
tions, 841,  842,  846;  and  the  pictorial  stage, 
844-5;  finds  h*s  stuff  in  European  history, 
846;  his  allegory  still  valid,  846;  modern 
developments  implicit  in  his  technique,  844; 
necessity  for  a  philosophic  treatise  on,  843-4; 
Gotterddmmerung,  842-3,  867;  Lohengrin, 
842;  The  Mastersingers,  866;  Parsifal,  435, 
845;  Rhine  Gold,  845;  Ride  of  the  Valkyr'ies,^ 
866;  Rien^i,  842;  The  Ring,  841,  842-3,  844, 
845;  Tannhduser,  842,  844,  867,  869;  Tristan 
and  Isolde,  699,  866 

Walker,  General,  684 

Walkley,  Arthur  Bingham,  149,  200,  746 

Wallace,  Alfred  Russel,  507 
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Wallace,  Sir  William,  358 

Wallas,  Graham,  186,  913 

Walton,  Sir  William,  867 

War,  103;  forces  nations  to  choose  men  of 
action,  878;  lias  become  destructive  of 
civilization,  874;  how  it  muzzles  the  dramatic 
poet,  397;  inevitably  throws  back  civiliza- 
tion, 834;  modern  warfare  outside  private 
capital,  492;  nations  should  be  prepared  for 
war,  873;  persists  in  spite  of  new  discoveries, 
877;  public  control  of,  factories,  492;  reduces 
itself  to  absurdity,  873;  wars  of  religion,  540, 
594,  602 

War  of  1914-1918,  380,  536,  647,  648,  822,  823, 
846;  a  war  of  ideals,  833;  attack  on  Gentian 
science  and  art,  385;  attack  on  liberty,  385; 
civilian  attitude  towards  slaughter,  387,  495; 
conscientious  objectors  to  war,  183;  cry  for 
practical  business  men,  390;  ?rermany  under 
the  blockade,  495;  its  effect  on  the  London 
theatre,  393;  mad  election  of  1918,  391; 
national  organization  during,  824;  paying 
the  cost  of,  536;  Peace  Conference  and  after, 
308;  restoring  trade  between  Germany  and 
Britain,  496;  sufferings  of  the  sane,  386,  387; 
visit  to,  478;  war  delirium  in  England  and 
America,  382-92;  won  finally  by  blockade, 
476 

War  of  1939—1945,  an  amoral  victory,  876; 
Churchill  and,  878;  hoodwinking  during, 
872-3;  its  destructive  bombing,  875;  its 
victory  a  triumph  for  science,  876 

Warders,  298 

Warren,  Samuel,  341 

Warwick,  Earl  of,  630,  63 1 

Washington  State,  divorce  in,  34 

Watson,  Henrietta,  774 

Wealth,  102;  division  of,  575-81;  maxims  on 
riches,  192;  should  be  earned  by  personal  ex- 
ertion, 136;  see  a/so  Money;  Property 

Weaning,  79 

Webb,  Sidney  and  Beatrice,  161,  282,  285,  503, 

814,  818,  821,  825-6,  903,  908,  914 
'  Webster,  Ben,  774 

Weismann,  August,  506,  513,  514,  523-6,  580 

Weller,  Sam,  73 

Wellington,  Duke  of,  104,  290,  391,  444;  calls 
Waterloo  a  very  near  thing,  876 

Wells,  H.  G.,  305,  318,  482,  742,  907;  his  Out- 
line of  History,  650 

Wesley,  John,  594,  598 

Western  Powers,  alliance  of,  against  the  Eastern, 

535 

Westminster  Abbey,  misadventure  of  a  French- 
man in,  211 

Westminster  Confession,  60 1 

Whall,Mr,853 

Whately,  Richard,  598 

Whipping,  see  Flogging 


Whistler,  James,  679 

White,  Arnold,  675 

White  Slaves,  see  Prostitution 

Whitehall  Palace,  770,  771 

Widowers9  Houses,  a  propagandist  play,  70 2\ 
703,  707,  726;  criticisms  of  the  play,  701-9, 
719;  the  author  answers  his  critics,  709-14, 
history  of  its  genesis,  699-701,  719;  its  merits 
as  a  work  of  art,  702,  703,  71 1;  its  stage  social- 
ism, 701,  729;  produced  at  the  Royalty 
Theatre,  719;  published  in  book  form,  719; 
the  character  of  Blanche^  71 1-13 

Wilde,  Oscar,  310,  757,  761 

Will,  527;  difference  between  will  and  intellect, 
744;  doctrine  of  free  will,  ^82;  freedom  of, 
80-82,  526;  limits  to  free  will,  582;  will  to  do 
anything,  506 

Will  of  God,  514 

William  the  Conqueror,  his  indispensability, 
482 

William  III,  826,  827 

Williams,  Nurse,  856 

Willoughby  de  Broke,  Lord,  405 

Wilson,  Captain,  117 

Wilson,  Woodrow,  President  U.S.A.,  398 

Wireless  music,  865 

Wives,  finding  work  for  unemployed,  32,  33; 
the  ideal  wife,  21;  work  of,  should  be  placed 
cm  the  same  footing  as  other  work,  43 

Women,  believed  to  lack  a  soul,  890;  economic 
slavery  of,  23,  43,  726;  economic  slavery  a 
difficulty  in  divorce,  32;  effect  of  giving  the 
vote  to,  27;  entirely  occupied  with  affection 
are  nuisances,  9;  exercise  private  power  in 
oligarchies,  890;  guarding  the  lives  of,  16; 
home  life  makes  them  unfit  for  human 
society,  7,  722;  in  killing  their  souls  man 
kills  his  own,  831;  killed  by  modern  warfare, 
874-5;  manly,  613;  outrages  on,  27;  placed 
on  a  pedestal  and  worshipped,  782;  possess 
political  capacity  equal  to  man's,  890;  pursuit 
of  the  man  by  the  women,  155-8;  relations 
between  men  and  women,  106,  107;  romantic 
convention  about,  116;  school  teachers  and 
celibacy,  350;  superfluous,  16;  superfluous 
and  the  right  to  motherhood,  18,  19;  use  the 
vote  to  keep  women  out  of  Parliament,  889, 
890;  why  they  are  exempt  from  military 
service,  614 

Work,  a  prime  necessity,  65;  forcing  people  tp 
retire  from,  to  make  way  for  younger  people, 
65;  scarcity  of,  may  lead  to  the  sharing  out 
of  work,  65;  warning  against,  85 

Workmen,  British,  766 

World,  699,  852 

World,  end  of  the,  38,  555;  making  of,  see 
Universe 

Wright,  Sir  Almroth,  250,  277,  278,  572 

Wycliffe,  John,  619 
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Wyes,  William,  774 
Wyndham,  Sir  Charles,  720 


Yates,  Edmond,  852 

Yeats,  William  Butler,  439,  441,  728 

You  Never  Can  Tell,  730 

Young,  Sir  Edward  Hilton,  281 

Young  men,  662 
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Yc.  .1^,    difference 

v.  ^ 

Youngei  _»ns,  poverty  of,  658 
Youth,  194 


